From DummyAddressAndDate Thu Sep 16 11:42:17 2010
X-Yahoo-Msgnum: 1
X-Digest-Num: 0
Message-ID: <375072.0.1.959308182@eGroups.com>
Date: Thu, 03 Feb 2000 17:27:41 PST
From: "Amy Fortuna" <peacefulpassion@hotmail.com>
Subject: TINYFIC: Color Them Wonderful 1/1

Title: Color Them Wonderful

Author: Amy Fortuna (peacefulpassion@hotmail.com)

Rating: PG

Category: Romance, POV

Disclaimer: Ewan, honey, 'blue-ey, gray-ey, green-ey' doesn't cut it. This 
little thing, therefore, was a irresistable
impulse. Your fault, it is.

Archive: MA, SWAL, my site.

Series: No.

Warnings: Unbeta'ed and practically unedited.

Spoilers: No.

Summary: Qui-Gon gets all mushy over Obi-Wan's eyes.

Feedback: It's a wonderful thing.

*******************

They are like a calm sea on a bright summer day.

Or like the delicate fog misting silently over the midnight waters, tenderly 
yearning for the sunrise.

Or, maybe, like a silver sun-struck glance, stars falling glittery in the 
haze.

Or a morning song caroled by a jubilant bird against a background of tree 
and sky.

Or the inner side of a dark green wave, reaching out to sweep over the lands 
in passionate thunder.

Or like the twinkle of minute suns beyond the edge of mortal sight.

Or like the grass under a solemn-standing tree, holding out rest and safety.

Or like a candle welcoming home the weary traveller, sparkling out the 
window of a humble home.

Or like the underside of a dark cloud on a stormy day, ready to explode in 
tears.

Some days, they can be fiery with hidden desire in one moment and shuttered 
shyly in pretended innocence the next.

When I look into his eyes, I see.

I see my destiny.

I see my heart.

I see my Obi-Wan.
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*******************

I have failed utterly. Anakin has turned--my sweet, beautiful Padawan is now 
a monster, a tool of the Dark Side in human form, 'Emperor' Palpatine.

Well.

At last I know who was behind Qui-Gon's death. And I am amazed that I could 
not see it before.

Palpatine and Ani--I mean Vader--are now systematically eradicating the Jedi 
from the galaxy. I finally understand--too late of course--the motives of 
the Sith. And what a game our lives are...that we flee our greatest fear, 
only now to find terror in the hiding places we chose.

I'm not sure why I'm still alive. Perhaps they want to torture me. Or maybe 
they just don't think I'm important.

Qui-Gon, what do I have to live for? Nothing. But I don't want to die and 
face you with my failure...

At least the children are safe, though I was not able to save their mother. 
Amidala, along with just about everybody I know, is dead.

What is my purpose here? To become a backwater hermit on the planet snow 
forgot? Why?

I have hidden Anakin's blue lightsaber in the depths of a chest I 
brought--the only relics of the glory of the Republic and the only tangible 
memories I have.

I heard Anakin often say, laughing, to me and his wife, that his son should 
someday be a great Jedi and carry his lightsaber. And once he turned to me 
in a merry mood and asked me to give his 'saber to his son, should he not 
survive.

Well, Anakin, to all good purpose, is dead. Though the request was made 
without any inkling of what was to happen, I'll fulfill it. Stay here and 
someday give Luke his father's lightsaber.

He *was* a good man and a great Knight. And as far as I can, I'll forget 
what he became and remember only my beloved padawan.

For now, all I can do is wait. My dreams are still filled with terror, past, 
present and future mixed aimlessly together, a red lightsaber the only 
continuity.
______________________________________________________
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********************

Aragorn stood on the warm grass of the meadow in the Valley of Imladris, 
idly watching the river rush by below, clinking and gurgling over the rocks 
on the streambed.

He'd come out here under the late summer sky for no particular reason, just 
to walk and think.

Remembering the events of a month ago, Qui-Gon's visit and their amazement 
at each other, resulting in a night of delicious pleasure but a lonely 
morning, Aragorn considered.

Did he do right? Yes. But why? Why had he and the Jedi Knight, so far apart 
otherwise, been brought together, fallen into a strange sort of love, only 
to be ripped apart by unseen forces as they slept?

The whim of some bored Higher Power? The thought occurred to him and he 
laughed it away.

Some lesson intended? That was what he had told Qui-Gon that night, speaking 
out of a love-filled hazy instinct.

That was what it must be, but what was the lesson? And when would he see his 
Jedi again?

Snapping out of his reverie, he glanced up to see Halbarad, his cousin, 
walking toward him.

"My lord--" Halbarad began, before Aragorn could speak.

"You know better than that," Aragorn said, referring to the form of address.

Halbarad looked slightly chastened.

"I'm sorry, Aragorn, but it's hard to not call you that when that's how I 
think of you."

Aragorn smiled faintly, a brief warning.

"You should change the way you think of me, then," he answered, too mildly.

Then he reached out, caught Halbarad's hands, and pulled him so close that 
their bodies were separated by only a whisper.

"Am I royalty? The way you treat me, you'd think I was some long-lost 
prince, perhaps," Aragorn laughed.

"You know you are, Aragorn," Halbarad said quietly. "But on the throne or in 
the wilderness, you are my lord."

"I am truly honored by such devoted service, Knight," answered Aragorn, 
still laughing. "But if I am King, then you must be my Captain."

Halbarad's eyes flickered up to catch his, faint amusement locked behind the 
grey.

"Then let it be as my good lord wishes."

Their hands separated then, and the game was over. Aragorn turned away, 
sighing softly.

"Be my friend, Halbarad, before you are my Captain. I need that more."

Halbarad nodded and they fell silent, gazing out over the river valley.

Moments went by as each were wrapped in thought, until Halbarad caught sight 
of a movement across the river.

"What's that? Who enters the Valley?" he asked, pointing. Aragorn cast a 
glance that way, and exclaimed happily.

"It's Qui-Gon! The Jedi Knight I told you of, remember? Let us go and meet 
him!"

They raced together over the field, to the riverbank, where Aragorn halted, 
looking across the water.

"Hail and well met, Jedi Knight!" Aragorn proclaimed, laughing. "Would you 
enter the Valley of Imladris? On what errand do you come?"

Qui-Gon, across the water, threw him a *look*.

"I come to see my friend, Aragorn son of Arathorn," he said, smiling. 
"Perhaps you have heard of him and might lead me to him?"

Aragorn, in a mocking moment, considered.

"He is now at leisure and would see you. You may cross the river."

Qui-Gon nodded and walked over the river on the stepping stones, careful not 
to get any part of his clothing wet.

On the other side, they faced each other, both almost forgetting Halbarad 
still standing silent a few steps away. Their hands met in greeting and in 
something more--affirmation. They each now *knew* the other was not some 
fancy of the night.

Halbarad, watching them, tried to be jealous of the Jedi Knight who had so 
suddenly appeared out of the blue and taken every fragment of Aragorn's 
attention away from the universe...away from him. However, he stopped 
somewhere short of envy and settled for quiet contemplation of the 
blue-eyed, dark-haired man who was so absorbed in his lord.

Halbarad deeply loved Aragorn and would have done anything at all in the 
whole of Middle-earth to see him happy, so that he could not even be truly 
jealous, seeing his friend's lover before him.

Instead, he merely stood silent, watching as their hands met, as they looked 
into each other's eyes, as they spoke words too quiet for Halbarad to hear.

******************

Days went by this time, no single night of dreamy bliss. They spent hours 
talking and laughing with each other, with Halbarad, with others. Mountains 
were climbed, stars gazed at, and all sorts of things, from harvest 
celebrations to starship travel, were discussed.

Neither knew how long they would have together, so every moment was treated 
as though it would be their last.

Eventually, of course, the day came when Aragorn woke up alone, knowing 
instinctively that Qui-Gon had returned, willing or no, to his home.

After that, happy as the months were, they were lonely. Aragorn found 
himself becoming closer in friendship to an all-too-willing Halbarad, though 
they kept each other in some ways at arm's bay.

Things went like this until Aragorn woke somewhere he had never gone to 
sleep...where everything was strange and new, yet vaguely familiar.

******************

Continued in "On Coruscant," coming soon.
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*******************

I am spinning through the hazy air, drifting, falling. Is it my release at 
last, or a cruel mockery? Through the pain that lessens as I leave, I sense 
a faint call, a voice that I cannot deny.

Obi-Wan is calling me.

Oh, love, I am so sorry, but I must yield to this beauty that is seizing me.

I must...

And you drag me back to solid ground and your arms.

"Master," you say, and your voice is my anchor, your tears my touch to 
reality.

You're what keeps me down, prevents me from lazy eternity and forever rest 
for a moment longer.

And I remember what to tell you.

Oh, Obi-Wan, I love you, but you know.

Swear to me, my Obi-Wan. Promise me you'll train him. I see darkness either 
way, but if you--oh, love, you will, I know you--if you train him, there 
will be light beyond the darkness and we will be together forever.

If not, I see only the blackest of nights with no return to brighter days. 
And you will be gone, lost forever.

But I cannot tell you that.

Promise me. And I touch you, amazed that I see tears on your face. Am I that 
much to you indeed, my love?

Sharp pain races through me and I control a cry that would escape.

You have never looked more beautiful, my Obi-Wan, my Padawan.

I hold your eyes with my own--there is a long lonely wait ahead. I will meet 
you there when it is over.

Leave...I must leave now...the hazy brightness calls again and I cannot hold 
on any longer. I close my eyes and you sob briefly, laying your face over 
mine, lips touching far too lightly.

I'm the one who is leaving, but I feel like I'm letting you go.

Farewell...it is only for a little while.
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Get Your Private, Free Email at http://www.hotmail.com





From DummyAddressAndDate Thu Sep 16 11:42:17 2010
X-Yahoo-Msgnum: 5
X-Digest-Num: 1
Message-ID: <375072.1.5.959308182@eGroups.com>
Date: Fri, 11 Feb 2000 14:19:06 PST
From: "Amy Fortuna" <peacefulpassion@hotmail.com>
Subject: FIC: Star-Crossed Voyager 1/1 Q/O

Title: Star-Crossed Voyager

Author: Amy Fortuna (peacefulpassion@hotmail.com)

Rating: PG

Category: POV, angst

Disclaimer: I don't own the Jedi, George gets the money.

Archive: master_apprentice, WWOMB, SWAL; anywhere else, just ask, I won't 
say no.

Series: The 'inspired by a song' series--the same universe, but can be read 
in any order. Timeline is (Color Them Wonderful), What Keeps Me Down, 
Star-Crossed Voyager, What Do You Say?, Can't Be Really Gone, In The Still 
of the Night, Leave It All Behind.

Warnings: Follows canon...

Spoilers: Yeah.

Summary: Obi-Wan takes a last look.

Feedback: Is what makes life worth living.

Notes: Title taken from the song: "Can You Feel The Love Tonight."

*******************

Utterly drained.

He could not have moved, not even to save his life.

But he had to move.  Sometime.

In the blink of an eye, his life had changed forever.  He would never fight 
beside his master again, never hear the tender stern voice, never kiss--

Enough.  Madness lay this way.

Then let madness come.

The still cold body.  So beautiful.  Even in the silence of death, a work of 
art.

The face, the face he had caressed so many times, running fingers across it 
as though to memorize every part.  The strong high forehead, the 
oh-so-expressive eyebrows, the once-broken nose (a story and lesson lay 
behind it), the steady blue eyes, compassion and kindness always highest in 
them, the lips he had kissed, the hair he had run his hands across, through, 
over, in.

The hands.  They would never touch him with steel-hard softness again. Those 
hands that had so tenderly loved him so long ago for the first time would 
never set his body aflame with desire again.

And, oh, the voice.  Never again would he hear his name called in all the 
tones that he knew the meanings of so well.  The cry of desire fulfilled, 
the laughter, the stern rebuke, the irony, the unerring logic, would never 
resound through him again so fully that he would be forced to agree, 
hopelessly, desperately.

Tracing the profile of the face, he bent to kiss the silent lips, a gesture 
of thanks for all the words he had heard from him, the words of teaching, of 
warning, of rebuke, of encouragement, of peace, of love.

Moments passed like seconds and all too soon the rush of the universe caught 
up with him, as he slowly realized that life still went on, battles were 
being fought above him, and the fate of a planet lay in the balance.

Qui-Gon's lightsaber in his hand, he left the still-warm body on the floor 
and headed back to the sunlight, heart numb with grief.
______________________________________________________
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*******************

Obi-Wan raced up the last catwalk and passed through the still-open door 
into the hanger.

A small crowd of pilots, apparently just back from the airfight, was 
gathered around a single plane, and in the plane...

"Oh, no," Obi-Wan groaned, walking up. "What did he do?"

A pilot turned at the sound of his voice and began telling him how Anakin 
flew the plane, blew up the Control Ship and saved the day.

Obi-Wan shook his head. Already Qui-Gon was proven correct, he thought, the 
boy needed to be trained.

A stab of pain went through him at the thought that Qui-Gon was not here to 
be proud of the feat, but he shoved it down, buried it in the depths of his 
being, and called over the chattering crowd to the boy.

Anakin rushed over to him, eyes narrowing when he did not see Qui-Gon there 
too.

"Where's...oh."

It must have been something in Obi-Wan's expression, because comprehension 
dawned in Anakin's eyes and he flung himself forward, abruptly, into 
Obi-Wan's arms.

"No, no, don't tell me," Anakin said. "He's dead, right?"

Tears sprang to Obi-Wan's eyes as he knelt on a level with the boy.

"Yes. He is."

Anakin closed his eyes, and unexpectedly, laid his head on Obi-Wan's 
shoulder, shaking, silent tears streaming down his face to soak into 
Obi-Wan's tunic.

The pilots filed quietly away, and Anakin and Obi-Wan sat together there for 
a long time, not speaking, sharing their first moment of unity in their 
grief for Qui-Gon.
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*are italics*

*******************

Obi-Wan stood alone in the middle of the night, listening to the cold 
pounding sea, wondering, waiting, and for the first time, aching.

One year had drifted by since Naboo. He hadn't shed a tear, but  hadn't 
smiled either, not real smiles. Just forced shadowy things, worlds away from 
the sweet days *before*, when anything at all could make him smile in the 
face of danger, plying witty words in a bright haze of delight.

It had been one year.

One year since his universe collapsed on the floor and died, whispering 
words he did not really want to hear.

Since then, he had shut down. Become like a statue. Trained Qui-Gon's 
precious 'Chosen One,' but kept his true feelings locked away, frozen stiff 
in his heart.

No more.

He had to come to terms with Qui-Gon's death, and he had to do it now.

They, these buried emotions, would kill him from the inside out. He would be 
destroyed, lost to everyone, even Qui-Gon, and that is something he did not 
wish to happen.

He needed to be whole. He needed to be real. He needed to be alive.

So that is why he was there, alone on the quiet beach in the starlight.

As if in a ceremony, he began to remove his clothes, not really knowing why, 
merely feeling an irresistible impulse.

He laid his lightsaber, belt, and sash on the ground. Then shed tunics, 
boots, and pants, folding them neatly and placing them aside.

He would need them again, because, he thought, he *would* go on after this, 
leaving the past behind, yet not shutting it away from his heart.

Naked now, though in this tropical breeze not cold, he stared out at the 
endless sea.

Stretching out his hands and closing his eyes, he faced the waves, though a 
little away from their cool touch.

And took one step forward.

The step of acknowledgement.

He remembered screaming denial, his master's eyes meeting his, emotions 
unguarded for a split second, love and terror surging through their bond.

*It happened. Oh Force, it really happened and what am I without you?*

Shivering now, not from cold, from the memory, he took another step, feet 
touching the cool sand where the waves had washed up.

The step of absolution.

What could he have done to save his master?

*...could have...could have done something. Couldn't I have?*

No.

Nothing at all.

Trapped behind red walls, he was only able to watch and scream.

Why then did he blame himself, hugging to his breast the shivering
"It's my fault"?

*...throw it away, cast it to the timeless sea and continue, never again to 
castigate myself for another's actions...*

He took another step and his feet met the cool water that washed up foaming 
on the beach.

The step of serenity.

One white-hot flash of anger at the universe spun through him and he reels, 
nearly falling, opening his eyes to see only the midnight sea lapping at his 
feet.

Ah. This was the hard one then.

Letting go of his anger will be a task more difficult than he thought. 
Kneeling in the water, hands clasped in front of him, he raised his face to 
the solemn sky and let the words flow.

*Oh, Qui-Gon, love, why...we would have been so happy together...all 
eternity could not have contained our joy and you had to go and leave me 
with the boy...*

He gasped at his effrontery but continued.

*...you spoke of him last instead of speaking to me...instead of telling me 
you loved me you told me to train him...!*

Wait!

Anakin, the Chosen One, was very, *very* important to Qui-Gon.

Qui-Gon could have requested anyone in the Temple to train him, including 
Master Yoda.

But he did not. He asked *Obi-Wan* to train him.

Therefore, Qui-Gon believed that *Obi-Wan* would be equal to the task.

*...He was proud of me. He trusted me. He loved me...*

What reason did Obi-Wan have to be angry?

*...He told me that he loved me. Not in so many words of course, but in 
every way that counts...*

Obi-Wan's heart melted at this realization.

*...Oh, I have been so blind. He really did love me...*

Obi-Wan rose back to his feet, stepping forward again into the ankle deep 
water, now smiling.

The step of acceptance. The last step. The final melting of the frozen thing 
that his heart had been for the past year.

Never again. Knowing his master loved him, he could go on.

And he flung himself into the water at full length, laughing under his 
breath.

Joy that he thought had disappeared from his life forever came rushing back 
and he became giddy with it, turning his face up to the stars, taking water 
in his hands and throwing it up into the sky, smiling like a child.

The thoughts circled through his mind like the spinning worlds.

*...I've hurt so many with my refusal to move on. But no more! I'll live 
again and one day I may love again...I'll be the best master to Anakin that 
I possibly can...we'll be the best Jedi team ever...and when I die, I'll 
rejoin my love in the bliss of eternity...*

Laughter. Acceptance. Peace. At last. It was right there waiting for him.

*******************

Obi-Wan leaned against the doorframe, watching Anakin, supposedly asleep, on 
his bed in the moonlight.

"Welcome home, Master," a tired voice said, as the boy sat up. Obi-Wan 
walked over to the bed and sat down, pulling his padawan into his arms.

"Yes, Ani, I'm home," he said, smiling tenderly into the boy's hair.

"Where were you?" Anakin asked, voice muffled.

Obi-Wan held him tighter and said quietly:

"Anakin, a wound must be cleaned before it can heal. I was...cleansing my 
heart of all the hurt I felt about," he paused, not sure how to say it, 
"about Qui-Gon's death."

Anakin looked up. "You loved him."

Obi-Wan smiled. "In many ways."

"You miss him a lot." It was a statement, not a question.

"Yes. Oh, yes, Anakin, I do. But I realized that...we'll see each other 
again."

Anakin drew back slightly. "That's what my mom said. 'We'll see each other 
again,'" he quoted shyly.

Obi-Wan brushed a hand over tousled blond hair. "You will," he said. "You 
will. Count on it, Ani."

Anakin lay back and sighed. "I wish...." Then he changed the subject. "I 
never saw you smile before like you are tonight. They're real smiles, not 
pretend ones. Is that what healing is?"

"Yes," Obi-Wan said. How perceptive his padawan had been!

He laid a hand against the boy's hair, touching the braid reverently.

"Ani," he said at last,"just because something is healing doesn't mean it's 
stopped hurting. I'll need your help."

"What can I do to help, Master?" Anakin asked.

Obi-Wan laughed gently and bent forward until their foreheads were almost 
touching.

"For one thing, Padawan...you can tell me if you see a pretend smile again, 
all right?"

"Yes, Master," Anakin smiled in return.

Obi-Wan kissed Anakin's forehead lightly.

"Go to sleep, Ani," he whispered.

The boy's eyes closed instantly, and Obi-Wan stood up, moving away, now at 
peace.
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*******************

Woodenly, Obi-Wan lifted a hand, pressed the button that opened the door of 
his home and stepped through, Anakin following in his wake.

Everything looked so ordinary! There, on the couch, lay a datapad that he 
and his master had studied together the night before they left for Naboo; 
after looking over the document on Queen Amidala, they had gotten involved 
in...other things and the datapad had been tossed aside and forgotten 
somewhere between their kisses.

Obi-Wan picked up the datapad, frowning, then dropped it again absently. He 
motioned to the door, waving Anakin farther into the room.

"Come in, Padawan."

Anakin walked in and silently waited. Obi-Wan remembered that this place was 
completely new to the boy.

"Ah, Anakin?" he said, fumbling with his hands. "I guess you'll have my old 
room and I..."

Breaking off the rather pointless speech, he opened the door to the 
'Padawan's Room,' which had not been slept in for several years, and 
gestured inside.

"Why don't go in and, uh, get settled?" he said.

Anakin complied, still not speaking, and Obi-Wan turned away to the other 
door, which stood closed and quiet.

Well.

Now or never.

And tapping the button, he stepped through the door, stopping just on the 
other side. The door slid shut behind him.

Here, oh Force, here the sense of Qui-Gon was so strong. Here in this room 
they had made love for the last time, that afternoon when Anakin was being 
tested.

Obi-Wan closed his eyes, slumping against the wall, and allowed himself to 
get lost in the memory.

Their hands and lips moving over warm skin, they had worshipped each other, 
caught in timeless waves of echoing love and adoration, unlike their usual 
frenzied lovemaking. They had taken it slow for once and the result had been 
a wonderful memory for the dark times, which had come far sooner than anyone 
could have guessed.

Obi-Wan pulled himself out of the daydream and away from the wall.

He had a life to live, and a padawan to train. Lover's musings could wait.
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*******************

Obi-Wan shifted against the bed, sliding into another dream restlessly:

Qui-Gon against him as the dawn broke over the Temple, waking up him up with 
gentle kisses all over his face and hair.

"Ah, Obi-Wan, my love," he was saying, punctuating the words with light 
touches of his lips.

Obi-Wan was aching with desire, craving his master.

Feather-light fingers moved down his body, torturing him with cruel 
patience.

The warm heat of a mouth moved across his torso, seizing a taut nipple here, 
skirting one there.

Obi-Wan moaned, trying not to beg and plead, all too quickly losing the 
battle.

"Master," he groaned, barely able to formulate the word.

Qui-Gon understood what he wanted.

Surging down his padawan's lithe body, struggling in passion, he took the 
hard cock in, all the way in one motion. Obi-Wan sobbed and bucked his hips, 
lost in sensation. Qui-Gon held him steady, moving that mouth up and down 
his shaft.

Such sweet delight could only last for a little while, Obi-Wan gasped in 
pleasure and collapsed, panting for breath. He was dimly aware of Qui-Gon 
beside him...but this was...this was...

A dream. Obi-Wan started up, finding himself alone in his bed, sheets 
splattered and disorganized.

He rubbed a hand over his face.

Really, this was enough.
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*******************

Love was not meant to be spoken
Whisper-soft in the night just before
A pyre is lit, but in days of light.
When laughter's embraces could turn to lovers'-
Or when silver light cast glamour on our faces-
Then I would have told you, but was too shy.
Love was meant for days of Light-
That is why I will not tell you I love you.
Not here, not now-
Standing in the quiet dark
Alone where you will soon be ashes.

*******************
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*****************

Night in the city that sleeps not...
I watch the lights, silent, move outside
And I drift, sense all dreams and eternity
Bound up in the souls falling from the air.
In a universe of trillions what I do
Matters not, I'm certain of this, yet it matters.

What could the hopeless dreams of a lonely Jedi-
Lonely and lost since you are gone beloved-
Do to change this maddening dance that has been here forever?
And the river that carries my heart is flowing
Stern and silent into the endless oneness of the sea
I am alone in the quiet dark, yet I will not weep.

Pour down over me, love, like rain endlessly
Touch me in any way you can-speak to me.
Stand beside me, love, without you I am not.
And I drift into dreams of what was and could have been
Love stronger than my weakness, self broken frail
Only living truly with your serenity beside me.

You, my half, my whole, my self, my Light-
Be to me like the rosy dawn of a new day.
Only awaken in my bed and hold me.
And then this elusive state I call mind will know peace.
But you have drifted away into the Force
And I alone stand here to watch the universe fly by.

*****************
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****************

I always thought the word Master was a bit of a joke; Obi-Wan and I have 
been more like good friends than the ordinary master/padawan relationship 
tends to allow.

I was taken as his padawan with absolutely zero training, so Force knows 
there's a lot I didn''t understand at first. Hey, there's a lot I still 
don't understand; like why it is so hard for most Jedi padawans to do the 
simplest things? Some can't even levitate a feather! And some (I can't 
believe this; I was doing it before I was ten) can't even read the 
superficial emotions that float vaguely off senitent beings, to be picked up 
by any passersby.  Obviously, the Jedi, as a group, aren't quite as powerful 
as I believed in my childhood.

But back to my master--he's never been a puzzle for me to figure out. I've 
had him pinned since we met. He has three things on his mind mostly--guilt, 
Qui-Gon, and sex. In that order. Sometimes oddly combined.

Yet lately my name has been turning up in his head a bit more, sometimes 
even in connection with the last of the three.

Well, it's about time! I'm sixteen, for the love of the Force, not a child 
anymore.

And I'm finally taller than him, too. Thought it would never happen, but now 
it's so enjoyable to see his slight twinge of jealousy whenever he looks at 
me.

I've taken it into my mind that I should seduce my master 'til he's 
senseless with infatuation. It sound like a good idea. And so much fun.

With that in mind, I tried an experiment last night. I've already begun 
sitting closer to him, laying a hand on his body whenever I can, and 
generally looking at him more like a lover and less as the dutiful padawan. 
And he's received it quite well--poor man, starved for a touch and terrified 
of being unfaithful to Qui-Gon! He hasn't touched a soul for the past six 
years; I should know.

So last night, I went to bed, pretended to go to sleep, let my outer shields 
fall, and replayed one of my most vivid dreams.

In that dream, I was having my wild way with him, kissing him madly, 
stroking his cool skin with fiery fingers, wrapping hands and mouth around 
his erection until he was begging incoherently for more.

Sixteen I may be, but I know what I like, and what he likes.

He likes being taken, so in my dream I plunged my cock deep into his eager 
welcoming body, leaving him screaming, crying and finally exploding in a 
wild thrashy orgasm.

He like pillow talk too, so after the frantic sex in my "dream," he pulled 
me up beside him, kissed me hard, and we--

But at this juncture I heard him moving around in the common room. His mind 
had gone suspiciously silent at the beginning of my "dream" and for a moment 
I was sure he knew everything and I would be severely reprimanded. Then he 
sank back on the couch with a sigh, dropping the datapad he'd been reading, 
and paid mild attention.

As the loving in my dream intensified, his breathing grew ragged. At the 
dream-climax, he closed his eyes and I could sense his aching arousal under 
his so-serene Jedi robes.

After a moment, he stood up, walked over to my door, hesitated a moment, 
then knocked.

I got a bit nervous; I wasn't ready for a confrontation so soon.

When I answered, sleepily: "yeshmashter," he opened the door, standing 
gloriously profiled in the light, and said coolly:

"Padawan, your shields are slipping."

Then he turned, shut the door quietly, and went into his own room. I firmed 
up my lax outer shields quickly, but continued to watch him secretly as he 
tugged his clothes off and fell with a groan onto his bed, stroking his own 
cock half-roughly, replaying my "dream" in his mind.

Oh, yes, I'm making progress, after all I can't expect him to succumb to my 
charms on the first night. But soon enough, he'll be in my arms and I'll be 
in his luscious body.

That will be a sweet night indeed.

****************
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*******************

My head is aching
And I am so very tired
I sit here alone on the floor
And think of you.

And think of you-
How I'd love to run my hands
Down the warm planes of your body.
Stroke, caress, and kiss once or twice.
I think-the image growing sharp-
How I'd die to see your loosened hair
Spread out on our bedsheets,
Tumbled in wild disarray.

I'd just watch for a moment,
Drink in the sight and scent of you,
Hear you plead in that oh-so-calm voice
(Now grown harsh, breaking with need)
And I'd take the open road to your heart
Conquer it with a look, a word, a touch.

My head is aching yet
But as I sit on the floor
And think of you-
And think of you-
I am no longer quite so tired.

*******************
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*******************

Promised kiss-fade not
Sweet words never ending
I fly like light
Over ten thousand stars
Propelled by a force
Stronger than gravity
The pull of love.

I move toward you
Across a million worlds
Gravity may warp
Space and time
But I escape them both
In your arms.

We hang in infinite peace.
The only motion in the universe
Is the motion of your lips on mine.

Is this bliss
Or do I dare ask?
Worlds have faded
While we kissed.

Beyond imagination-
Cease, existence!
Only by the touch of your hand
Can I live again
Can I move.

The world has frozen itself-
Time stops while my dearest dream
Comes true.
At last!
No, not that...
No time exists in the
Realm where we kissed.

Oh, light up my night.
Kiss me 'til the dawn breaks
'Til twenty suns
Have run their course.
Then kiss me again-
For love is my sun.

We'll start a new race
Of lovers and life.
A thousand years from now
They will speak our names
With reverence.
They will speak our names
And wonder what went on tonight.

Is this a parallel universe?
Have we somehow bypassed
The wings of dawn?
Look, a million stars
Twinkle above our heads.

My love, I'll say that-
Nuclear fission
Is defined as
Your lips on mine.

My fresh flower!
Come to me
While I caress
Your beautiful hair.
Come to me!
Let the stars fall-
While the music plays
And the dawn lingers.

All the words I could
Craft are too much
For me to say.
So I'll lie here
Speechless, senseless
While you work your magic.

The beauty of you
Is beyond my understanding.
Why is it that you
Have been given to me?

Lovely treasure!
Beyond all dreams-
Pearl of my life
Diamond of my soul.

You send me spinning
Hazy as the clouds
Into new realms of delight.

I tell you that
My love will never fade.
The stars will go out-
Some to meet a tragic end
Others to fall in glorious light-
But my love will not die.

Emotions whirling
I separate into tiny
Particles of light
Can you put me back together?
There's no turning back
>From the love that
Will never let me go.

Elementary fragments-
We are but atoms
Drawn together by a Force
Stronger than anything
The power of love.
Opposite poles straining to embrace.

Each day, when you are near
My head spins.
When I hear your voice
Sweet memories overpower
All other thoughts
Drowning me in a
Whirlpool of sweetness.

You may kiss me.
Such liberties are permitted now.
If it is your desire
You may kiss me
'Til the sunlight fades
'Til the sands of time
Completely run out.

Watch! The stars are flying
Across the midnight sky
Dawn comes too soon.
Watch! The moons grow
Dim with distance
Slipping over the horizon.

The flowers will open soon.
The birds will sing
A celebration of love-
My dearest one,
Listen to the music.

Why does the morning
Speed so fast?
Asleep in your arms
Waking is bliss.

It seems as though
The sun leaps up the sky.
Let me stay here!

I must let you go
The day's work begins.

My desire is that the night will come.

*******************
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*******************

My master is the type who will only notice sudden changes in things.

In fact, most of the Temple is that way--no one seems to catch the subtle 
nuances that I do. Like when the Etruscans were going to attack on our last 
mission--I knew the night before. But Obi-Wan was going around all that 
evening complaining that he had a "bad feeling about the negotiations." He 
could have asked me. Bad feeling, right, I would have said. They're going to 
attack in the morning, that's why you have a bad feeling.

Still, today proved he's more than catching on.

Yesterday I overheard a snippet of conversation between two Knights.
"Kenobi projects only two things, determination and angst," one of them 
said, laughing.

So true...but that's not all.

Determination and angst. The first to train the hell out of 
me--literally--the second over Qui-Gon's death and far greater than it ought 
to be.

We were sparring as a warm-up exercise, and I deliberately left my chin open 
in the same mistake Qui-Gon made six years ago.

He gasped out loud and laid the handle of the saber against my chin, very 
slowly.

"I thought you knew better than this," he said quietly, holding the saber 
still in place against me.

"I forgot, Master," I answered, frozen.

Flipping the blade off, he reversed the lightsaber, like he'd just smacked 
me hard under the chin and I was recovering from the blow, and brought it 
down, touching my side in the same move that killed Qui-Gon.

"A Jedi does not forget," he said, with something of steel in his voice, 
then drew back, looking into my eyes and stated:

"I relive that move every night in my dreams. I lost my master to it, and I 
refuse to lose my padawan the same way. So we'll practice it here until I'm 
certain you won't make the same mistake again."

I nodded and assumed the position of warrior-ready.

"Wait, not that," he said. "Lay your saber down and stand behind me."

I did so, and he edged back until we were standing a breath away from each 
other.

"Place your hands over mine," he ordered and I complied, smiling secretly at 
his nearness against me.

Our bodies pressed together, we moved through the steps in tandem, sweeping 
forward, back, and sideways, with his lightsaber, in slow motion.

When we approached the steps I'd erred in, he paused.

"What were you doing just before you left your chin open?" he asked.

"Defending a frontal attack, Master," I answered.

"Precisely, and you drew your saber too far to the side, leaving the other 
half of your body open."

We continued through the steps and when I tried to move to the right with 
the saber, he pulled it to the middle and said:

"There's your mistake. Correct it in combat now."

We ran through a combat kata that used many frontal attacks and defenses, 
and this time I blocked every one of them smoothly. A little too smoothly.

After about fifty successful parries, he paused and looked up at me keenly.

"Were you actually having trouble with that move, Anakin, or did you make 
that mistake for some other purpose?"

Oooops!

I was fairly caught there.

"I--some other reason, Master," I said as calmly as I could.

"What reason?" he asked, looking at me with almost--I couldn't quite sense 
whether it was fear or just curiousity.

I breathed out slowly, opened up our bond as much as I could, and threw 
myself on the floor at my Master's feet.

"Master, I--I'm sorry," I heard myself say.

"Padawan," he warned. "Tell me now."

I laid my lips on the toe of his boot and then raised myself to my knees. If 
he did not buy my next words, all would be lost.

'I knew of no other way," I paused briefly, "to get your attention."

He drew his breath in sharply, and I looked up to see unshed tears 
glittering in his eyes.

"Padawan," he said again, and this time the voice was a plea.

"Master, we've spent six years together and you've never...never stayed with 
me when you could be somewhere else, never asked me who I am or what I care 
about, never even bothered to find out the name of my mother, for Force's 
sake!"

Throwing out a gentle mental probe at our bond, I found a raw bundle of 
quivering nerves. He had realized all too swiftly that I was right. And it 
had hurt badly--old wounds left to fester were being opened up.

Reaching down, Obi-Wan took my hand and pulled me to my feet.

"Pad--Anakin," he said. 'You are right. I haven't been--well, consider my 
attention gotten. But I never meant to--"

*Hurt you*.

The unspoken thought was almost tangible.

I was overwhelmed. Not in all my dreams had I dared to expect him to do or 
say this!

"Master," I breathed. "Can we--now? Can we make it right?"

In answer to my question, he laid both hands on my shoulders and drew me 
against him for the first time ever, resting his head for a brief second on 
my shoulder.

"I have much to make up to you, Anakin," he said. "Yes, we can--we can talk 
about anything you want for as long as you like."

Then he moved away, and I let him go reluctantly.

"Would you like to talk in our rooms, Padawan?" he asked. I nodded, and 
began to follow him to the door.

At the doorjamb he turned, leaning against it, watching me thoughtfully.

"Anakin," he asked, musingly. "What *is* your mother's name?"

*******************
(now would be a good time to hit 'reply.')
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Title: Hold You Prisoner, My Dear

Author: Amy Fortuna (peacefulpassion@hotmail.com)

Rating: PG

Category: Angst, POV

Disclaimer: I don't own the Jedi, and I don't make a dime.

Archive: Only on a future Chanslash archive.

Series: 3rd in "The Whole Shebang" series. Sequel to "Not For Self-Denial" 
and "All Or Nothing."

Warnings: Underage, Anakin. If either of those squicks you, bye-bye.

Summary: Anakin and Obi-Wan begin to learn.

Feedback: Well, yes. I like feedback. Okay...I'll admit it, I love feedback 
and when I don't get any, I wonder if people actually read the story or if 
they just saw my name and hit delete. Please reassure me.

Notes: I think it's fairly obvious by now that the titles of this series is 
taken from the song 'The Whole Shebang,' on the Velvet Goldmine soundtrack. 
It's basically, to me anyway now, the theme song for the series.

*******************

The rest of the day was nothing more than a source of unmitigated joy for 
me. He did indeed learn my mother's name, as well as far more about 
podracing than he really wanted to know, I'm sure.

We began talking when we got to our rooms, with deliberate intensity, rather 
forced at first. But by lunchtime we were giggling at certain hilarious 
stories Obi-Wan was telling about his experiences with Qui-Gon, some even 
acted out, just a bit, and told with humor and enthusiastic laughter. 
Obi-Wan is striking when he smiles, and deathly beautiful when he tells a 
joke, slyly humorous, but when he laughs, the stars fall out of their 
courses to hear him.

We snatched a hasty lunch from what we had there, not wanting to break the 
spell, and continued our round of shared stories and discussion. For some 
reason, I learned more Jedi philosophy from him in a few minutes than I had 
in a year of classes.

Curled up on the couch, sometimes touching, sometimes not, we debated, 
discussed, laughed, even argued a bit just for fun.

I'm certain the people in the next rooms must have wondered what was going 
on.

Though we still addressed each other as master and padawan, it was clear to 
me that the titles were quickly becoming as much of a joke to him as they 
had always been to me. The shells we hid ourselves in had been broken and we 
were only two human beings, lives intersecting in the purpose of the Force, 
bound to each other by a dying promise.

"I wish I had been bold enough to cry," Obi-Wan said at one point. With the 
last afternoon shadows streaming in our window, the talk had finally turned 
more sober, remembering Qui-Gon's life and death.

"Why didn't you?" I asked. Pausing for a moment, he shifted closer to me and 
sighed.

"The only tear I've shed in the last six years-the only tear I ever shed for 
him-he wiped away with his own hand." Obi-Wan reached up and gently drew a 
warm finger over my cheek, lightly. My skin burned where he touched. "I have 
never yet cried for him, whether out of pride or perhaps the mask you 
cracked today, the false serenity I hid behind."

Some store of sympathy in me welled up; I held out a hand, offering my self, 
my heart, and my life for his comfort.

"You can cry now."

The intensity of his reaction should have surprised me more than it did; he 
flung himself abruptly at me across the couch cushions, I gathered him into 
my arms, almost as though I were the master and he the padawan.

"Anakin, Anakin," he whispered softly, lips against my shoulder, body draped 
over mine. "Thank you."

And in the light of a dying sun over the Jedi Temple, Obi-Wan cried, tears 
falling silently onto my tunic, for the first time in six years, the serene 
facade finally forever dissolving.

*******************

(Feedback? Please?)
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Rating: PG
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Series: 4th in "The Whole Shebang" series. Sequel to "Not For Self-Denial," 
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Warnings: Underage, Anakin. If either of those squicks you, bye-bye.

Summary: Anakin and Obi-Wan dream, wake up, and receive a call.

Feedback: Like the air I breathe, like the food I eat, feedback, honey is 
what I neeeeed.

Notes: I think it's fairly obvious by now that the titles of this series is 
taken from the song 'The Whole Shebang,' on the Velvet Goldmine soundtrack. 
It's basically, to me anyway now, the theme song for the series.

*******************

Eventually his storm of weeping subsided and he lay slumped against me, 
obviously too exhausted to move. So we didn't. I pulled a cushion out from 
under my back and placed it carefully behind my head, stretching out as much 
as the couch would allow. His body lay almost completely over mine, limp. He 
pressed his face into my tunic and, like a child, drifted away into dreams.

Odd, that he was twice as old as I was and I was taking care of him. I 
enjoyed it, rather, in spite of the slight cramps I was sure I'd have in the 
morning. With the feel of his warm welcome weight against me, I fell 
silently, naturally, into sleep.

And for the first time I dreamed Obi-Wan's dreams. He hadn't been kidding 
when he said that he dreamed about Qui-Gon's death every night. But this one 
was different; I could sense his feelings of confusion through our bond and 
knew that, on some level, even sleeping, he was aware of my presence and 
trusted it.

*Obi-Wan was standing behind a red tinted wall, watching in terror as 
Qui-Gon fought--no, it wasn't Qui-Gon fighting the Sith this time, it was 
*me*, blond hair with its braid flying, lightsaber slashing fiercely. *

And even in the nonsense of a dream, this frightened me--the Sith looked up, 
directly at my face. Our eyes met, and they were the same--my eyes in the 
body of a Sith, looking out of place against the red and black that covered 
the rest of his body.

I wanted to kill. I wanted to embrace.

I did neither.

I woke up and Obi-Wan with me, gasping. Light was just beginning to creep in 
through the windows.

Obi-Wan moved off of me, and I sat up, a bit stiffly. We smiled shyly at 
each other, not speaking, before he stood all the way up and walked over to 
his room.

When he returned, looking much more like a serene Jedi Master than the man 
who had innocently, chastely, fallen asleep in my arms last night, I had 
thrown together a swift breakfast. We ate nearly silently, both a little shy 
of each other after the previous night's wild emotion. Almost before we 
finished, Obi-Wan's comm beeped.

A quick glance at me, and he answered it. Already changing, he was, a day 
earlier he would have taken the comm into his own room.

"Kenobi."

It was Mace Windu.

"Knight Kenobi, have you and your padawan taken the Coralie retreat yet?"

My master's eyebrows raised and his smile could not be quite hidden by the 
comm against his mouth.

"No, we haven't yet, Master Windu. We were...awaiting assignment?" he 
questioned.

"Been changed. You're to report to Coralie today. Under strict orders to 
relax. I'm tired of seeing you wound up, Knight."

"Yes, Master Windu. Kenobi out."

Obi-Wan dropped--dropped!--the comm onto the table, and came around it, 
nearly dancing, almost pulling me into a hug.

"Coralie? What's that?" I asked. "A good thing?"

"Yes!" he answered, more empatically than I'd ever heard him speak before. 
"Coralie's the secret retreat of the Jedi, on Alderaan. And we're to go 
there today, with commands from the Council to get rested."

I laughed. The Jedi weren't, then, all about Code and living like monks. 
There was a streak of ordinary lifeform about them.

This could be fun.

***********

Next part to follow as soon as I catch up with Real Life. Darn. This is way 
too much fun to be legal.

Oh, yeah, now's a good time to hit reply.

Amy
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And I said I'd never do this! Oh, well, at least I'm not posting it as a WIP 
to the list.

This message is to announce a new Work In Progress I'm doing called "Only 
Light." It's Q/O, most definitely, but very dark (more specific warnings are 
on the page).

I don't have a rating for it yet, but it will probably be R to NC-17. I've 
got three parts finished out of about ten or twelve. When it is finished 
I'll post it here.

Basically, it's an experiment. Go read it (if you like my work, you'll like 
this). Light!Xani fans, heads up:-). AllGrownUpAndGood!Ani fans, you'll like 
this too. Bastard!Council fans will be in heaven(are there any of those?)

Pyrophobics should stay away. Others should too, but to avoid spoiling the 
story, I won't talk about that here--go check out the warnings on the page 
(there's spoiler space for those who don't want to be spoiled).

"Only Light" was partially inspired by Augusta's "Worth It." That's a great 
read too.

Well, here's the URL: 
http://www.geocities.com/peacefulpassion/onlylight.html

It's not linked from my fic page, so bookmark this one.

Amy
(Who has been listening to Creed and writing all morning--tells you what 
this story's going to be like:-0)
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The next two parts of "Only Light" are now on my website. Those of you who 
are following this story just might be slightly interested:-)

http://www.geocities.com/peacefulpassion/onlylight.html

Amy
(Who is ready to *kill* Geocities about now)
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Well, after struggling with Geocities for more than an hour, I'm nearly 
ready to find a new web provider. But before I do that, I'm going to 
*finish* this story!

Speaking of which, the next two parts are now posted. They are at:
http://www.geocities.com/peacefulpassion/quidiary3.html
and
http://www.geocities.com/peacefulpassion/obidiary3.html

The links are all screwy, but the actual words should be there. :-)

Amy
(It's either four characters talking in your head at once, or fighting FTP. 
I don't know what the most annoying thing is anymore.)
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The next part is up on my site, I hope:
http://www.geocities.com/peacefulpassion/quidiary4.html

There should be only two more parts after this (one will be really long 
though) so it should be finished by Wednesday or Thursday.

Amy
(this is a very strange universe I'm stuck in)
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A short one this time, but that's all he said: 
http://www.geocities.com/peacefulpassion/obidiary4.html

I'm working as quickly as possible on the last part. It should be up by 
tomorrow, barring any RL stuff. I have to write a bio paper, or it would be 
up today:-).

Amy
(Sneak preview of what's coming tomorrow:

"But I won't be anything, unless he's with me. I don't want anything else." 
)
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Title: Only Light

Author: Amy Fortuna (peacefulpassion@hotmail.com)

Pairing: Q/O and a slight hint of one other pairing.

Archive: M_A, and SWAL. Anywhere else, please ask.

Feedback: Please. Pretty please. Do you want me to *really* beg?

Disclaimer: I do not own Star Wars, that belongs to George Lucas. I do not 
make any money at all off of this story, it is done for pure love.

Rating: R.

Category: Alternate Universe, Romance, Action/Adventure

Summary: In a universe where love between Jedi is a crime, Obi-Wan and 
Qui-Gon face the consequences.

Notes: I started this a very long time ago. Then it was a sweet happy little 
thing with a wonderful resolution. Then I discovered that it wouldn't work 
that way, that people don't work that way, and I dropped it. Several days 
ago, however, Augusta Pembrooke posted a  "darkfic" to chanslash, called 
Worth It, which resembled this story as I'd conceived it Darkly. Needless to 
say, she inspired me and I set back to work on it. And now that I'm 
finished, I have to frankly say I'm amazed at myself; I've written this in a 
week and a half. And I think it's a really good story that raises some 
interesting questions. Not to mention that it's not fun as it sounds, being 
possessed by four incredibly hot guys.;-) [veg]

To those of you who have been following this as a WIP: the entire last part, 
which you haven't read, is 2/2.

To Archivist: Please place things in *stars* in italics, and things 
_underlined_ in bold. Thanks!

Credits: To Creed--I've had my cd player set on repeat of tracks 8 & 9 of 
Human Clay and it has provided great inspiration.

The "optimized" version of this story, with cool colors and neat cover art, 
can be found at my site, once it decides to cooperate: 
http://www.geocities.com/peacefulpassion/onlylight.html

Warnings: This is a very dark fic. Extremely bittersweet, and very sad. For 
more specific warnings, scroll down. Those who don't want to be spoiled, 
avert yer eyes:-)
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Specific Warnings: This fic will contain the death of very main characters, 
a Puritan!Council, and a rather graphic description of a fiery scene.

TBC immediately.
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_Prologue_

Master Anakin Skywalker sighed and resisted the urge to yawn. He was 
ensonced deep inside the Temple Library, buried underneath at least three 
thousand years worth of documents, searching for information on a trade 
agreement made hundreds of years ago between two very obscure, far-flung 
planets. Planets which currently held the power to engulf the galaxy in 
civil war if a certain datachip wasn't found.

Anakin sighed again, deciding that a break would surely be in order soon. He 
flipped idly through a few more of the chips, casually reading the names of 
each one to himself.

"The Roris Becker Trial. The Kensing Affair. The Jinn/Kenobi Files...what?"

Anakin pulled that datachip out of the stack so quickly that the other chips 
fell back into a clattering heap, disturbing the agelong hush of the 
library.

The Jinn/Kenobi Files. The Jinn/Kenobi Files. The words spun themselves 
through his mind, twisting, fascinating beyond any power to forget.

Dropping any thoughts of trade intrigue, important datachips, exhaustion, or 
hunger, he made his way over to an empty desk with a datapad lying on it, 
keyed in a logon name and password, placed the datachip in its slot and 
waited for the contents to load.

At last he would know! Know why he had never seen Master Jinn or Obi-Wan 
Kenobi again after they returned from Naboo, why no one would speak of them, 
ever, even at his direct questioning, why there had been unshed tears in 
Obi-Wan's eyes and a definite tremor in Qui-Gon's voice the last time he'd 
seen them, on the transport back to Coruscant, why Qui-Gon had said so 
gently, "Anakin, you will be trained. It has been promised--but I will not 
be allowed to do it. Obey your future master."

At last all these questions, possibly, would have an answer.

The datapad beeped a "data loaded" message, and Anakin skimmed the contents. 
Three folders, one saying simply, "Obi-Wan," one "Qui-Gon," and one, more 
formal, labeled, "Account of the Trial and Sentence of Master Jinn for High 
Crimes Against His Padawan."

Anakin gasped out loud. High crimes against his padawan--! What crimes?  
Master Jinn would NEVER! He never would do THAT!

Something of calming energy came to him as he closed his eyes in utter 
shock. He reached for it and recovered himself, slowing quickened heartbeats 
back to normal rhythm.

He opened his eyes and decisively touched the folder labeled "Qui-Gon."

"At least I'll hear his side of the story first," he said, and opened the 
folder.

**********

Anakin chose the first of several documents, the one labeled Entry One.

Inside there was a short editorial note that read:

"This is not the first entry in Qui-Gon's diary, but it is the first that 
has any bearing on his trial. His previous entries have been erased." ED

Anakin frowned at that, but began reading.

_On Transport Back To Naboo_

"I finally know what it means to love. The poets of all except the Jedi call 
it eternal desire that will never go stale, or the sweetest flower on the 
plant. I call it Obi-Wan.

The streaks of light through this spacecraft's windows are stars. They have 
worlds spinning around them, moons, planets, asteroids, and comets flying in 
a cosmic dance. I feel like I'm caught up in a cosmic dance too, on a level 
higher than mere matter. I sit here, alone while everyone sleeps, feeling an 
unfamiliar rush of heady joy, waiting.

I can't go back to our room and sleep. I couldn't sleep with Obi-Wan  in the 
same room without crushing him to me, kissing those sweet lips in an agony 
of desire.

For the first time in a long time, I have no idea what exactly our mission 
entails. Though I'm afraid that whatever the Queen is planning will make my 
risk-taking on Tatooine seem like a walk in the park.

The stars look like streaks of light. The thought occurs to me that we are 
also but streaks of light flying through the blackness outside.

Sometimes a star loses the war of all matter and falls into a black hole. 
Eventually, they tell us, all matter will end up in black holes, that the 
very fabric of the universe will be reduced to elementary particles. I have 
trouble believing that. It sounds too dark.

But life is not all sweetness and light. I realized that again, for the 
thousandth time, when we stood  together in a Naboo cockpit, just a little 
back from where I sit now, and saw the battleships firing at us.

I was overcome by the urge to touch my padawan, and only caught myself by 
staring hard at the ships ahead, as though I could deflect their shots by my 
will alone. Perhaps I could have, perhaps I did. I'll never know for sure.

The hours have fallen away as I sat here, more thinking than writing. The 
lights here will come up soon, and even though I've not slept, I feel 
refreshed.

So now back to show business; back to throwing the Wise Jedi Look over my 
face; back to being the perfect Master, the perfect advisor, the perfect 
everything.

It's all an act. Sometimes I wish I could just toss it aside and be me, 
Qui-Gon, not who they all expect me to be.

Obi-Wan, however, would be the only one I could take my mask off in front of 
who would not immediately go into supreme shock. He knows about the 
mask--wears one himself.

My beloved...I wish I could tell you how loved you are. I wish that we could 
be different, not Jedi, just two human beings who could live and love each 
other. May I find the courage tell you before it's too late.

What is this pressing urgency I feel, this knowledge that something is-or 
could be-terribly wrong?

Control. Patience. Evil will reveal itself. I must be ready to fight."

Anakin drew in his breath sharply. It was true then--Qui-Gon Jinn had indeed 
committed high crimes.

Or at least considered it here on these pages. Had fallen in love with his 
padawan--wickedness!

And what had Obi-Wan thought? Anakin switched back to the other folder and 
began to read Obi-Wan's diary.

**********

Anakin opened the first document, finding the same editorial note on top, 
and began reading.

_On Transport Back to Naboo_

"I can't sleep.

It's useless to even try, I can't do it. I know what I was told, "Sleep, 
Padawan. Tomorrow won't be easy...."

Yeah, just before he leaves our room.

Why? Why is he being so strange? It's not the boy. Though he started being 
strange just after our Council interview.

Does he feel a disturbance of some kind? I do.

Several, in fact.

Threat on Coruscant, threat from Naboo, threat from the boy, danger 
everywhere...

No. I won't go into it. Definite Dark Side stuff.

Besides the fact of what I feel.

Now that's dangerous.

I love him.

I love Qui-Gon.

Never thought I'd say that...of anyone.

Ever.

We aren't supposed to...love.

We're Jedi.

They're mutally exclusive terms.

I heard of a case where two Knights 'fell in love' with each other. They 
were executed!

Without mercy.

We're all about peace and serenity, not...love.

Not ever-increasing desire for someone, not about wanting to be with someone 
forever and ever. Not about anything but being the guardians of justice in 
the galaxy.

There was a tragedy in the Jedi Order about a thousand years ago...had 
nothing to with the Sith, who were beaten for the last time (Force, you 'll 
never know how much I pray Qui-Gon's wrong for once) about then.

Before that, bondings among Jedi were allowed, if not encouraged.

But then, a Master forced his Padawan to have a relationship with him. The 
boy was totally opposed to it, as well as being...too young in any case.

The Padawan was horribly abused for years. He failed his Trials, and 
discussing his failure with the Council, told them what his Master had done 
to him. They were more than horrified.

They had the offending Master executed and sent the Padawan into extensive 
counseling. He was never able to be a full Jedi Knight, but instead became a 
farmer, incidently beginning the Argi-Corps part of the Jedi Order.

So after that, it became custom among the Jedi to not seek sexual 
relationships in their friends, but to go to others, no love in the Jedi, no 
bonds between them other than the bond of Master and Padawan.

So we scatter the worlds with our seed, and find no joy in the doing.

And a year later, they bring the children to the creche.

The finding of potential Jedi is anything but random. That is why we were so 
surprised to find little Anakin on Tatooine.

No Jedi have been to Tatooine for years. If ever.

I've been brought up by these rules, and yet I feel, something is not right. 
Jedi are not bonded as closely, we do not work as well together, we are 
supposed to be a symbiont circle and we feel like random threads hanging.

The stories tell us of amazing things the Jedi of old did. Shifted planets 
in their courses, destroyed massive works of evil, raised children from the 
dead.

That doesn't happen now.

Maybe the Force, in some small way, is not enough. Maybe we need love too.

True love, not selfish desire. Love that rights wrongs, fixes even the 
horrible events of a thousand years ago.

I feel it.

But does he? Or is it the Will of the Force?

I don't know.

But I do know this.

The bond we have is wonderful, and I won't let my forbidden feelings get in 
the way. Not now, not ever.

So we can call that subject closed. Tightly shielded, and buried in the 
depths only of this journal.

I can do this. I must!"

Anakin sighed softly. This sweetness was wrong, this wonder, this desperate 
attempt to conceal and reveal. Why? Who had said so?

It had been taught to him, ever since he had entered the Jedi Temple and 
been meet by a pale man with long dark hair and a warm smile, who had told 
him that he would be master to him.

Who had given him a padawan haircut, ice blue eyes far away, lost in perhaps 
memory. Who had raised him and taught him and cherished him and cut the 
braid when he passed the Trials.

Xanatos of Telos, who had taught him carefully that love between master and 
padawan was wrong. Whose own master had been Qui-Gon Jinn--who had fallen in 
love with his padawan!

Had Xanatos taught him things he himself did not believe?

Anakin buried his face in his hands and waited for a calming breath.

**********

Anakin switched back to Qui-Gon's diary and read the second entry, wanting 
to condone but afraid to.

_Before the Battle of Naboo_

I am a mass of conflicting emotions. Cold and hot by turns. My heart and 
mind reel, warring with one another.

This is something I cannot resist much longer.

Obi-Wan came to apologize to me this morning--apologize to me! I should have 
been the one asking forgiveness from him--I'm not sure exactly what happened 
in the Council chamber, I was so in the flow of the Living Force, but I get 
the distinct feeling that I said something that he was distressed at. 
Probably something to do with training Anakin.

I should have said I was sorry, should have reassured him that he would be 
my padawan as long as he needed to be.

But saying that was too dangerous, I might have let slip other things--that 
I wanted him in my life forever, for instance.

I came close enough to losing control anyway.

After he said that "it was not his place to disagree about Anakin," I wanted 
to take him in my arms and kiss the thought away from his mouth. I wanted to 
cry out, "Obi-Wan, you're more than padawan to me, you're friend, partner, 
and....love. You can have your own opinions!"

Instead all I could do was say that he would one day be a great Jedi knight. 
And lay my hand on his shoulder--that was a mistake. To feel his warmth 
under my hand, his breath ghost against my arm...I was lost, so lost.

And I have never felt anything more wonderful.

I drew my hand back, tracing his jawline lightly with my fingertips. The 
touch of his skin burned into me, so soft, so sweet...

I swear I heard him hiss quietly under his breath as our mind-shields began 
to fall unconsiously. And for a moment we were both ready to damn all the 
consequences and be with each other in every way, to know each other inside 
and out.

In a way, it was too frightening.

Calling on every ounce of Jedi control, I yanked my mind out of his, feeling 
him pull away also, realizing the same thing I did.

*We love with each other.*

And we came so close, so close, to just giving in to it.

Control. I must hold on.

I spent hours last night indulging this insanity, this blessed evil. I 
should have more sense than to think the same way in the morning."

Anakin bit his lip sharply to keep from crying out something very against 
the Code. This could not be wrong...it could not be...not Qui-Gon Jinn, not 
Obi-Wan Kenobi. What they felt could not be evil.

He raised a hand to his face, half surprised to find tears on his cheeks.  
Such tenderness! How they pulled away and danced back together...how they 
resisted to find it futile.

He switched back to Obi-Wan's diary, eager to find out just what Obi-Wan had 
thought of this new development.

**********
Anakin closed his eyes briefly as the contents loaded and, as the datapad 
beeped, pulled something of peace out of the air, sighing quietly.

_Before the Battle of Naboo_

We can't. No. Never. Oh Force help me. No love allowed for the Jedi. 
Especially not between master and padawan.

Yet I can scarcely keep myself from whispering into his mind, ever so 
softly:

"I want your body/I want your soul/I want you in me/I want your all."

[Anakin gasped a shocked response to this--such rawness!]

Master, we can't hold out much longer. It's just as well that I should take 
my trials as soon as possible. Right now, maybe?

Anything to keep some distance between us

*--before we go too far--*

*--oh master i love you but it's so unbelievably forbidden--*

anything to break the ties between us

*--oh master this is too much, we can't go against the code--*

I need to put the distance of a few universes between my body and yours to 
keep me away from you so I don't yield to the inevitableness of it all and 
throw myself into your welcoming arms.

You won't be able to resist--not when the Living Force itself is calling so 
loudly for our bodies to meet estatically.

It's wrong, no matter what the Force says. So I have been told. And what do 
I follow, the Code or my heart?

What do I follow?

Where do I go?

How do I live without thee, my master?

I see no answer to these questions...I am caught between two damning 
decisions:

*Deny, crush my heart,

or

Defy, and break it.*

May the Force be not with me. May the Code be with me, because otherwise, I 
will die."

Anakin stood up, setting the datapad to screensaver mode, and walked away to 
the fountain in the middle of the library. He had understood what he had 
read, but could not believe it. Such a dilemma! At what cost! The Living 
Force itself commanding their bodies to meet in love, and they resisting! To 
follow the Code!

As someone whose strength was indeed the Living Force, he could imagine very 
well what it must have been like...bodies literally pulling like magnets 
together, knowing that they would receive welcome in the other's arms and 
yet staying away.

Anakin sat on the wall next the fountain and watched it play, water dancing 
freely. This last entry had been too emotionally intense, too extreme for a 
Jedi-trained mind. Perhaps even some of the emotions felt had been left in 
that file, a pale aura of love and denial.

Some time of rest was needed, for he had a feeling that it would only get 
more intense.

**********

After a few minutes of staring at the splashing water, Anakin got back up 
and returned to the desk. Sitting down, he returned to Qui-Gon's folder and 
opened the third entry.

_After the Battle of Naboo_

"I have been over worlds, through galaxies, crossed deserts and snow plains, 
nearly died more times than I would like to count, been captured and 
rescued, been chastised and scolded, lauded and praised--and nothing has 
ever felt like this!

I have kissed Obi-Wan Kenobi, the love of all lifetimes, just once, and all 
I have ever done pales in comparison to that few minutes.

And I know that I will be punished for this; I may even die for it. They 
already know. I am certain.

But I would rather die, having kissed Obi-Wan just once, than live for many 
years yet and never kiss him.

I'm still not sure how it all happened, I was fighting the dark-robed 
creature and suddenly he was there and the Sith was gone and we were in each 
other's arms.

Then he kissed me. We kissed each other. Shields fell and I was him for a 
moment and he was me, and the universe could not have been brighter.

It may be the only chance I will ever have, but for the first time in my 
life, I feel truly alive."

Anakin, this time, did not gasp in horror. This was sweet and wonderful. 
Even if it was wrong.

He switched back quickly to Obi-Wan's diary section, wondering just what had 
made Obi-Wan kiss his master, after all his former talk of following the 
Code.

**********

_After the Battle of Naboo_

"Part of me can't believe I ever denied myself this utter pulsing joy I feel 
now. The other half is in a state of complete shock.

And even though I knew it already, it still came as a surprise--Qui-Gon Jinn 
loves me and I love him.

I've stopped trying to fight it. The Force wills it--and a brand new world 
has opened up to me; the stars spin under the sky and I am so happy, so 
happy.

We have, together, defeated great evil. We have killed the twisted, Darkened 
thing that attacked my master on Tatooine.

I'm not certain of the particulars of our battle with the creature; I know 
only that Qui-Gon was on the other side of a red laser wall, fighting the 
Sith, and I realized that I could not just stand there--I had to do 
something.

So I, experimentally, tested the wall with a lit saber, and discovered that 
my lightsaber would, indeed, go thorough the rays. And I also noticed that 
my saber blocked the rays from continuing--since one bank of lasers sent and 
the other received, I could get through the wall if I held my saber so that 
it blocked as much of the ray as possible.

As my master fought the Sith across the room, I crept carefully between the 
beams above and below me. This is much harder than it sounds, trust me! 
Dangerous as it was, I escaped, but not without a burn to my left arm as I 
reached to recover my saber. Almost blinded by sudden pain, I seized my 
saber and stumbled across the floor.

They, especially the Sith, were not expecting me. All it took was one swift 
slash to sever the Sith almost in half. He fell into the melting pit and 
Qui-Gon and I, literally, fell into each other's arms, just like all the 
norms' romance books dictated.

"You're burned, Obi-Wan," was the first thing he said to me.

There were a thousand answers to that, but the Living Force was pounding 
through my blood and he was so very close. I answered only:

"Yes, I think I am, but anything for you, Master." Then I leaned up and 
kissed him.

When our lips met, it was as though I'd been living as a shadow of myself 
and had suddenly exploded into stark reality. The universe, consequences 
included, fell away into nothingness, and I tightened my arms around him, 
deepening the kiss, tasting salt and sweetness in his mouth. And he kissed 
back, body pressed to mine, our minds meeting as we had not allowed them to 
do a day earlier.

I would have had this kiss, more powerful than the most intimate contact 
with another, go on forever--would have loved to die with our lips locked 
together, but we were only flesh and blood. Mere clay cannot kiss forever.

So we moved away from each other, hands lingering on waists and hips.

"I love you, Qui-Gon," I whispered. He covered my hand with his, tenderly.

"As do I love you, Obi-Wan," he said.

And that was all. We walked together out of Theed's underground core to find 
the battle over and the viceroy captured, young Anakin having piloted a ship 
on his own to destroy the droid control ship!

We helped reinstate Queen Amidala in her palace. And right now, my master is 
making a report to the Council. Will they know; will they somehow be able to 
tell that we kissed?

I close my eyes and wonder how long we can hide anything this powerful."

Anakin shook his head; he already knew the answer to that question. Not very 
long. The Council had many spies and many ways of finding things out very 
quickly indeed, if they wanted to. And it was possible that in this case, 
they had wanted to. Qui-Gon had had a remnant of a training bond with Master 
Yoda, it would have been all too easy for Yoda to pry and see exactly what 
was going on.
**********

Anakin quickly turned back to Qui-Gon's diary. This was absorbing beond 
measure, a bittersweet tale that he could not wait to find the conclusion 
to.

_On Transport Back to Coruscant_

"Earlier today I felt like I was standing on the top of a beautiful 
mountain. Grass and trees, the Living Force, and my Obi-Wan, waited for me. 
And then the Council contacted me--and someone pushed me out of paradise, 
hurtling screaming into endless dark depths.

They call this that I have done with my Obi-Wan perversion, they call me 
Darkened, they say I will be tried for crimes against my padawan as soon as 
we reach Coruscant--all this for a single kiss, all this for falling in 
love.

Unwittingly, we boarded the transport back to the Temple early this morning, 
certain that Queen Amidala was more than equipped to repair her homeland. 
Except for my brush with death, it had been one of our easier missions.

And we had Anakin with us. He could take classes among the initiates for a 
couple of years. That would be well enough time to get him caught up, while 
I finished Obi-Wan's training. I would not have rushed that for the worlds.

And now, we are here, speeding toward our destiny, knowing punishment and 
maybe death awaits me when I leave this ship. I would have it so. I will not 
tell the pilot to go somewhere else. I will face them with every thought in 
my heart laid bare, and then, maybe, they will see that this is no evil.

I don't think either Obi-Wan or I had ever considered that a kiss could 
change our relationship. While, as I know now, we have been deeply in love 
with each other for years, we also knew it to be a hopeless love and 
therefore never dreamed of a touch, or a kiss, or even a meaningful look 
passing between us. And as wonderful as that kiss was, as different from any 
other as night is from day, I have hardly dared to consider going farther 
with him. The norms call sex "love-making," and I have always been 
hard-pressed to understand why.

Isn't it just sex, love or not? Just bodies rubbing together in the night?

And so we are hesitant. We don't want to discover that, deep down, we are 
still only mortals biologically programmed to seek sexual release.

We consider ourselves the holy vessels of the Force, Obi-Wan and I, and have 
always hated the customary giving of the fairest women of the planets we've 
saved, to bear Jedi children. Though we were born of these quick unions 
between Jedi savior and beautiful norm woman, or, in Obi-Wan's case, female 
Jedi knight and good-looking norm man, we both feel that there must be a 
better way.

But to sleep with Obi-Wan! Would it be like the Living and Unifying Force 
twining in incadesent ribbons around the worlds, or would it be like two 
animals rutting in heat? Or would it, possibly, be like both?

At last, now, I can see Coruscant through the viewport--we've just come out 
of hyperspace. And I will face the Council with all I have to give. This is 
not wrong. This is blessed and wonderful. Obi-Wan is my love, my soulmate! 
Like rivers flowing together, we are two halves of one glorious whole--and 
this is right."

Anakin sighed softly at this.

"Even were it wrong, I would die to feel this way," he whispered.

**********

Anakin quickly switched back to Obi-Wan's folder and opened the last icon in 
the folder, the last diary entry of Obi-Wan.

_On Transport Back To Coruscant_

"Whatever it takes, I'll be with him. I will not leave his side for 
anything, not even if he tells me to. When I gave him my lips, I gave him my 
heart as well, and as he received my kiss, so he received me, come weal or 
woe, death or life, forever.

I do not care if we never touch or kiss again. I only want to stay beside 
him, to be his as he is mine.

When a planet spins around a star in the customary cosmic dance, is that 
said to be unnatural and wrong? No, never, it is just and right, the way the 
Force made it to be. Why then when I, Obi-Wan the planet, wish to spin 
forever about Qui-Gon the star, is that
called perversion?

I do not care what the Council says of him. I know the truth and I know him.

I know him like I know my lightsaber. As the crystal is the center of my 
'saber, the heart of it, so is he my center and heart.

And how can I refuse the other half of my soul?"

Anakin sighed and closed the diary folder. Now all that was left was to read 
the formal account of Master Jinn's trial and a as yet unknown sentence. 
What had happened to them--had they been exiled, or cast out from the Jedi? 
Or worse?

**********
tbc immediately
______________________________________________________
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part 2/2
**********
_The Account of the Trial and Sentence of Master Qui-Gon Jinn_

I have agreed to write this account on one condition only: that no one shall 
look at this datachip until after I have passed into the Force.

I am Xanatos of Telos, just declared Jedi Master, and the former padawan of 
Qui-Gon Jinn. I vowed fifteen years ago to train Anakin Skywalker in the 
ways of the Jedi, at my former master's request.

I have succeeded in this--today I will cut his braid.

Today, therefore, as it has been asked of me by the Council, I will also set 
down the events of fifteen years ago that led me to take Anakin as my 
padawan.

My former master took as a third padawan Obi-Wan Kenobi, a promising young 
boy who was dedicated to following the Code and skilled in the Unifying 
Force. As opposites in many ways, they complemented each other perfectly and 
quickly became the most-often requested diplomatic team the Jedi had.

But horribly for them -- opposites also attract -- and they, on a mission to 
a backwater, but beautiful planet, Naboo, gave in to their forbidden love 
and Qui-Gon kissed his padawan.

Such things, love between master and padawan, are completely forbidden to 
the Jedi. So Master Jinn was tried and sentenced to death. Padawan Kenobi 
refused to live without his master, so both were executed by fire.

That is the story in a shell, but not as I lived it.

Fifteen years ago...

Master Qui-Gon contacted me from Naboo, and asked a favor. He requested, 
without preamble, that I train Anakin Skywalker.

When I asked him why he himself would not, he paused a moment. Then he said 
quietly, "I do not think I will be allowed to train anyone after this."

"After what?" I asked.

"After kissing my current padawan," he answered.

I gasped my shock--surely he hadn't! Surely he was joking. That was a 
serious, serious crime, for which he could be executed! Didn't he know that?

"The Council already knows, and they are about to take me into custody," he 
answered my unspoken question.

"Why, Master?" I asked. "Obi-Wan Kenobi is beautiful, but I would not risk 
death for him."

"I would," and those two words said it all--all the denial and suffering and 
final yielding.

I bent my head, waiting for calm, and after a moment, said merely, "I will, 
then, at your request, take Anakin Skywalker as my padawan."

A few days later, I saw them leave their ship, my master and his padawan 
close, as though the universe would have to tear them apart to get them to 
leave each other.

Anakin followed, and my heart immediately went out to the boy; he was so 
very powerful in the Force, yet innocent.

Almost unconsciously, I greeted him, not needing an introduction, and led 
him away to my quarters. He was quiet, but there was an undercurrent of 
swift questions surging through him. Settling him in padawan quarters took a 
few minutes, but as soon as he fell asleep, exhausted from the trip, I was 
off to observe the trial that I was sure must be going on.

The room used for a courtroom was not the typical Council room, instead, it 
was square and brightly lit. Qui-Gon Jinn stood in the center of the room as 
the accused. Obi-Wan Kenobi sat in the first row of spectators' seats, 
watching his master with a fierce protective look in his eyes.

To start the trial, Mace Windu presented the accusations against my master.

"Qui-Gon Jinn of the Jedi," he intoned, "You have been accused on charges of 
having unlawfully seduced your padawan with carnal intent. The court will 
show your crime in these three ways: proof that you have long lusted after 
your padawan in your thoughts, proof that, on Naboo, you did unlawfully kiss 
your padawan, and proof that you did wish to form and be bound by life vows 
with your padawan. How say you, first, to these accusations?"

My master looked up at Master Windu keenly.

"Prove them if you can," he said, a declaration of neither innocence nor 
guilt.

In the next few hours that afternoon, Master Jinn's every unguarded thought 
since he had taken Kenobi as his padawan was examined. If he could not 
explain each one, that was duly noted. Some of the quotations were extremely 
inconsequential and could easily be explained. Others my master had no 
answer for.

Hours that seemed like days went by this way. Padawan Kenobi sat straight 
and pale at the front of the room, alternating between gazing at Qui-Gon 
with his heart in his eyes and shooting dagger looks at whoever was 
questioning Qui-Gon.

After some time, as Qui-Gon's former padawan, I myself was questioned. They 
asked me whether Qui-Gon had ever displayed any carnal intent toward me, or 
I toward him. I told them the truth--no, never. My own apprenticeship had 
been one of perfect propriety and Qui-Gon had never touched me in a manner 
unseemly, nor wished to, I was sure.

As the examination of his history concluded, I began to see that they had 
drawn the proverbial noose around my master's neck and were waiting only to 
draw it tight. They had already decided on a verdict.

Master Windu then gave the court a short recess and I stepped outside the 
room, to discover that sunset was approaching. The sky, as always, shone 
gold and red above the Temple.

Obi-Wan was standing a few feet away, staring out the window, thinking who 
knew what. I walked over to him to attempt a little comfort--I would be the 
only one who would dare to give it.

"Can you save my master?" he said, after I greeted him solemnly.

"No one can, it seems, unless the Council has a sudden change of heart," I 
said.

"The Council has no heart at all to change," he said under his breath.

"Obi-Wan--" I began.

He turned toward me suddenly and said:

"If you can't save him, if no one can save him, rest assured he won't die 
without me by his side!"

I took a half-step back.

"Surely there's no need to go that far?" I said.

"Why not? What am I without him?" Obi-Wan asked.

"You will be a great Jedi knight someday..." I said.

"That's what he told me," Obi-Wan nodded. "But I won't be anything, unless 
he's with me. I don't want anything else."

After the short recess, I entered the empty courtroom and heard voices 
coming from the front of the room.

I realized that the speakers were behind the thin wall that separated the 
courtroom from the office next, and they obviously didn't know that their 
voices bled through into the room I was in, so that I could hear them 
easily.

"This will never work, Mace. There is no evidence for the third point and 
you know it!" a female voice (I couldn't tell whose) said.

"We'll think of something. If not, the first two are enough to convict. 
Don't worry," Mace replied.

I moved as quietly as I could to the door and let it slam behind me, giving 
the impression that I had just entered the room.

A few minutes later, the second part of the session got underway.

They played the security tape from Naboo before the assembled Jedi and the 
Council. And yes, indeed, that tape made it very clear that Master Jinn had 
kissed his padawan. Or had kissed him *back*, but that was a small thing.

Questioning Padawan Kenobi turned out to be mostly a waste of time. Obi-Wan 
was obdurate, cooperative in words, but saying absolutely nothing that was 
not directly asked of him. A rather amusing exchange between Obi-Wan Kenobi 
and Mace Windu went like this:

Master Windu: Padawan, do you love your master?

Obi-Wan: Yes.

Master Windu: Does he love you?

Obi-Wan: As a master should.

Master Windu: But with carnal intent?

Obi-Wan: How should I know that?

Master Windu: Has he told you?

Obi-Wan: Has he told me what? "Obi-Wan, I love you with carnal intent?" No.

Master Windu: He has not? Has he ever implied it?

Obi-Wan: Master Windu, there have been no improper actions toward me from 
him, a fact that does not hold true of all in this Temple.

At that, Master Windu looked away briefly, a gesture that told me, at least, 
far more than a confession would have. I figured the cross-examination of 
Obi-Wan was over, but he continued.

Master Windu: Padawan, did you kiss your master on Naboo?

Obi-Wan: I did.

Master Windu: Why?

Obi-Wan: Because he was kissable.

Master Windu [through the laughter in the courtroom]: Padawan Kenobi! 
Explain yourself!

Obi-Wan: I have. You have your answer.

A few more rounds like this, and Master Windu apparently decided the 
examination of Kenobi was useless.

At this point, Master Windu dismissed Obi-Wan, who remained standing near 
the front of the room.

Mace urged one of the pair to explain their actions on Naboo. Anything in 
Qui-Gon's defense, any extenuating circumstances, he requested.

At this, Obi-Wan stepped forward, much as though he'd finally made up his 
mind to speak and had gathered all his courage for one last chance. He stood 
before us and the Council and said steadily:

"You accuse the wrong Jedi of a crime! You point your fingers at my master 
and say that he is guilty, not only of falling in love, which is a crime to 
you cold-hearted ivory-tower statues, but of seducing me with "carnal 
intent." In all this, you ignore your own lustful desires. You leave at the 
wayside lavicious touchs you gave an unwilling padawan, or your lewd 
comments, or your secret whispers about this or that padawan's beauty."

He paused for a moment and gathered his breath. We all sat in shocked 
silence, Qui-Gon very straight in the front, smiling faintly, proud of his 
padawan, I was sure.

"I say to you, *these* things are the real crime! They are what you should 
be prosecuting here today, not an innocent love between those who are equals 
in heart, if not in rank."

Obi-Wan took a deep breath, extended his hands and stepped forward until he 
stood within arm's reach of his master. A smile passed between them, tender 
and secret, and Obi-Wan continued, startling us all with his next words.

"And so, Qui-Gon, my equal, my heart, I ask you this one question--do you 
love me?"

Through the gasps of outrage in the courtroom, I saw Qui-Gon catch Obi-Wan's 
hands in his and say calmly, "Yes, Obi-Wan, yes, I do."

Obi-Wan's next words were whispered at first and got steadily clearer and 
louder:

"Qui-Gon Jinn,
I bind myself to you forever.
Not even death shall part us.
I will be yours as you are mine
We shall be each other's.
All the days of our lives and afterward
even into eternity in the Force,
I shall cling to you as you hold to me.
My heart and body are now yours alone,
never to be shared with another.
This vow I make to you as my love-
if I break it let my life be broken."

The hush in the courtroom became a tangible thing--no sounds this 
time--everyone was too shocked. They were invoking a lifebond! This was 
forbidden to the Jedi--Obi-Wan was not even supposed to know it was 
possible! Qui-Gon, though a bit startled, it seemed, managed to complete the 
ceremony:

"Obi-Wan Kenobi,
Your vows I accept and make my own.
I am yours as you are mine-
we shall cling to each other through death itself
and beyond, into the unity of the Force.
I give you my body and heart.
I am alone yours.
This vow I make to you as my love-
if I break it let my life be broken."

As he finished saying those things, I thought wildly through my shock, 
"there's no way anyone can see anything corrupt in that." Then Mace Windu 
recovered and and flounced--no other word will do--to the other Council 
members.

"Have you seen with your own eyes this man transgress the Code?"

Several stirred uneasily, but all responded as if by rote, "We have."

"Do you need any further evidence?"

At the Council's united negative, Mace Windu gave them permission to 
deliberate a sentence and the Council left the room.

Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon remained standing, arms around each other's waists, eyes 
wide, waiting.

It only took a few minutes, as everyone was sure it would.

Qui-Gon was sentenced to die by fire in the Pyre of the Darkened. Obi-Wan 
was given a choice--die with his Master, or be cast out of the Jedi.

He said nothing, but pulled Qui-Gon down and kissed him lightly in front of 
the court, making plain as day what he chose.

They, under Jedi escort, left the courtroom to go back to their quarters. I 
paused for a moment, trying to absorb everything that had happened in just a 
few hours here.

Mace Windu approached me (I flinched away from him unconciously) and asked 
for a favor.

"Xanatos, someone has to watch the camera that tapes their rooms tonight. I 
don't want them trying to escape. Would you mind?"

I frowned, but could come up with no good reason to get out of it. At least 
I could be kind to them, and not spread the details of their last night 
alive all over the Temple, as others would have.

"I'll do it," I said quietly.

**********

As I watched the viewscreen connected to the camera in their quarters, they 
entered, almost as though nothing had happened and they were not to die 
tomorrow.

Cloaks were shed, thrown carelessly over a chair. Obi-Wan, almost 
frighteningly cheerful, moved away from Qui-Gon, talking rather
aimlessly about nothing, doing little things like straightening a book on 
the shelf, or picking up an empty cup left on the table and
setting it on the counter.

Then Qui-Gon spoke a low-voiced "Padawan," and Obi-Wan turned, forgetting 
everything.

"Master?"

"Come here, it's all right, come here," Qui-Gon said, opening his arms. 
Obi-Wan smiled briefly and fairly flew into them, hugging his master close.

They held each other for long minutes, whispering things the audio feed 
could not pick up. I watched, fascinated.

Eventually holding wasn't enough, and they began to kiss each other, light 
and soft at first, then deep kisses, so deep I wondered if they were trying 
to become absorbed in each other forever.

Moments passed and whispers and sighs and the outline of their bodies in the 
moonlight was all I could hear and see, the lights having been dimmed at 
some point. Clothes fell away from them, scattered carelessly on the floor.

Falling onto Qui-Gon's bed in the corner of the room, they kissed and slid 
and gasped, bodies straining *with*, not against, each other.

I heard Obi-Wan cry out first, but Qui-Gon followed him a second later, both 
saying words that could have been the other's name.

I had never wanted another man, but seeing this, I could understand the 
attraction. They were beautiful together, beautiful.

"Oh, love," Obi-Wan whispered, running lazy fingers through his master's 
hair. And then they began to kiss again, gently, naked bodies twined 
together in the moonlight on top of the sheets, shining dimly. Two 
different, yet perfect bodies, one toned by youth and constant training 
sessions, one honed by experience and grace.

I slumped back in my chair as they continued to kiss; obviously they weren't 
going anywhere.

I watched through the rest of that night, stark awake, staring at a dark 
viewscreen, listening to soft moans and sighs intermingled
with occasional words, mostly endearments. All I could see on the screen now 
was shifting shadows, hardly enough to imagine what they
were doing, if the audio feed had not made it absolutely clear.

When the light came streaming in the windows of their room, I could finally 
see them again. They lay entwined together so tightly
that for a moment they looked like one being. My former master had gathered 
Padawan Kenobi protectively in his arms and Kenobi's
head lay on his shoulder, fingers twisted in his hair.

For the first time, I switched the viewscreen off. This simple act of 
sleeping together was somehow more intimate than all the passionate moans 
I'd heard the night before. Let them have their brief privacy. It was all I 
could do for them.

About two hours later, Councilor Mace Windu entered the viewing booth and 
after a few choice words about my failure at round-the-clock surveillance, 
turned the viewscreen back on, and groaned in shock at the couple. I looked 
over at the screen and resisted the urge to smile--they were fully dressed 
and meditating now. The only unorthodox thing about them was that they sat 
together, Kenobi between my master's legs, eyes closed, faces utterly 
serene.

The Council disturbed their meditation a few moments later and took them, 
holding each other's hands, faces wan but calm, to the
Pyre of the Darkened, reserved for those who had committed the most serious 
offenses against the Code and the Jedi.

The Pyre was a small metal-clad box-shaped place with only one door and a 
strong post in the center of the room.

I have been told that the Council members tied Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan back to 
back on that post, laid wood drenched in fuel at their feet, recited their 
crimes against the Code and gave them a last chance to recant their love 
vows, which they refused.

Then Mace Windu lit the wood on fire and the Council left the rooms, 
shutting the door to keep fire and the sound of screams inside.
They sent pure oxygen through the air ducts to that room, turning the fire 
quickly into an inferno. I can only imagine, though I don't
want to, the pain of their death--they both burned and suffocated at once. 
There are few deaths devised that are more painful and
terrifying. In any case, the fire consumed them, leaving only ashes.

I entered that room a few days later, after all were certain that it had 
cooled completely, and gathered their ashes. Among them lay a
small rock, scorched, simple, but it glowed with Force.

When I attempted to probe the stone, I received only this rush of feeling:

*burnhotpainbadscorchwithermeltcrackfadebutloveiseternal.*

I left that stone among the ashes and on a mission several years later to 
Naboo, scattered them on the breeze. A fitting end, I thought, for those 
whose only crime was love and in whom I could see only light.

**********

Anakin felt the rush of emotion threaten to overcome him, and waited quietly 
until he could breathe again. They had suffered so much and for nothing, it 
seemed. All that was left of Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan's love was ashes on the 
wind and a single datachip.

"I will be the one to live their legacy," he said quietly. "It will no 
longer remain hidden in shadow, but will be known for what it was, no 
Darkness, but Light."

A moment later, he felt a light touch on his shoulder and looked up.

"Deep thoughts, Master?" a familiar voice asked.

Anakin smiled and stood, shaking his former padawan's hand.

"Han! So good to see you--I'd thought you were on mission!"

Han ran fingers through his half-long new-knight hair and laughed. "I got 
back last night--in one piece, thank the Force! And, oh, yes, Master, 
there's someone I'd like you to meet."

Han gestured and a young blond haired man, sporting a padawan braid down to 
his waist, stepped forward.

"Master, this is Luke Naberrie, padawan to Master Starlene. We met on the 
mission, and he...he reminds me of you, a lot."

"Nice to meet you, Master Skywalker. Han's done nothing but talk about what 
a great Master you were to him," Luke said.

"Typical of Han to exaggerate," Anakin laughed.

"I do *not* exaggerate, Master," Han said. "But what so serious were you 
comtemplating when we disturbed you?"

Anakin glanced from one young man to the other, and made a split-second 
decision.

"This tale--you might enjoy it." He lifted the datachip out of the slot and 
gave it to Han, smiling. "Why don't both of you read it and see what you 
think?"

"Sounds interesting, Master," Han said. "What do you say, Luke? Are you up 
for some deep thinking right now?"

"Always, what else?" Luke answered, and shot a look at Han, that, to someone 
who had just finished reading the tale of Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon and their 
doomed love, was apparent as an I-want-to-be-with-you-always glance.

Anakin smiled, hoping he was making the right choice. Maybe through them 
there could be some redemption for the Jedi order. In any case, he would see 
to it that Han and Luke would never meet the same fate that Qui-Gon and 
Obi-Wan had chosen.

He watched them walk into the distance, laughing at some small joke, and 
turned back into the stacks of datachips, searching again for a certain 
nagging trade agreement from two far-distant star systems.
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********

Obi-Wan Kenobi lay facefirst in the tenous shade of a tall vertical rock, 
collapsed by heat, thirst and overwhelming despair. His fingers scrabbled 
aimlessly in the deep sand, encountering several blades of grass pressed up 
against the rock, fighting desperately for survival.

Every place on his body, even in this shade, felt like it was on fire. He 
had no water, no food, nothing but his lightsaber, the clothes he wore and a 
few small things concealed in his cloak, treasures only his dead body would 
part with.

Breathing was difficult in this heat. The thought came into his mind that it 
might be cooler if he were wearing less, but he lacked even the energy to 
remove his cloak. The dry breeze baked every inch of uncovered skin, 
revealing no hint of cooler days ever to come to this dusty planet. Almost 
without thinking, he curled up against the rock, like a child seeking a 
motherly embrace.

And just before he surrendered to complete exhaustion, he thought to 
himself, "At least Luke and Leia are safe." A deep wave of sorrow rushed 
through his body as he remembered why and how he'd had to save them, and he 
whispered through broken parched lips, "Qui-Gon, I've failed you, I've 
failed you." Then peaceful oblivion swept over him like a tidal wave. He 
followed it gladly, falling into sleep.

********

He awoke, or so it seemed, on a patch of dew-wet green grass, head pillowed 
on his arm. He was cool, deliciously so, for the first time in what felt 
like years. Lifting his head, Obi-Wan glanced about, a bit mystified. Surely 
this was not the strange land of death? It did not look so.

What he saw was a dim, just-before-sunrise, foggy garden. The first streaks 
of light were just appearing in the sky, stars still lingering faintly.

He got to his knees, wondering. What was this place, how had he come here, 
and why was he here anyway?

About thirty feet away a large boulder pressed tightly into the opening of a 
cave in the rockface beyond. Two or three men stood in front of it, straight 
as if they were soldiers who could not be found remiss in their duty.

They did not speak to each other, or seem to notice him, just stood clasping 
spears in their hands, impassive.

Obi-Wan felt it just before it happened, a tremor of silverness on the edge 
of mortal sight, perceptible to keen eyes.

And then unseen hands oh-so-casually rolled away the boulder from the mouth 
of the cave. The soldiers turned, gaping at the very idea of a stone that 
large moving *uphill*, and ran for their lives, spears crashing to the 
ground with a thunderous noise.

Obi-Wan watched them disappear into the night, far too fascinated, and too 
accquainted with things like rocks moving, to run himself. He was left 
alone, unnoticed, still kneeling, staring at the cave, wondering just what 
was in there.

He was expecting draigons and fire, or something along those lines, 
something out of a cheap holovid. So what actually appeared startled him 
more than anything had yet.

A man about his own age, simply clad in a white robe, dark-eyed with longish 
dark curly hair, walked out of the cave and looked around.

Their eyes met. And the man looked at him like a true king does his subject, 
oceans of love filling his eyes.

Obi-Wan remained kneeling on the ground, the sweet langour of peace flooding 
his body and heart, and closed his eyes for a moment.

The touch of a hand on his head startled him briefly--how had the man 
managed to move from one side of the garden to the other so quickly?

He opened his eyes and looked up again. The man's hand was resting on his 
head like it had a perfect right to lie there. The man spoke only eight 
words to him: "There is no death. There is only resurrection."

Obi-Wan took a soft breath, seeing for the first time an open wound on the 
man's wrist. An open wound that, wonderfully, did not bleed, nor seem to 
cause any pain, but was just *there*.

And before anything else could be said or thought, the stones of the 
footpath which led to the garden rattled...someone was coming....

********

Obi-Wan woke up underneath a starry Tatooine sky and a tall stone pillar, as 
refreshed as if he'd spent the last days in a king's palace.

He lay there for a few moments, pondering quietly, then stood, and continued 
his search for a new home and shelter, this time with hope.
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*******************

I am going to die.

Soon.

Much too soon.

The day after tomorrow, in fact, at about three in the afternoon Theed time, 
approximately noon in our home in the Jedi Temple.

I am literally speeding toward my death.

The realization came last night just after we boarded the ship to Naboo. I 
stood in the middle of the room Obi-Wan and I share, listening to him 
talking to Anakin, telling him some story or other.

And the knowledge broke over me like a wave, surging through my very being. 
I shielded myself quickly to prevent Obi-Wan from discovering it, and 
quietly went to meditate, my padawan looking up suddenly as though he'd 
sensed something.

He looked away again and I left, sinking to the floor in the main cabin, 
kneeling serenely.

Serenity was not what I felt then, though.

*******************

It is odd to lie awake here on Naboo and know that this morning's sunrise 
will be the last I will ever see, that watching last night's stars...oh, 
I'll never see them again.

All the worlds I've travelled to-will I be remembered? Will I remember them 
in that strange place I'm going?

It is still more odd to watch my padawan as he sleeps-I've only done this 
once or twice before, but last night we talked for a long, long time about 
small things, the mission, other trivia. In the wake of our recent argument, 
we were feeling rather mellow, both needing reassurance, I think. He finally 
fell asleep here on my bunk.

Oh, Obi-Wan, I never told you that I loved you. Well, to be honest, I have, 
in a manner of speaking, but I *really* love you and that's not just as my 
padawan.

Do you love me? Did you?

It will be 'did you' after today.

It is most strange to think of oneself in the past tense.

Obi-Wan stirs beside me, opening his eyes slowly, and I smile.

"Obi-Wan, you fell asleep," I say quietly.

"Obviously," he retorts, his body still pressed against mine.

"Good morning, then," I say.

He laughs and moves to his side, looking down into my face. I lie 
flat-whatever he wants to do, I'll let him.

What he does is trace my face lightly with a finger, smiling softly.

"Master," he says, then leans down and captures my lips with his own.

We are kissing. For the first time in reality.

And dying isn't too bad, if you get a kiss from Obi-Wan Kenobi first.

A moment passes, and I'm beginning to wonder if I've already died, and then 
Obi-Wan pulls away.

"Master," he says again, quietly. And suddenly I realize that he knows. 
Knows the fate the Force is sending, approaching more rapidly every second. 
How could I have ever thought to hide my heart's dark fears from my padawan?

"Padawan," I answer, just as quietly, just as intensely. Those words say 
everything that I could not bring myself to say last night, every lover's 
wish, every dream, every fantasy.

And for a moment, our bond deepens.  We sense each other's thoughts, his 
calm with anticipatory grief, mine thrumming with the thought of the battle 
ahead and the long journey that awaits me soon.

We stare into each other's eyes, knowing that we won't have any time, making 
these moments last, the sweet weight of his body against mine, his hand 
resting against my face.

We say the words together, softly, the words that hardly needed a voice to 
be heard.

"I love you."

And smiling shyly, we move away from each other, off the bed, and into the 
brightness of the last day I will ever see.

*******************
*sniff* Well? peacefulpassion@hotmail.com
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Category: POV, Romance

Disclaimer: I don't own the Jedi, and I don't make a dime.

Archive: Only on a Chanslash archive and my site.

Series: Fifth in "The Whole Shebang" series. Sequel to "From The Stars."

Warnings: Warnings, if any, can be found at the end of the story.

Summary: Anakin and Obi-Wan arrive on Coralie Island.

Feedback: Yes. Please.

Notes: Sorry it's taken so long to get to the next one in this series--I've 
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*******************

"I'd forgotten you never were an initiate, so you wouldn't know about 
Coralie already," Obi-Wan said to me by way of an explanation, once we were 
on our way to Alderaan on a Jedi courier ship, standing next each other 
staring out the viewport.

Alderaan was beautifully blue, hanging in blank space. I had a sudden vision 
of a dark hand reaching down and squeezing the planet like a fruit. I 
shuddered and pushed the thought away hastily.

"So, initiates go there?" I asked.

"Yes," Obi-Wan answered. "They're taken there at the ages of four and nine 
for lessons in the Living Force of nature, which they can't get in purest 
form on Coruscant. It's considered the most fun and exciting part of the 
training, looked forward to by all initiates. After that, masters, at the 
direction of the Council, take their padawans there two or three times, just 
to relax."

"But what is Coralie, where is it, and why is it secret?" I wondered.

"It's a small island deep in the great sea of Alderaan--only the Council and 
a very select group of pilots know exactly where it is. It is secret because 
it would be the last refuge of the Jedi in great danger. And it's a 
beautiful place, I promise you," he answered, a bit mystified.

He fell silent as entered planetfall and I watched the stars fade behind the 
shifting clouds.

When we landed, the ship's engines did not shut down; apparently we were 
only being dropped off. Obi-Wan leading the way, we walked out of the ship, 
and my eyes went wide.

Grass, dark green and cropped short, spread out just beyond our small 
landing pad, broken only by a light brown dirt path that led into the 
distance, where I could discern gardens a little way off . Flowers scented 
the air lightly and provided glorious color to highlight the green. Beyond 
that, low houses stretched out in the sunlight.

I could hear the slow pounding of the sea, leisurely, like the rhythm of 
lovers, washing up to the shore.

Ten seconds here and I was already certain, this was paradise.

*******************

Warnings: There are none, except general underage warning.
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Telanu wrote:
 > Here we go.  First line:
 >
 >  "Qui-Gon Jinn locked himself in the bathroom."
 >
 >  Oh, the possibilities...

Oh, please don't do this to me! *sound of bunny chomping*
Okay, okay, okay...I'll give you a quick lil' snippet.

*******************

Title: Better Not To Know

Author: Amy Fortuna (peacefulpassion@hotmail.com)

Rating: PG

Category: It's supposed to be be funny, so Humor.

Disclaimer: I don't own the boyz, Lucas has 'em, but whew mama, he sure 
dunno what to do with 'em.

Archive: master_apprentice

Summary: A Jedi's got a dirty little secret. Response to "Qui-Gon Jinn 
locked himself in the bathroom" challenge.

Feedback: Yes, please, hit me baby one more time.

Notes: Heaven help us all, Telanu's challenge attacked with a vengeance. 
Inspired by what *I* do in the bathroom. *snerk*

This is totally unbeta'ed and unedited, written in about fifteen minutes. 
Proceed at own risk.

Things enclosed in [] are what Obi-Wan is reading.

*******************

Qui-Gon Jinn locked himself in the bathroom. At first, Obi-Wan wasn't 
worried...his master had often spent hours in there, doing who knew what. 
Whenever Obi-Wan had asked him why he'd spent so much time in there, he'd 
gotten an embarassed glance, and a muttered "reading magazines...." Right. 
How come Obi-Wan never got to see the magazines Qui-Gon was reading?

But now, Qui-Gon had been in the bathroom for, oh, six hours, and Obi-Wan 
was starting to get a little worried. Even "Vanity Fair" didn't take *that* 
long to read.

Uncertain of whether this was the right thing to do or not, Obi-Wan 
hesitantly knocked on the door.

A muttered "just a minute, Padawan," was all he heard. Sighing loudly, so as 
to give the impression that he Really Could Not Wait Much Longer, he stood 
patiently outside the bathroom door.

There was a distinct rustle of paper, and a cabinet door slammed shut. Water 
ran for a moment, then Qui-Gon came out and departed into his own room, 
cursorily glancing at Obi-Wan, who was hopping back and forth, not from any 
particular need, but merely to give the impression that certain needs 
existed.

Obi-Wan ducked into the bathroom the minute Qui-Gon's door shut behind him, 
and opened the under-the-sink bathroom cabinet. Underneath rolls of toilet 
paper, unopened shampoo bottles, and stray candy wrappers, he found what he 
was looking for.

It was no magazine, it was a stack of paper, several inches high, obviously 
printed from the holonet.

Obi-Wan turned over a few pages, and blushed bright red.

["I love you, Master, desperately," he sighed, tossing a well-muscled arm 
over his master's stomach. "Please can we do it again? Forever?"]

Obi-Wan dropped the stack of paper like it was on fire. Erm, this was what 
Qui-Gon was reading? This, this *erotica*? This utter absolute--he glanced 
down, reading a bit farther on. ["Oh, my padawan, let me take you in every 
way...let me be your moon and stars." The padawan moaned softly and kissed 
his master deeply...]--, ahhh, intriguing, *trash*?

Obi-Wan shoved the stack of paper back under the sink. There were some 
things about his master that it was better not to know.

*******************
are you laughing now? peacefulpassion@hotmail.com
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Disclaimer: I don't own Obi-Wan.

Archive: Don't, please.

Summary: A conversation. Dialogue only.

Feedback: Sure.

*******************

"Obi-Wan Kenobi, love can change your mind."

"Or destroy it."

"Love always heals, never hurts."

"No--I was broken by love."

"By loss, not love."

"Aren't they the same thing?"

"Love hopes for a reunion. Loss wallows in grief. Put away your sorrow and 
live."

"I can't live if he is not here."

"Nonsense. You can live. You are yourself. Not him. You."

"It feels like part of myself was destroyed when he was."

"A part was. He was your master."

"And more."

"Yes?"

"He was...everything."

"No. He was only himself."

"Everything to me."

"He was not everything to you...else you would not have lived a second past 
his death."

"So the very fact that I am alive says that I did not love him as much as I 
should have!"

"No. The opposite in fact. That's the wonder of it. Love lives on for the 
beloved, even when the heart would rather be with the loved
one, even through death."

"You're right. I don't want to be here. I want to be with him."

"Sometimes, Obi-Wan, love consists of realizing that you cannot be with him, 
but he is with you."

"He is with me?"

"Oh, indeed, yes, Obi-Wan! With you, of you, in you."

"He is with me? Then the universe is not the howling wilderness I thought it 
was."

"No...it never was."

"It never...?"

"With love there is no howling wilderness, only peace and sacred beauty."

"All the fears, all the night terrors, what were they then?"

"Only dreams, Obi-Wan. Only dreams."

"Only dreams. Not reality."

"He is with you, Knight. You are not alone. You will never be alone."

"You're right, then. Love *can* change your mind."
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***********

What do you do
in the middle of a
Force-forsaken desert?

When all you have
is your wits, tenously,
and a small seed of hope
that won't bloom
for twenty years?

If you're one of the
last Jedi knights,
maybe the last,
and the person responsible
for destroying your Order
was your former apprentice?

When the only things you own
are a small box
filled with memories,
a lightsaber,
and Jedi robes?

How do you survive?
And why?

With difficulty.
You hold on.
Sometimes your only food
is dreams and memories.
Sometimes the only water
you can find is
your own sweat.

You grow old.
Your clothes become rags,
your hair grows long.

You meditate.
You remember.
You try not to remember.
You learn to beg.
You learn to lie.
You watch a golden-haired boy grow up.

You dream.
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********

Your starlight glitters against my darkness--
will you be the jewel that I wear
shining bright above my heart,
glimmering in my hair,
or shatter-frail upon my breast?

Will I hold you to me, Obi-Wan?

Or will I choose to to cast you away,
a silver trinket to play with and lose,
a mere toy in your beauty?

All that glitters, they tell me, is not gold.

But once, I believe, I may seize you--
Your silversweet lips against mine
enough to erase all eternity--
once to kiss and love you
then to let you go.

********
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Rating: PG-13

Category: A/U, POV

Disclaimer: The Jedi boyz aren't mine. They belong to George Lucas, and 
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Series: A POV short in the context of my _Only Light_.
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Summary: Then the morning comes...

Feedback: Oh, yes. Please.

Notes: You should read _Only Light_ first, otherwise this story won't make 
sense. http://www.geocities.com/peacefulpassion/onlylight.html

*******************

The faint drift of dust motes in the sunlight caught my eye as I woke up. In 
the early dawn, they shone like gold flecks in the sand. And then I 
remembered that I'd kissed you, and after that we'd fallen together into 
some dim world of passion and fire.

Fire. Oh, Force. Oh, love. And I looked over at you, asleep in my arms, your 
hair gently drifting over my shoulder. Fire. The fire of my devotion would 
become the fire of my death.

But I would never regret loving you. Never.

"Master," I whispered softly against your cheek, my hand stroking your back 
absently. "Qui-Gon."

You stirred, your arms reached out and took me into them. Our bodies pressed 
together in that familiar newness they say all lovers experience. My delight 
in life and loving you had never been so strong.

"Love that well which you will leave ere long," I breathed.

"Never can leave you," you whispered into my neck. "There is no death, love, 
only the Force."

I smiled against your forehead and you felt it, but said nothing.

Moments passed like that, our new-found love bond singing with quiet joy, 
mixed with traces of apprehension. We were not afraid. We had made our 
choice. But we yet could not desire death. Human clay is not made to joy in 
its own demise.

Silence filled the air as we lay entwined, one of my legs between yours, our 
unified breaths the only motion in the room. Our heartbeats, too, kept time 
together, and I began counting them without knowing it, and stopped when I 
realized I was wondering how many I had left.

So I slid down and kissed you, our eyes open. I watched the faint 
expressions falling back and forth through your eyes as our mouths met, 
vague surprise at first, then the deepness of an abiding devotion.

I gathered myself and forgot the universe, choosing instead for a few 
moments to love you, and not consider the rest of this morning worth a 
penny.

Breathing heavily, we broke our kiss, and I sighed, laying my forehead 
against yours.

"Love?" you said. "It is time to prepare. We must be ready."

Yes. Yes. They can't find us like this. Doubtless we'd only die more slowly.

I kissed the tip of your nose and we tore our hands and bodies away from 
each other, all the reluctance of a thousand galaxies in us.

Almost I reached out for you again, but caught myself, and turned away, 
picking up the scattered clothes from the floor, and folding them as you got 
dressed. I could not bear to watch your beautiful body disappearing from my 
hungry eyes.

I threw on an old set of tunics. I did not wish to wear fine clothes to my 
death. You would be the only prize I could carry with me.

Both dressed, we lingered over a light breakfast, the last food we would 
ever eat, watching each other move hand to mouth, wishing we could be the 
food the other ate.

You took my wrist in your hand when we had finished, before I could clear 
away the dishes.

"Leave them." I nodded -- why should we have to clean this place before we 
died? Let another do it.

You drew me into your arms again, and mapped my face with your lips, kissing 
my eyelids, lips, forehead, cheeks, and temple. I closed my eyes, faint with 
desire, and merely felt for a few moments.

Then we sat down on the floor, your arms still around my waist, and we sank 
together into the last meditation we would ever share.

I saw fire and refined gold shining in the darkness. And I remembered that 
gold must pass through fire to be pure.

I tilted my head up and kissed your throat.

"Let them come," I whispered. "Let all who are against us come. Let them 
kill us. For I love you and I will never deny that."

*******************
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*******************

The world was red. Pain tinged through every thought and feeling. The white 
sand of the arena, he noticed almost casually, was also tinted with red. 
Rose petals, or maybe drops of blood, lay scattered over the ground.

It seemed as though he was moving so slowly. The sky tilted and slid; he 
jerked forward, taking one agonizing step.

And the world split in two. He was walking in his daydreams, hand brushing 
over the top of the long grasses of Spain. There was a plain stone wall 
ahead, and a dark wooden door set in it, closed, but not locked.

A slight push -- a turning of the handle.

And all of Rome saw Maximus fall heavily to the ground.

Fading back in to daylight, he opened his eyes and saw *her* face above him, 
sky so blue behind her. She whispered a few words of gratitude, gladness and 
sorrow fighting in her eyes. Lucius was safe from that monster of an 
Emperor, but oh Maximus....

Maximus was dead.

Laughter. Pure bright laughter. He walked through the door steadily -- 
glimpsed three figures standing waiting in the distance.

They ran toward him. He ran toward them. An embrace for his son, smiling, 
healthy, happy.

"Keep your heels down when you ride your horse," he whispered.

A hand fell on his shoulder as he knelt with his son.

"My wife," he said, glancing up at her, her dark face alive with happiness.

"And who is the other?" he asked, standing up.

Dark hair was pushed away from a face, and Cicero stood smiling before him.

"Faithful one," Maximus whispered. "Friend of my heart, you have always been 
more than a servant to me."

"And I have always loved you," Cicero said. Their hands met...now as equals 
forever.
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********

Eowyn walked down the hallway of the palace, wondering where in the world 
everyone was.

It was early morning, and the girl from Rohan, so used to waking with the 
birds, had been unable to sleep after the dawn. However, it seemed that she 
was the only one in Minas Tirith who felt that way, because the entire 
palace was completely still.

No, wait, not completely...there were voices coming from the room across the 
hall.

A mischievous grin on her face, Eowyn stepped to the door and peered in the 
keyhole. What she saw took her breath away.

The newly wed couple were in that room, Aragorn was completely nude, lying 
on the bed, staring up at Arwen, who was -- oh, Eru....she was...

...dressed in a white jeweled catsuit, holding a small short whip, standing 
over her husband with a stern look on her face.

Eowyn gasped, knowing she should leave, but unable to move from the erotic 
display before her.

"Do you remember our stopword, Aragorn?" Arwen asked.

"Yes, 'Galadriel,'" answered the man on the bed, smiling wryly.

"Let's hope you're not likely to scream out *that* name in the moment of 
passion," Arwen said, shaking her head as she pulled her hair out of its 
fastenings.

"I love you when you do that," the man gasped as her long black hair fell 
down around her shoulders.

And suddenly the atmosphere in the room changed.

*Crack*.

"Don't compliment me without my *permission*. Beg for the chance to do so, 
*sweetheart*," Arwen exclaimed, bringing her whip down smartly across 
Aragorn's thigh with every third word.

A throaty gasp from the Dunadan was the only answer for a moment.

Eowyn held her breath, startled and highly aroused by the tableau.

"Please...I...oh, Eru, what you do to me...." Aragorn choked, pleading.

"Beg for it," the dark-haired woman went on. "Let me hear you plead, my 
little one. Or do you have to be spanked?"

Eowyn, on the verge of choking, sincerely hoped so.

Receiving no answer, Arwen brought the whip down again, smacking Aragorn 
hard across his chest. One curl of the whip seized a tight nipple and 
Aragorn groaned with pleasure.

Red welts formed a light criss-cross pattern on Aragorn's chest before Arwen 
dropped the whip, bent, and kissed her husband deeply, moving away too soon 
for him to reach up and pull her down across him.

She moved just out of Eowyn's range of view and picked up some soft ropes 
from the floor. Aragorn turned his head toward her, and received a sharp 
rebuke.

"Did I say you could move, love?" Arwen exclaimed. "Close your eyes, as your 
punishment."

Aragorn complied, and Arwen added a white cloth to her pile of ropes.

She fastened the blindfold over Aragorn's eyes, making sure he was 
comfortable, and the cloth was not too tight, then pulled Aragorn's arms 
over his head and tied them to the bedposts.

He lay straining against ropes he could easily break, but lay still, waiting 
to see - or rather, feel --what she'd do next. His cock stood out straight 
from his body, like a perfect sacrifice waiting for Arwen's divine rites, a 
priestess of the gods of the senses.

She shed her skintight clothes without ceremony, and ran fingers down his 
chest, touching the warm welts her whip had made, lovingly.

Her mouth followed where her fingers had touched, pink tongue flicking out 
to taste Aragorn's nipples and taut stomach.

When her hand reached his cock, she bent down, and licked lightly at the 
straining head.

Aragorn arched his hips, giving a strangled cry.

Arwen tilted her head and considered for a moment, then flipped her long 
dark hair over her head, down across Aragorn's body - and drew back quickly. 
Aragorn's penis was stroked by a thousand silky strands, and he gasped 
loudly.

Arwen moved quickly then, flinging her body over his, and taking him into 
her, riding him without a word spoken or permission asked.

She breathed out hard as he sank into her warm willing body, her face 
flushing bright. Leaning down, her breasts brushing his chest, she pulled 
the blindfold away, and kissed her husband hard as their eyes met in perfect 
shared arousal and amusement.

Eowyn tore herself away from the beautiful view of the husband and wife 
coupling, and fled to her own apartment.

*******

Later, in the garden, Eowyn stood under the shade of a tall oak tree, 
looking out over the city, and thinking.

The soft sound of footsteps alerted her to a silent presence behind her, and 
she turned, face to face with the now-demure girl she'd seen so vividly 
ferocious that morning.

"Did you enjoy it?" Arwen murmured, moving to stand beside Eowyn.

Eowyn went bright red and nearly gasped at the boldness of the Queen.

"Did I - what?" she managed to choke out.

Arwen surveyed her with a raised eyebrow, calmly.

"Did you like watching?" she asked again, casually. "You seemed to."

"I�" Eowyn began, then stopped, as Arwen took Eowyn's hand in her own and 
began stroking it softly, sensually.

"You're so nervous, m'lady," the Queen said. "What's there to be ashamed 
of?"

Eowyn's eyes went wide, both at the graceful massage the other woman was 
giving her hand, and the startling question.

"I didn't mean to watch; you're just so..." she paused, then continued, 
daringly, "beautiful together."

Arwen's eyebrows went up again, and she smiled.

"Are we?" she asked, kittenishly. "We've certainly had enough practice to 
be."

Eowyn blushed again, withdrew her hand from the other woman's, and stepped 
back a bit.

"Yes, you are." This said quietly, the next words even quieter. "If only I 
could..."

Then, embarrassed beyond belief, Eowyn fled the garden.

********
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*******************

How I pleaded and cried last night! Oh, beloved one, how I despaired and 
wept! To no avail.

You leave me behind. You go off into the wild lands I know nothing of and I 
am alone here.

My tears track dirt down my face, my hair is tangled and flying loose -- a 
shameful display in a Roman matron. Yet, no one can see me from inside the 
house, as I draw back the drapes and peer out, to see if you will at least 
wave to me.

Cicero, dearest of brothers, goes with you -- and *he* turns on his horse, 
waving to me, but you stare straight ahead into the distance. Cicero will be 
with you, but I cannot.

Last night I tried to clasp you to my bosom, make you swear that you would 
never leave me alone again. The last time was too long -- you missed the 
birth of our son in your silly wars. And then we had a year of peace. And 
then you left for three years, and returned for one.

Whom do I fool? We had two years to be together, in five, since the birth of 
our son. They drive you too hard, love, and they will now drive you hard and 
far...when shall we see you again? In another three years, doubtless. And 
our son will be eight by that time; will he remember you?

We've been married seven years; I've seen you only in three of them. Will 
our tenth year pass before I see you again? Or will you send some trinket to 
me with your greetings, when you know that I'd rather have your very self 
with me, more than all the jewels of Rome?

Oh, Maxime, you that have captured my heart and soul, why must you leave 
this place, and this woman, that you say you love desperately? Rome cannot 
need you more than I do.

And when our boy awakens this morning, I will have only one thing to say to 
him: you are gone. Gone again. Rome needs you.

This I will not voice to him: Rome is your lover more than I ever was, and 
she is a fickle mistress.

Be careful, my love. Return to me with wings on your feet and a smile on 
your face, and never leave again after this.

*********
peacefulpassion@hotmail.com
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*******************

Their faces were still swimming through my mind. Composed in sleep, tight 
with passion, smiling brightly, speaking soberly -- all the expressions I'd 
seen in their eyes in the last few days flowed over me as I walked down the 
hallway to what once had been their rooms.

This, what I was doing, was secret. Though not expressly forbidden, still I 
glanced around half-covertly as I walked, wondering if I'd be caught.

It was the night of the day they'd -- how shall I say it? -- sacrificed 
themselves. Doubtless their ashes were still cooling in the Pyre room, 
doubtless they were by now in the bliss of oneness with the Force, wrapped 
in each other's arms.

I did not begrudge them their joy; it was well earned. But I mourned and 
mourned deeply, out loss, our blindness, our Darkness that drove the Council 
to kill them. Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon could no longer play a part in the events 
of this universe, and for that, I grieved.

Approaching what had until this morning been their rooms, I laid a hand on 
the lock. Recognizing me, as a former occupant, the door slid open.

It all *looked* so normal.

Dishes lay on the table. There had been a lapse, then, in Obi-Wan's 
customary neatness. I smiled; such things as dishes must have felt 
inconsequential compared to what they were about to face.

The bed in one corner was made rather sloppily. The other gave no evidence 
of having been used in days.

Two cloaks lay over the back of one chair. I picked them up, thinking to put 
them away, but laid them back down. They were practically useless to anyone 
else, both were worn thin, and hardly a used-clothes buyer would pay more 
than a credit or two for them. I would take them away with me as mementos.

Emotions swirled in the room, pale, but beautiful. Helplessly drawn to their 
bed, where deepest feelings were concentrated, I sat down, and gently 
probbed the mental depth of what had been felt here last night.

Joy washed over me, such a different emotion than what I'd been expecting. 
Obi-Wan's delight, Qui-Gon's trust. Love. Silvery ribbons twining about one 
another. Arousal. Echoes of whispered words, holy endearments.

I sank back onto the bed, losing myself in the bliss of what was here.

Peace. Trust. Hope. Beautiful bodies lying together in the moonlight. 
Patience. A little laughter. A braid caught between fingers and held like a 
leash. Qui-Gon's hair tumbling down over shoulders. A sliding against silken 
sheets. Sinous movements, made to seduce. A warm, deep kiss. Another. Still 
another. Visions of flame soaring -- and laughter at that.

More whispered words.

"We can't die, love, no one can kill us, no one ever..."

Ahhh, Obi-Wan. Kill your body, perhaps, but never your heart, never your 
pure soul.

My eyes slid shut. I was adrift on the sea of sensation, peace washing over 
me.

I awoke the next morning to sunlight streaming in the window, feeling 
perfectly refreshed.

They are not dead. There are some things even the Council cannot do away 
with. This I believe. Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi, though killed in that 
fire, live on.

I had no need of mourning.

*******************

Meant To Be Together http://www.geocities.com/peacefulpassion/jediwarn.html
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********

Days went by, and Eowyn avoided the new Queen and her husband at all costs, 
spending those days - and nights - with Faramir.

Behind her closed eyes as he took her every night was the vision of Arwen 
and Aragorn, wrapped together in mazes of their own making, and both of them 
loving it.

She didn't want to ask Faramir to try similar things with her, especially as 
she had no idea what to do. And there was no one who would teach such things 
in Minas Tirith, except if it were the Queen herself.

And Eowyn may have been ignorant, but she wasn't that desperate.

One late evening, the meeting was unavoidable - the Queen sent for her.

Eowyn dressed in a gown almost too casual for a late evening, knocked on the 
Queen's doors with shaking hands.

Arwen herself opened the door.

"I sent my ladies away for the evening. Aragorn has other business," she 
said quietly, after Eowyn had been seated on a low couch. "I thought we 
might�talk."

Eowyn, nervous as she was, was still the merry girl of Rohan that had just 
come out of her shell after the War. "What might we�discuss?" she asked, a 
little archly.

Arwen lifted her brows impishly. "Whatever you might wish."

Eowyn's heart beat nervously; she began to fidget her fingers while trying 
to come up with an answer.

"I--," she began, then stopped and started over, "I would like to know how 
you learn to do�that."

Arwen took a seat on the couch next to her, laughing lightly, laughing not 
at her, but for her.

"Oh, really?" she said, smiling. "It's not an easy challenge to try with a 
partner, my dear." Then her eyes went soft, and she laid her hand over 
Eowyn's, gently. "You need trust and love to begin with, and experience and 
skill to go on."

Eowyn glanced up, meeting Arwen's eyes. "I could try at least," she said.

Arwen glanced away. "It's not as easy as it sounds." Then back, impishly, 
"Or looks."

Eowyn laughed; she was beginning to see that this Queen of hers was no 
faraway elvish dreamer, but a mere being who could both appreciate a good 
joke, and wear it to death.

"How do you begin?" she asked, more confidently.

"Always with love, and never with fear," Arwen said. "I remember when 
Aragorn and I first made love in the gardens of Lothlorien, and I took 
charge, and he liked it."

Eowyn smiled briefly at the thought -- and memory -- of Aragorn, compliant 
to the wishes of a slender girl. He would like it, she thought.

"I was his first woman, as he was my first mortal," she continued. "Of 
course, I'd lived hundreds of years before he had even been born, so I, you 
could say, knew more."

Eowyn met Arwen's eyes again, laughing.

"Indeed, my lady!" Eowyn exclaimed.

"Much as I like that form of address," Arwen said smiling, "I must request 
that you treat me as your equal tonight. For have I not guessed your 
desires?"

"Have you?" Eowyn said, awkwardness returning.

Arwen laughed again. "Of course," she said. "You wish to...know more, as I 
might say."

"Well, yes," Eowyn said. "I do."

Arwen sighed. "An in-person demonstration is usually the best way to teach 
things of that sort." She glanced over at Eowyn sharply. "Unless you are 
uncomfortable with that?"

Eowyn looked back. "No, Arwen. Not at all."

******

(Next part coming soon)
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*******************

You lie here in my arms, limp. And for moments I curse the Force that took 
you away, then remember what I serve and quiet my raging mind.

You lie here. And the blood spreads out in a pool beneath you, so much 
blood. Your wound must have torn as you moved before you died. And the 
redness of it confuses me, so like the early morning sky we first made love 
under.

In all the galaxies, I thought once, there is nothing so hideous as 
something dead. And now I hold your flesh in my arms, the spirit gone, and I 
cling to what I cringe at. The body I loved is dead, and that is horrible, 
but I cannot let go of you.

I wonder for a second if my mind is merely raving; how would I know, alone 
in my thoughts for the first time in years? Without your steadying presence 
beside me?

So this is how I will look when I die. So cold. So *not* there. Looking 
exactly the same except for one huge difference that changes everything. No 
movement.

Dead. You are dead.

And I scream in my mind, searching, yearning, casting out for you through 
the Force, finding nothing.

"Master! Master! Where have you wandered? How could you leave me? I am 
yours, and if you are not, where am I?"

Nothing answers. It is this more than anything else that tells me you're 
really gone.

I will never sleep again. Or eat. I'm strongly considering never breathing 
another breath. Those things are such great weariness, ten thousand times 
harder without you here.

Master. Oh, please, Master. Wake up. You're not dead, you can't be dead. 
Dead is so final.

And all the fragile things I've been told about "becoming one with the 
Force" seem so helpless in the face of my loss. I can't feel you because 
you're part of something else, part of the Great Dance that holds the 
universe together.

And my madness says this: it's not fair. Not fair to take you away from me, 
whatever the good purpose intended. You're meant to be by my side, not far 
from me, in my mind and heart and body forever only. We should have died 
together.

No rest for me. No peace. Only fire and chaos in my heart, numbness in my 
body. So deep within myself searching for you, I doubt I'd move if you 
tapped me on the shoulder and whispered my name.

But you will not do that. You are dead.

I catch, this time, the grief-crazed circles my mind is going in, and pull 
myself up. Stop. Think about something else. I stand, lifting your body with 
the strength you gave me and the Force.

And I carry your body out of the melting pit area, thinking dutifully about 
something I can't trace back to you in six thoughts or less.

Farewell. I know some things now that I did not before I entered this 
battle. I am a whisper away from despair. And despair will be a fate worse 
than being one with the Force.

I will mark this day down as the day I first saw the true reality of the 
Darkness within me, not the Dark Side, but dark despair.

I'm marking your death down to learning. Your last lesson for me.
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Title: Whispered Dreams

Author: Amy Fortuna (peacefulpassion@hotmail.com)

Rating: PG

Category: Poetry, Romance

Archive: MA, SWAL, anywhere else please ask.

Summary: Qui-Gon thinks about Obi-Wan.

Feedback: Pleeease?

******************* 

sweet madness 
trying not to arch into your touch 
or lean into you at diplomatic dinners 
or brush against you and get hard 

lovely torture 
lying awake with aching arms wanting you 
or watching you move in supreme grace 
or dreaming of you day and night 

exquisite pain 
when you embrace me too briefly 
or when you win a practice fight 
or when you lay your cloak down at evening 

I love you 
thus every day is 
delight on the knife-edge 
dancing on the thin blade of desire 

******************* 
*smile*

==
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From: Amy Fortuna <peacefulpassion@aldar.net>

Title: Fateful Night

Author: Amy Fortuna (peacefulpassion@hotmail.com)

Rating: R

Category: Angst, POV

Disclaimer: Nothing in Gladiator belongs to me. Darn.

Archive: GoingGreek, GladiatorGrrls, Lust In The Dust, and anywhere else that wants it. If I might not know about your archive (don't have it on my links page), please email me with the URL before you archive this.

Series: Possible first in a two-part series.

Spoilers: Spoilers for Gladiator.

Summary: Cicero's POV of the events in the beginning of the movie.

Feedback: Thumbs WAY up.

Warnings: This is slash. Contains very vanilla sex. If these aren't your idea of bliss, don't read further.

Notes: My URL for Gladiator Slash is: http://www.geocities.com/gladslash

******************* 

I heard those words that condemned you and yet I cannot believe them. I am alone, all alone, in this dizzy world without you, only the tenous thread of your words holding me here. 

I clasped your knees last night, after you said that we might not be able to go home after all, and entreated you to say further. You raised me to my feet and kissed me for answer, whispering against my lips as we parted, "Come to bed."

And under the blankets, hands sliding across my skin, you told me in my ear, accompanied by tender kisses and harsh breathing, that the Emperor, Marcus Aurelius, had asked you to assume the powers of the Emperor after his death, but only until the Senate could regain full control of the government. That, the Emperor felt, would lessen the corruption of Rome. 

I listened in silence as you touched my body, touched the scar I'd taken for you, touched everywhere, the marks of my devotion to you making me writhe as you caressed them with fingers and tongue. 

And I kissed you back, mouth moving against yours, not as smoothly as I would liked, but you didn't seem to mind. I moved over you, hair falling into my eyes, as I whispered that your decision was mine, and I would follow you to Rome or to the ends of the earth. 

You said only, "My loyal one," wrestled me laughing beneath you, and kissed me long and hard, our erections sliding wetly together. 

After I had returned to my own bed, many kisses and caresses later, I snapped awake at the light that entered our tent.

You left hurriedly with Quintus, and I rose and dressed quickly. Something must be afoot in the camp, I thought, to drag you out of bed in the middle of the night. Well, my lord, whatever it was, I would be waiting for you here. 

But after a few minutes, you returned, anxiety written across your features, ordering me briskly to fetch the Senators Gaius and Falco. Glad I'd dressed warmly, I moved to obey you -- and was pushed aside by Quintus and several praetorians entering the tent. They arrested you, holding you back; I seized your sword and saw you shake your head at me. "No resistance, love," you mouthed at me -- and instantly shattered your own words when Quintus said coldly, "Your family will meet you in the afterlife." You leapt at him, I leapt too, but was thrown back to the ground, the sword in my hand. I sat down hard, head pounding, and they hustled you out of the tent.

Quintus turned to me then, malevolence in his eyes. 

"Slave," he said, "you've got a choice. Swear loyalty to your new Emperor, Commodus, or share your master's fate."

I hesitated for the merest second. I could not allow Marcus Aurelius' dream to die, if I was the only one to know it. 

"I swear loyalty to the Emperor, then," I said. But "The *true* emperor," I spoke in my heart. 

Quintus smiled. "Very well then. I'll allow you your life. You could be my servant," he added, a trace of a smirk in his voice.

I shook my head wearily, and he, thank all the gods, left the tent.

Numb with grief and cold, I got up from the ground, and gathered your precious things together, preparing to leave this place. 

Dead. You'd be dead, lord-love. I picked up the figurines of your wife and child, feeling a strange forboding fall over me. A band of praetorians galloped past on some errand, and suddenly I knew where they were bound. So your family was doomed to die too. 

How had I escaped the blood-purge? Quintus' fancy, I suppose. I cringed against the thought of that man touching me the way only you had. 

I sighed. The world was pale to me without you in it. For a moment the carving-knife looked like my destiny; I reached for it to plunge it into my breast, but drew back. No, not yet. Not yet. 

Instead I picked up a small piece of wood, and tried to carve a figure of you, but my hands, clumsy with cold, snapped it into several bits. 

Brushing the broken wood away, I saw morning's light begin to come into the tent. I knew then that you were dead. 

Gathering your *penates* together, I began then to prepare for the longest journey of my life. 

To Rome I'd go, and do what I could to carry out the true Emperor's dream.

==
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Meant To Be Together
http://www.geocities.com/peacefulpassion/jediwarn.html

_____________________________________________________________
Get Your Private, Free Email at http://mail.aldar.net



From DummyAddressAndDate Thu Sep 16 11:42:17 2010
X-Yahoo-Msgnum: 42
Return-Path: <peacefulpassion@hotmail.com>
Received: (qmail 30392 invoked from network); 6 Jun 2000 23:15:11 -0000
Received: from unknown (10.1.10.27) by m4.onelist.org with QMQP; 6 Jun 2000 23:15:11 -0000
Received: from unknown (HELO hotmail.com) (209.185.130.111) by mta2 with SMTP; 6 Jun 2000 23:15:11 -0000
Received: (qmail 91905 invoked by uid 0); 6 Jun 2000 23:15:11 -0000
Message-ID: <20000606231511.91904.qmail@hotmail.com>
Received: from 140.198.255.254 by www.hotmail.com with HTTP; Tue, 06 Jun 2000 16:15:11 PDT
To: fortuna_fic@egroups.com
Subject: FIC: For These Tired Eyes (1/?) Q/O
Date: Tue, 06 Jun 2000 16:15:11 PDT
Mime-Version: 1.0
Content-Type: text/plain; format=flowed
X-eGroups-From: "Amy Fortuna" <peacefulpassion@hotmail.com>
From: "Amy Fortuna" <peacefulpassion@aldar.net>

Title: For These Tired Eyes (WIP)

Author: Amy Fortuna (peacefulpassion@hotmail.com)

Rating: R

Category: Angst, Romance

Disclaimer: If my focus determined my reality, the Jedi boyz would be mine. 
Since it doesn't, George owns 'em.

Warnings: None.

Summary: Another "Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon get together right before doom" story.

Feedback: Is adored.

**********

"I take Anakin as my Padawan learner."

Obi-Wan's shields went down with an almost audible slam. If that's your 
choice, to abandon me, go ahead, Qui-Gon. The last thought slipped through 
and then Obi-Wan's face was completely unreadable.

"A Padawan you already have, Master Qui-Gon. Impossible it is, to take on a 
second," Yoda said, looking at Obi-Wan, perhaps understanding the struggle 
in the Padawan's eyes.

"The Code forbids it," Mace Windu said flatly.

"Obi-Wan is ready..." Qui-Gon breathed, half turning toward his closed-off 
Padawan.

Perhaps it would be better to just get it over with, just leave...

"I am ready to face the trials," Obi-Wan stated, moving forward a few steps, 
glancing at his Mas-no, former Master. A look passed between them, and 
briefly, Obi-Wan let Qui-Gon see how hurt he was. Silence fell again in the 
Council room.

"Our own counsel we will keep on who is ready," Mace Windu said. "We will 
deal with this matter later. For now, you must go back to Naboo."

***************************

The door of the Council room closed as Obi-Wan walked with Qui-Gon and 
Anakin out the door.  Qui-Gon was very frustrated, tension plainly seen on 
his face.

"Qui-Gon, sir," Anakin said. "Where are we going now?"

"Back to Senator Palpatine's palace. You and Jar-Jar will stay there. 
Obi-Wan and I are going home to our Coruscant apartment."

"Oh," Anakin just answered, surprisingly, as Obi-Wan had expected a protest.

Anakin was delivered into the care of Rabe, one of the Queen's handmaidens, 
as the Queen had not yet returned from her Senate appearance.

This is rather odd behavior for Qui-Gon, to just leave Anakin, the Chosen 
One, practically by himself in this palace!

"Anakin will be safe enough here for tonight," Qui-Gon answered Obi-Wan's 
thought. "You and I must discuss something, and I thought it would be best 
to talk in our own home."

Obi-Wan looked questioningly at him. Oh, he's going to finally get around to 
telling me that he doesn't want me anymore-like I didn't know that already!

*********************************

Qui-Gon stepped into their home, turning on the lights and taking off his 
cloak and hood. Obi-Wan, looking rather small and frightened, followed, 
dropping onto the couch in a gesture of complete exhaustion. Qui-Gon then 
walked over and sat beside him, not too close, but close enough to talk.

"Obi-Wan..." he said, voice low and pleading. "Obi-Wan, I'm sorry. I was 
wrong to want Anakin trained so badly. I forgot about you, my padawan...I 
never even considered your feelings, that you might think I was rejecting 
you for him. Isn't that what you felt?"

Obi-Wan nodded silently, his jaw set and still. He was not about to let this 
go unexcused.

"Obi-Wan..." Qui-Gon said again. "Obi-Wan, let me in...I can't stand to live 
without you...I can't breathe without you...I would never reject you for 
anyone, Chosen One or not...I love you..."

A small gesture, and Obi-Wan was pressed against him, eyes staring into his. 
His hands went up in a timeless motion, hair caressed and face touched 
lightly.

The words were painfully soft.

"You...love me? Why?"

Qui-Gon stared for a moment; could the boy not see his own beauty? Not only 
of body, but also of mind and spirit?

"Obi-Wan, you...are very wonderful. Who could not love you?"

"I didn't think you could..."

"Apparently, Obi, I can." Dryly. And they caught themselves, laughing.

*************

"I thought you were going to reject me, Master," Obi-Wan said a few minutes 
later. "Thought you were going to tell me my...time with you was over...that 
you were going to take Anakin as your Padawan and I'd be pushed into taking 
the Trials and, despite what I said, I'm not really ready yet."

This was stated half-despairing, tinged with a hint of fear. The Trials were 
not to be attempted by anyone who did not feel ready. By declaring that he 
was indeed ready to face the Trials, Obi-Wan could be called upon to take 
them any day now, at the Council's command.

Qui-Gon fairly pulled his Padawan into his arms and laid his own face 
against the young man's shoulder.

"Obi-Wan, I'm sorry for that too."

Obi-Wan pulled away a bit. "I know--you didn't mean...but I, Qui-Gon, I love 
you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you."

Qui-Gon looked up. "Padawan, you never cease--"

Then pulled him down and kissed him deeply, finishing the sentence through 
their bond.

/To amaze me./

tbc
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Title: Darkness Closing In

Author: Amy Fortuna (peacefulpassion@hotmail.com)

Rating: PG

Category: Poetry

Disclaimer: Lucas owns Obi-Wan. If I only had the money, I'd buy him. 

Archive: MA, SWAL, anywhere else please ask.

Summary: Obi-Wan fleeing.

Feedback: Please?

******************* 

Steady as a drumbeat
it advances
covering all lands

I am alone
waging war against 
the universe.

I am alone
I that am 
wanted by a million worlds
and not for my body
for my soul
held to the Light.

No one I can trust now --
death the only thing to desire

Will there ever be a day that 
I can breathe free?

My life should have been simple
not so complicated

I that was once clean
now am soiled with the 
dirt from a hundred worlds --
covered also in reproach and grief.

Can you help me?

==
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Meant To Be Together
http://www.geocities.com/peacefulpassion/jediwarn.html

_____________________________________________________________
Get Your Private, Free Email at http://mail.aldar.net



From DummyAddressAndDate Thu Sep 16 11:42:17 2010
X-Yahoo-Msgnum: 44
Return-Path: <peacefulpassion@aldar.net>
Received: (qmail 27432 invoked from network); 7 Jun 2000 23:46:47 -0000
Received: from unknown (10.1.10.26) by m1.onelist.org with QMQP; 7 Jun 2000 23:46:47 -0000
Received: from unknown (HELO omta02.mta.everyone.net) (216.200.145.35) by mta1 with SMTP; 7 Jun 2000 23:46:47 -0000
Received: from sitemail.everyone.net (reports [216.200.145.62]) by omta02.mta.everyone.net (Postfix) with ESMTP id 1BC491C2438; Wed,  7 Jun 2000 16:46:47 -0700 (PDT)
Received: by sitemail.everyone.net (Postfix, from userid 60001) id F36D5B09D; Wed,  7 Jun 2000 16:46:46 -0700 (PDT)
Content-Type: text/plain
Content-Disposition: inline
Mime-Version: 1.0
X-Mailer: MIME-tools 4.104 (Entity 4.117)
Date: Wed, 7 Jun 2000 16:46:46 -0700 (PDT)
To: master_apprentice@egroups.com, fortuna_fic@egroups.com, swal@egroups.com
Subject: POEM: Colors Of A Love
Reply-To: peacefulpassion@hotmail.com
X-Originating-Ip: [140.198.255.254]
Message-Id: <20000607234646.F36D5B09D@sitemail.everyone.net>
From: Amy Fortuna <peacefulpassion@aldar.net>

Title: Colors Of A Love

Author: Amy Fortuna (peacefulpassion@hotmail.com)

Rating: PG-13

Category: Poetry

Archive: MA and SWAL, anywhere else please ask.

Summary: Just a poem. Lots of pretty colors.

Feedback: Is like a rainbow in Arizona -- always desired!

Notes: A happy poem for those who compla -- errr, requested one.

******************* 

golden whispers under summer sun
your breath makes my ear tickle
and the sensation goes straight south

silver hair under moonlit night
your words are filled with lust
and my response is all you want

blue lake under blue sky
you splash me laughing
and that leads to so much more

green grass on a quiet hillside
you watch me pretend to sleep 
and I watch you watching me instead

red flowers are arousing
you tell me mischievously
and I buy it I buy them

white snow on this planet
you are wearied from journeying
and we fall together for warmth

black night no stars over us
you kiss me without sight
and we embrace blindly desperately

color is such a frail thing
you say but I say not so
and you smile against my skin
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Title: While You Were Sleeping

Author: Amy Fortuna (peacefulpassion@hotmail.com)

Rating: PG

Category: POV

Disclaimer: Xani's not mine. Darn.

Archive: Anywhere that wants it, just keep this header intact.

Spoilers: For JA series.

Summary: Xanatos comes to a choice.

Feedback: Pleeeease!

Notes: Kind of inspired by "Rest Stop," by matchbox twenty.

Just a very short POV idea I couldn't get rid of.

******************* 

I was wondering, Master, do you know who I am? Do you know me? The real me, not this face I throw out for your approval? 

Do you have any idea what stirs in my body, what motivates me, what makes me your padawan? 

Well. I don't know either. 

And as we sit here in this rescue pod, on our way to Telos, I wonder about myself. Who am I? Who are you? What have you to do with me?

You're my master and I'm your padawan. I suppose you'd call me your friend too. What does that mean? 

I watch you sleeping, your face relaxed in dreams. What are you dreaming? 

Who cares? Does it really matter? It's not about me, Master, unless you've lied. You don't love me, you never have. Not really. 

Oh, you *say* you do, you say, you say! 

It's just not the right kind of love. Not the kind I want. 

I want you, Master. I've wanted you since, oh, the dawn of time, I think. And I've always been denied. 

While you were sleeping, Master, I came to a conclusion. I'd better end this quick. Or I could panic. I don't want to be your padawan anymore. 

In fact, I'm having strong feelings about my place in the Jedi. I'm too good for them. Too strong. They envy me. 

While you were sleeping, Master, I came to this decision: sorry, the life of a Jedi isn't for me. 

It'll be over as soon as we reach the planet. 
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Inspired by the recent discussion on master_apprentice about the 
disappearance of a great slash author.
******
By Any Other Name
Amy Fortuna

Summary: Reasons why I write under a pseudonym, and why I intend to keep it 
that way.
******

The first thing I did, when I decided that the slash fanfiction world was 
something I wanted to get involved in, was choose a new name. I was no 
newcomer to the Internet when I discovered slash, and had email accounts 
under both my real name and another pseudonym already.

For the slash universe I felt, I needed a brand-new name, one that could not 
be connected to my real identity by any casual search.

I did this for three reasons: one, to prevent my parents, friends, or 
whoever else might be interested, from plugging in my real name on a search 
engine and getting the shock of their lives when they find my slash stories. 
If I tell people I write slash, I want to tell them, not have them discover 
it as the result of a search.

The second reason is to avoid being the target of homophobia and ignorance, 
and to keep my real identity from falling into the wrong hands.

If I had used my real name, in the future it might have been difficult to 
get a job, if the person hiring me were homophobic, or merely didn't want an 
employee's name connected with adult fanfiction.

This is also why I usually use the computers at my school; the account 
cannot be traced for certain back to me without quite a bit of difficulty. 
It's also why I use webmail, and do not open any attachments unless I'm 
certain the person who sent it to me is trustworthy and knows what they 
sent.

The third reason is to prevent my Internet friends, who know me under other 
pseudonyms or perhaps my real name, from finding out my slash identity.

And as well, there are a few other reasons why I am so protective of my real 
name. I live in a conservative family, and my grandmother knows how to use 
the Internet. I'd rather she not have a heart attack from shock should she 
accidentally discover that I write "gay erotica."

Add to that the fact that my last name is a bit unusual, and easy to 
remember. It's not Smith or Johnson!

Add to that the fact that my family comes from a long line of staunch 
conservatives. Most of the listings of my real name on the Internet are in 
genealogy charts. I can find only one instance where my real name is 
actually me, and I'd like to keep it that way.

Okay, so, yes, I have told a few people both my real name and my slash name. 
Others I have chosen not to tell, or not to tell yet. Some it was rather 
necessary to tell, others it just doesn't seem to matter all that much. All 
in all, over ten months and having met as many other slashers as I have, I 
believe I've done pretty well.

I chose the name "Amy Fortuna," because it means "loved" (ami in French) "of 
fortune" (fortuna in Latin). In other words, lucky. Amy is also a very, very 
common name in the fanfiction world, and there seems to be safety in 
numbers.

Thus far I have considered myself not only lucky in the slash world, but 
positively blessed. My real name is almost completely hidden, yet I can 
enjoy all the benefits of writing for pure enjoyment (and feedback, can't 
forget the feedback).

I have been lucky; unfortunately others have not. And after recent talk of a 
wonderful author who was forced to withdraw her stories from the Internet 
after someone, whether carelessly or maliciously, "outed" her identity in a 
chatroom, I've been wondering how I would feel, should my "real" identity 
ever become known without my permission.

Well -- betrayed, angry, suspicious, hurt, frightened, and terrified are all 
adjectives that come to mind. I can tell you, it would be a long time before 
I dared post again.

My real name is important to me as a person. It is not important to me as a 
slash writer. In fanfiction, it doesn't really matter who the author is, 
only that the author is writing wonderful stories. Also, how I choose to 
identify myself is not as important as what I write.

As Shakespeare said "What's in a name?" A slash writer by any other name 
would write as well.

In the end, my identity, I've discovered, is not my name, but who I am. My 
name may change, but who I am (slashiness and all) will always be the same. 
It's me, no matter what name you call me by.
________________________________________________________________________
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******************* 

I travelled with the army to Ostia, where they would stay until the new Emperor thought up some campaign; as for me, my days in the army were over. 

Emperor Commodus had appointed a favorite of his, Gaius Catullus, to be general of the army. I was left alone, unmolested, except for my few friends.

I carried your figurines in a small bag next my heart. I had been able to save little enough from what was yours.

>From Ostia, as spring came creeping over the lands, I went north to Rome. The new Emperor was then preparing for games of some kind; there had never been such crowded roads on the way to Rome.

Walking under the sunny sky on the road, I found time to think of you, Maximus, and to remember, and to miss you.

Oh, the days when we fought together as equals, before I saved your life at the cost of my fighting skills, and became unfit to do anything more than serve you. 

It had been a battle axe, flying toward you, murderous hate behind it, and I had seen, and the universe had slowed down, and I had stepped in front of you, taking the dull edge of the axe on my jaw, that had crippled me. 

I could not speak for weeks after, and to this day I speak with an effort only. My devotion to you was certain; my very speech bore the marks of my love. 

And other battles. I had taken so many blows for you, cuts to the thigh and arm, bruises to the face, that you began in jest to call me your shield.

It was then, in our youth, my face still unmarred, that you took me as your lover. You, my Maximus, rising young soldier, took me, the private who would never rise above that position, to be yours in heart and bed. 

You were not yet married then, but the marriage had been arranged. She was, you told me, of Spanish descent, her family wealthy farmers. And no, you'd never yet seen her, so how could you love her?

Well, duty to your family is duty, Maximus, I had said to you. But Rome will not let you leave her wars for long and I will be here when you return. 

And that was true enough. Somehow, love sparked between you and your wife, but it was a love I did not need to be jealous of, for you soon returned to the army and to me, eyes bright with the hope of a son on the way. 

Things went on just the same until I nearly died that day for you. I was certain, dim with fever and pain, that you, who loved beauty, would never want me now. You disabused me of that notion with a kiss to my healing face, in front of all in the tent. I think if I had not been in so much pain, I would have blushed.

After that, never fear the gossip's tongues, you took me home. And the woman I dreaded meeting turned out to become a friend, laughingly calling me her "brother." You were in love with both of us, Maximus, and those were some of the happiest days of my life, slowly learning to kiss and speak again on your Trujillo farm.

And now you, and beautiful Selene, and your young boy, were dead. My instincts had been right; the praetorians were bound for your home. 

Of all the terrible things I had seen or imagined in my life, that must be the worst. 

So many happy days were spent there. And when we were preparing to return to Rome's army, you asked me a question I had not dared to consider before: did I wish to fight again?

At the very idea of fighting, my mind was overcome with terrifying images of pain. I mutely shook my head and you seemed to understand. 

"Well, dear Cicero, my shield, I do seem to be in need of one thing."

My eyes asked what that could be.

"Be my servant. You will always be my equal to me, but you may now shield me in other ways in this."

I smiled assent, and you kissed me. Truth to tell, I would have done anything just to be near you.

Back at the army camp, things did not go so smoothly at first. Your second in command, Quintus, began to be condescending to me, and some of the other soldiers, resenting my closeness to their General, began to refer to me as "Maximus' dog." 

Trapped in slow speech, I could not settle the matter in words, and did not wish to use force -- there were too many of them anyway.

So I bore the insults with patience. And all too soon they let themselves be trapped in their own folly; they taunted me, not knowing that you were within hearing inside the tent. 

You roared out, love, like a tiger protecting a kit. I have never felt so happy to be allied with you. 

They trembled, and slunk away like the dogs they were, proverbial tails between legs. You drew me inside the tent and proceeded to devour me, as I arched into your touch, begging helplessly for more of you, all of you. 

That day of all days was my happiest.

And that had been nearly three years ago. The world had changed since then, and you who I had always loved, lay dead. 

I looked up to see the walls of Rome ahead. With your love to be *my* shield, and our history of devotion, how could I fail in my task?

******************* 

Coming soon: No Easy Way Out
Don't forget to send feedback! peacefulpassion@hotmail.com

==
"Mere clay cannot kiss forever." --Only Light 
Meant To Be Together
http://www.geocities.com/peacefulpassion/jediwarn.html
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******************* 

Entering the city I took on the guise of a beggar. I had a little money, of course, but I felt I might need that for more important things than food and lodging.

I knew no one in Rome at all, so for two days I merely wandered about the city streets, taking in the atmosphere. 

Underneath their gaity, many people had despair hidden, and I even talked to some who complained about basic needs such as sanitation and water flow. I was sure Rome was ripe for revolution, if the means could only be found.

On the afternoon of the third day, the news flying winged through the city reached me -- you were alive!

Alive! And for the first time in years I felt dizzy, but this was a pleasant dizzyness.

Alive! Maximus, how could I have doubted you for one moment? No German band had attacked your praetorian murderers, you had overcome them yourself.

And then I listened to what the rest of my eager informant was telling me.

You were a gladiator. Oh gods. And my heart sunk again just as it had been lifted. A gladiator. For a brief moment my mind calculated the odds that you'd stay alive long enough for me to even exchange one word with you, then I deliberately erased the forboding from my mind. 

My general, my love, you could do it. The man who could survive a death sentence and four praetorians could surely stay alive another day. 

Later that day, I walked casually near the Colosseum, where the gladiators, they said, were. Glancing into the cages where they were kept -- a cage for Rome's victor at Vindobona! -- I tried to see if I could even catch a glimpse of you. 

Nothing. 

So the next day, bright and early, I took my seat in Colosseum, hoping against hope that you'd fight today, hoping desperately that you'd be the winner. 

Most of the earlier events bored me. Such carnage. Wasted life. All for a game, not even a battle. 

And finally that announcer pompously proclaimed the entrance of Tigris of Gaul. I, along with the rest of the crowd, waited to see what his opponent would be like. 

And you walked out.

Oh, love, so beautiful. And I restrained myself from moving down to the edge of the arena and throwing my body at you.

The living, breathing you here -- and I'd thought you dead! 

I kept my expression carefully schooled, giving away by not a hint, not a look, that I knew and loved you. 

Along with the crowd, I gasped in horror as you fought with the giant and four tigers. 

And when it was over, I watched you fight a greater battle; one with yourself. I could not hear what Commodus said, but I could guess -- he wanted you dead. A sword-swipe from a praetorian, or several of them, would work, but there must be cause. 

I am sure he taunted you, love. I do not want to know what foul things he said to you. 

In any case, you spoke soft words to him, then turned and walked away. The crowd roared for their new conquering hero. 

And I -- I left, heading for the street. I wanted to see you closer, my lord. To maybe even speak with you.

In the crowd you saw me and we clasped hands briefly. I managed to get your ancestral figures out from my bosom and hand them to you in the press. 

Late that afternoon, I made my way to where you were kept. Love and desire swept over me in great waves as we held hands through the bars for several moments, talking swiftly, quietly. 

I promised to return when I had faithfully carried out your wishes. Maybe we could even spend a little more time together then. 

*******
So, do Cicero and Maximus get to, er, spend time together? Find out in "Straight Out From Underneath," coming soon to a list near you!

Remember, feedback motivates! peacefulpassion@hotmail.com

==
"Mere clay cannot kiss forever." --Only Light 
Meant To Be Together
http://www.geocities.com/peacefulpassion/jediwarn.html
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*******************

I whispered your name and you snapped awake as you always did, hand reaching 
for my throat.

"My lord! Maximus!" I said again. Then your eyes cleared and you knew me.

"Cicero, love," you whispered. And then you were pulling me down into your 
kiss.

No more words were spoken after that, just a frantic shared desire, quiet as 
possible, clumsily half removing clothes, and at last your skin under mine, 
warm and sweet.

Desperately aware of the other men sleeping just a few feet away, we were 
almost utterly silent, keeping our moans muffled against each other's 
bodies, mouths and bodies pressed together hard.

It was a graceless fumbling in the dark, but a fully satisfying fumbling 
nonetheless, and we sighed, sinking against each other, when it was over.

"My Cicero," you whispered. "How did you get in?"

"Your 'keeper' will do anything for money," I shrugged, smiling against your 
skin. And I thought to myself, remembering the customs the local women used 
to get to great champions, rich women may pay to be pleasured by you, but, 
it seems, *I* pay to pleasure you.

"When do I get out of here?" was your next question.

"Two nights from now," I said. "It's been arranged. I'll have horses by the 
city wall, and we'll away to Ostia. All you need to do, my Maximus, is stay 
alive, and meet me there at midnight."

He considered for a moment. "Will the money to free me get to Proximo before 
that?"

"Yes," I said. The Lady Lucilla would take care of that.

We fell silent for a few minutes, our hearts beating against each other.

"I mourned your wife and son," I said at last. "I loved them."

"I know you did, Cicero," you said. "How did you escape death yourself?"

I shuddered. "Quintus' favor," I whispered. And I had to stay alive for you, 
I thought.

"Well, then I have something to thank him for," you said. "Although I doubt 
he let you live out of any true love for me."

"No, nor me," I said. "He offered to take me as his servant. He called me 
slave."

"And you refused."

"Of course," I answered. "The only man I will ever serve in any way lies in 
my arms tonight."

You smiled. "Not for much longer, love, we've things to do. And I've got to 
be alert tomorrow."

And I cannot be there to shield you, I thought.

"My lord. Farewell, then. May your dreams be sweet."

I moved out of your arms, and with a final farewell kiss, gave you my 
promise that I would not fail you. I would never fail you.

"I'll see you -- soon, Cicero," you whispered to me, our mouths a breath 
apart. I kissed you again quickly, smiled, and slipped out of the room 
silent as moonlight.

*****

The day dawned bright and beautiful. I had so much to do! Horses, must get 
horses. I traded the last of my few gold pieces for them, joking with the 
seller. You would conquer, we would be living under the rule of true 
humanity from now on, and we could then be together forever.

I indulged in a bit of dreaming, wondering where we'd go. To Spain. Perhaps 
even back to your destroyed farm. We could make it beautiful again -- erase 
all the terrifying memories of fear and pain.

Grapes and olives would be springing up there soon enough. And I smiled as I 
remembered the harvest days in your home, so filled with light and laughter 
and joy.

Your wife and son would not be there, and that was the only thing that I 
mourned.

The day went by on winged feet.

Late in the afternoon, I received a cryptic message from the Lady Lucilla's 
handmaiden. It merely said: "He suspects. Tonight instead."

Tonight then. We'd flee Rome together, escaping the savage bonds of the 
arena. I could not wait to see you again.

Night.

Late night, and I gathered all my things together, the horses as well. 
Making my way to our appointed meeting place, just outside the city walls, I 
sat quietly for a few minutes, listening to a late bird sing outside the 
city.

And something went very, very wrong.

My senses pricked up, my spine went shivery. That was no bird singing. Oh 
gods.

I scarce had time to breathe another breath before an arm was flung over my 
mouth. I gasped in surprise.

"In league with Maximus -- here he is!" the man who had me by the throat 
called out.

Words fled my body. For a terrified moment I could not have spoken if I had 
tried to.

Then I gathered myself together.

"You must be mistaken," I protested, but the words sounded hollow even to 
me.

"No mistake, dog," the man said. And suddenly I recognized him -- one of the 
group of soldiers who had so tormented me long ago.

"Oh," I whispered, praying to whatever diety was listening that they would 
only kill me.

The man tied a rope around my neck, attaching it to a tree branch high 
above.

"Slave, you startle this horse, or try to go anywhere, and you're dead." He 
paused, raking me with his eyes. "Pity. Would have liked to get your clothes 
off once. Always did have a fancy for men tied up. But we don't have time 
for that."

Through my terror I breathed a sigh of relief. At least I would not be raped 
before I died.

The man, and any others that may have been with him, disappeared into the 
night.

Those few moments were the most terrifying of my life. What could I do? What 
could I do to save you -- you who were undoubtedly approaching this trap I 
formed an unwilling part of?

I had no time to think -- I could see your armor glint as you silently 
walked out of the tunnel.

And suddenly I knew what I could do.

"Maximus!" I yelled, my heart in my words, a shout of warning, of terror, a 
battle cry.

You paused for a instant. The horse I was sitting on, startled by my sudden 
scream, leapt away, and pain shot through my bones as the rope tied around 
my neck yanked me up.

You raced to me, holding my legs still. I had failed to even warn you.

"I'm sorry," I rasped out. At least I would die with your arms around me and 
your eyes locked onto mi--.

The world went black, and I fell into a faint darkness, the pain fading.

*******

Well, I just can't *leave* it there, now can I?
Epilogue: Rays of Eternity will be approaching your inbox in a few moments.
Feedback is always loved. peacefulpassion@hotmail.com
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*******

I opened my eyes, startled to find myself lying underneath a spreading green 
tree, completely at peace, no pain anywhere in my body. I tenatively moved 
to sit up. For moments my thought was that I had fallen asleep on your 
Trujillo farm, and that you would come find me soon enough.

Then memory flooded back, and I recoiled in horror. So I was dead then. And 
what of you -- were you still forced to walk alive in the cruel world I had 
left behind?

So this was Elysium. What beauty! Cool green trees and just beyond them a 
meadow filled with wheat and long bright grass.

I lay under the tree for a while longer, so busy watching the birds flit to 
and fro and the light twinkle on the leaves that I did not look up until I 
heard the crunch of gravel. I looked up then and saw -- you!

With a cry of joyful welcome, I leaped to my feet and rushed toward you, 
holding out my hands. You took them and drew me into your arms, both of us 
laughing.

And at that moment I knew my happiness lay in only one place, now and 
forever, in your arms.

I was content.

*******
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********

The universe tilted; Aragorn felt himself falling, falling. And then his 
downward progress was impeded by something soft, some kind of cushion.

Looking up, Aragorn found himself sitting on a chair in a brightly lit room. 
This place was so strange -- what for instance, did that small white box 
with some kind of screen across the room serve? It looked like an odd 
version of a palantir. He appeared to be alone, so he ventured to stand. 
There was so much noise too, low humms, and higher-pitched drones -- 
something flying over his head?

He stepped toward the window, noting that even here, wherever "here" was, 
there were curtains, and windows behind them. He drew the curtain aside and 
looked out.

The sight made him dizzy; he moved back. Beneath him yawned a great chasm, 
not made of rock, but of metal. Light glinted off the surfaces, throwing 
sunlight into his face. The cliffs plunged straight down, straighter than 
anything he had ever seen before. Dots, some very small, some larger, moved 
about among them. They must be airships, he thought. Qui-Gon spoke of them 
once, said he was glad to get away from them.

As though that was a thought to conjure with, the door clicked and opened, 
moving not inward, but into the wall. Aragorn took a step toward it, hand 
going to his side, remembering too late he had no sword.

Qui-Gon entered, caught a glimpse of Aragorn's bewildered face, and smiled.

"I sensed you all the way in the Council meeting and came as quickly as I 
could," he said. "I hope my world hasn't confused you too much."

Aragorn smiled back, and they embraced briefly. "Well, yes, I am confused. 
Now I know how you must have felt in my world for the first time."

Qui-Gon laughed. "Your world is relatively simple for a trained diplomat. 
But, having seen your world, I know that mine may appear strange to you. It 
is quite unnatural, I know."

That remark brought something back to Aragorn's mind.

"Those cliffs, those straight cliffs which glint in the sun -- what are 
they?"

Qui-Gon smiled. "Buildings, my Aragorn."

The look on Aragorn's confused face spoke for him. "Can man truly make such 
things?"

Qui-Gon raised his eyebrows, trying hard not to laugh. "Yes, Aragorn. But 
that is a small matter."

*****

Several hours and cultural explanations later, Qui-Gon and Aragorn found 
themselves laughing on the couch, joking about small things.

And in the midst of their laughter, there was a knock on the door.

Qui-Gon went to the door, opening it to reveal the small figure of Master 
Yoda.

"Master?" he asked.

"See who your friend is, I must," declared Yoda, thumping into the room.

Aragorn stared. "It talks," he said at last.

Qui-Gon leaned his head on the closed door, his whole body shaking with 
supressed laughter.

"Talk, I do," Master Yoda said, stick held in the defensive position.

Aragorn brushed an errant strand of hair away from his face. "I never 
thought...you look like a small troll, but if Qui-Gon lets you in here, you 
must be Good."

Yoda whacked Aragorn once hard across the shins; Aragorn quietly drew his 
feet up onto the couch. "Good, I am. Of the Light, though padawans often 
believe this do not."

Qui-Gon, recovering from his fit of, errrr, coughing, turned round.

"Aragorn, this is Master Yoda," he said, as always doing the introduction 
reversed. "My master, this is my dear friend, Aragorn."

"Your friend, is he?"

Qui-Gon nodded, guiltly.

"More than friendship I sense here."

Aragorn and Qui-Gon happened to catch each other's eye over the master's 
head, and they both burst out laughing uncontrollably.

And in that moment, Aragorn, remembering the quirky Gandalf, knew that 
wherever fate led him, the people would be the same.
________________________________________________________________________
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******************* 

"I love you, Obi-Wan." 

I had heard those words for the first time in too long, as a lightsaber blade slashed through my body, and I fell backward, the universe fading, into the arms of my Qui-Gon. 

Such happiness was a gift. A gift of moments, for my journey was not yet over. Qui-Gon whispered a few words of love and devotion to me, then proceeded to tell me my further task. 

It seemed that dying had been for nothing. I was to watch over Luke until the fight for Balance was over. I could not be with Qui-Gon forever until I had also settled my own Darkness. 

And with those words, and an injunction to hurry, my lover faded away into the pale air. 

I glanced around. The world I so recently had inhabited was still there, but was dim. My body was the only real thing, the only thing I could touch. 

I could travel anywhere in a thought. I used this to good purpose, staying with Luke, often speaking to him, wondering if he heard me or not. When Luke slept, I felt drawn to go elsewhere...to see just what was happening in the rest of the universe. 

What I found frightened me. The Sith with their swords had all but destroyed beautiful Coruscant, the gem of the galaxy. The Temple had been raided, plundered time and again, and ultimately leveled. Only a few Jedi were left.

Master Yoda, to my surprise, was one of them. We shared conversation and wonderment about the fate of the universe. I was not the only one, I discovered, who was waiting for Balance. 

He seemed to know about Luke Skywalker already, but when I questioned him as to how, he merely nodded. And then I realized that Qui-Gon must have told him -- Qui-Gon, who seemed to be managing the fate of the Jedi of the Light. I smiled. 

And so the years, or whatever they counted as time, went by and I stood behind Luke as he was brought to the Emperor, the cause of all my pain. I could only watch, of course, the battle was Luke's to fight and win -- I could not speak to him now. 

As the conversation between Luke, Darth Vader, and Palpatine unfolded, I felt myself being torn in two. Part of me wanted Luke to attack *now*, kill that deathly evil being, kill my former padawan, bring justice to the galaxy. Death was what they deserved. 

But the part of me that was tied to the Light rebelled. Evil was everywhere. To kill this part of it would do little good. And Luke was not ordained to fight *my* battles, avenge me, or Qui-Gon, but to do what he, as a Jedi, deemed right.

And so Luke made his decision. 

"I am a Jedi, as my father was before me," he said. And only then I saw his greatness. 

He was not concerned with the destruction of evil. He merely wanted to save his father. Where I had seen fear and hatred, he saw potential love.

I was ashamed of myself. For years my only thought had been revenge. No wonder Anakin had turned into Darth Vader, with me as his master. 

Swift tears sparked behind my eyes as I watched the end of their confrontation; something I could never have foreseen, my Anakin facing his Darkness and winning. 

Palpatine's destruction...I was avenged then. But it meant nothing to me except grief that he too could not be redeemed. There was no triumph in my eyes.

And when Anakin died, the light intensified as he stood before me, looking like a youth just Knighted.

"Master," he said. "I'm..."

He broke off and laid his hands on his face. "What have I done all these years?" he whispered brokenly. 

My throat choked up, and before I could think better of it, I was at his side, my arms around him. 

"No, Anakin, no. You have nothing to repent of...you've already done all that...."

I took his hands from his face and held them between mine. 

"What is behind is only shadows and dust, beautiful ones," we heard a voice behind us say. Turning as one, we saw Qui-Gon, hands outstretched to each of us. "Welcome home."

We stepped forward, and he took our hands in his, leading us where we knew not. 

"I have plans for you, love," my master whispered in my ear, and I blushed.

There my tale ends, or maybe only begins.

==

==
"Mere clay cannot kiss forever." --Only Light 
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Distance Of Devotion
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senseless burning in my devotion
I freeze inside the heat of pain
and I am alone in the crowds
mind racing with feelings 
I'll never give away

you are steady in one heart
like a candle that sets a
forest aflame you are the fire
I am only the wax 
melted by your touch

we travel the distant worlds
in search of the fire of life
only to realize that in you and me
is one stark realness in the night
one small fire burning in the rain

==
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If you haven't read this book in your childhood, or even if you did 
read it, go get it. It's one of my favorites. How else can you
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why I'm slashing it to pieces? *g*

Here's the Gutenburg URL: 
http://sailor.gutenberg.org/etext94/gardn10.txt

It's not underage -- Dickon's twenty and Colin's eighteen.

****
Title: So Complicated

Author: Amy Fortuna (peacefulpassion@aldar.net)

Fandom: The Secret Garden -- yeah, *that* secret garden. The one by 
Frances Hodgson Burnett. 

Disclaimer: Public domain work -- don't need one.
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Rating: PG
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****

"Sick. Wrong." 

Dickon split the last piece of wood using much more force than he 
normally did. Chips went flying, sprayed over the dirt. He watched 
them skitter away, wishing he could banish his thoughts so easily. 

A single moment of that day kept coming over and over again into his 
mind. Colin, asleep, nude on his bed, laid across it like a strap of 
leather, so slender, hair mussed on the pillow. Dickon, entering the 
open door without knocking, had watched for a stunned second and 
retreated quickly, closing the door quietly behind him.

Health had returned several years earlier, but Colin was never 
perfectly well. That morning he, Dickon, and Mary had spent several 
hours together, working in the garden. Colin had done more than
anyone 
else -- it was no wonder he was exhausted after lunch. 

At twenty, Dickon was the head gardener of Misselthwaite, the
youngest 
to ever be chosen for the job. After Mr. Craven's death two years 
earlier, the former head gardener resigned to go back to London. Ben 
Weatherstaff would have gladly taken the job, had he not been almost 
confined to his bed by rheumatism. Shortly put, there was no one
else. 

Dickon was not like the other head gardeners of past years. But then, 
the master was not like masters of other years either. Class not 
mattering much to Colin and Dickon, they had kept their friendship 
steady through the last six years, with barely a quarrel to mar it.

Mary was still at Misselthwaite, acting the part of mistress to the 
house. Under her hand, the dour house had become a place of light and 
laughter again. Most of the servants had it rumored that Colin and 
Mary were engaged, though no ring had as yet appeared on her finger. 

Certainly all three loved each other deeply, but today was the first 
time that Dickon had suspected that he might feel more for Colin than 
the affection of a friend and servant. 

"Admit it, Sowerby," he said to himself, picking up wood and laying
it 
into a wagon. "You love him." 

He shook his head. "It's wrong. I can't." 

And he walked back to the big house to share another evening of 
talking and planning gardens with Colin and Mary, secretly both 
dreading it and trembling with excitement.
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I've added this to my website -- thought y'all might enjoy it. ;-)

Title: To Slash Or Not To Slash: A Parody of Hamlet
Author: Amy Fortuna, with kudos to Shakespeare.

To slash, or not to slash- that is the question: 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous plot bunnies 
Or to take pen against a sea of angst, 
And by writing end them. 

To write - to slash. 
To slash - perchance to dream of feedback: ay, there's the rub! 
For in that writing of slash what dreams of feedback may come 
When we have shuffled off these mortal expectations, 
Must give us pause. There's the respect 
That makes calamity of so long slashing. 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 
Th' oppressor's flames, the professional writer's contumely, 
The pangs of despis'd love, the fear of the law, 
The insolence of faint praise, and the spurns 
That patient merit of th' unworthy takes, 
When she herself might her quietus make 
By setting down her pen? Who would these fardels bear, 
To grunt and sweat under a weary story, 
But that the dread of something after slashing- 
The undiscover'd country of boredom, from whose bourn 
No traveller returns - puzzles the will, 
And makes us rather bear those ills we have 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscience does make writers of us all, 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought, 
And enterprises of great pith and moment 
With this regard their currents turn awry 
And lose the name of action. 

Soft you now - the fair Obi-Wan! 
Qui-Gon's lover, in thy orisions 
Be all my slashings remembered. 

***
Comments welcome! *g*
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******

I wait in the silent darkness by the cool stone your head rests on. I will say I dreamed of you in the darkness and the sunshine, dreamed of you in the rain and heat and snow, felt your phantom lips against mine a thousand times. Was it all a denial, my padawan?

I dreamed of you before you were born, I know it. My laughing starlit one, golden-haired in beauty, swift and strong and graceful.

So swift and strong. Overconfident.

My Obi-Wan. How foolish you were. Rushing ahead like that into death. Doubtless you would have said the same of me had I been cut down. When you fell, your eyes meeting mine in a silent agony of unspoken words, my world turned over. 

And the universe took a sharp left turn, but I can't tell whether it's for the better or worse. All I can see is my own darkness, all I can remember is an old poem about the light swallowed by the sun. Does life go on as you get colder? 

My hand reaches out to touch your cold one. Limp against me, willing to be moved. You always hated to be manipulated. I would think you'd rise up and declare you were perfectly able to arrange yourself on your own pyre!

I just don't want to believe you're gone. I just don't want to miss you tonight. I don't want to go back to Coruscant, take Anakin Skywalker as my padawan and move on like you never existed. I don't want to breathe another breath without you. 

I press your hand to my cheek, tracing the contours of the delicate bones, the softness of the skin between every callus from practice. I honed this body to its perfection, and now it is only flesh before me and you are gone.

The world turned over when you fell. I held you as you died, as you whispered a last confession to me. "I love you," you said. Helplessly. What could I do? I made my own reply.

"And I love you," the words came out choked, glass broken against my skin. The moment of truth. "I love you." I said it time after time after time to you there, trying desperately to make up for what I meant to say and never did. 

Obi-Wan! I look into your face, that cold stillness of death lying there about to be burned. Oh, please, Obi-Wan, don't leave me. My lips form the words, too late. I should have said them sometime before...in the Council room, outside the Queen's ship, just before we fought the Sith, during the fight. Anytime but now. 

Too late. It seems to be my destiny. The light swallowed by the sun, the brightness you were crushed by darkness incarnate. 

I lean over, and do now what I never dared in your life, I kiss you once. Gently. And the taste of you is like a star, sweat, tears, fire, and blood mixed together. 

"Oh love." The thought slips unbidden into my mind, and I feel a wave of fresh air breeze through my heart. 

"Will you always mourn, Master?" the voice is light behind me. And I turn to see you. Sunshine. Dearest. Obi-Wan. Holding out your hands. 

"Come with me, love," you command, and what can I do but obey? 

Leaving my body behind, I take to the stars with you, sparing a bare instant to see darkness and despair take over the galaxy.

I had to give up forever to touch you. And it is worth it.

==
"Mere clay cannot kiss forever." --Only Light 
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******

"I wonder who the Jedi will send to our keremon," I said to my Melica, our hands filled with bright swatches of cloth, as we sat on our bed, choosing dress colors for the dances. 

"I don't know, Elli-kin," she said, furrowing her brow. "Maybe Adi Gallia?" She looked up with a smirk at my squeal. 

"Oh, yes! She's so pretty!" I exclaimed. 

"So excited, precious one," Melica chided lightly. 

"Can't help it, it's in my nature, dearest," I said, doing an exuberant flip off the bed. I landed in a perfect five position, straightening my skirts, as she fell back on the bed, giggling. 

"Well, what have we here?" I said, stalking toward her. "A maiden of the Be'sobe, a betrothed maiden, lying on a bed, laughing?" I took the opportunity to grab her hands and pull her to a standing position against me. "How very proper." 

Then my lips found hers; Jedi ambassadors and color schemes were forgotten for a little while, at least until we decided the pieces of cloth on the bed were really taking up too much room, and threw them off onto the floor. 

Needless to say, the color schemes were delayed another day. 

*******

The Jedi were required by ancient custom to send at least one delegate to the Be'sobe keremon, a combination of coronation and wedding, held when the bonded pair of women who had ruled the planet named their successors. In this case, the choice of successor was easy; the daughter of Queen Salen, the young Melica, was chosen with enormous popular acclaim, and her bondmate, Elin, was also hailed as highly qualified to rule the Be'sobe people. 

The choice of Jedi to send was not quite as easy. Every knight wanted to see the keremon, which was rumored to be one of the most beautiful sights in the galaxy. But for some reason, the team of Jinn and Kenobi was chosen, some said as a reward for straightening out the incident with Hoth, the Trade Federation, and an underground market in Taun-Taun fur. 

Enroute to the small world near the galactic core, Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon sat discussing the customs and habits of the Be'sobe. 

"I've only seen holos of the keremon, before, Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon said, "but it is a sight only surpassed by the sunsets on Alderaan. No others create dances so intricate and detailed, and no other humanoid women are so beautiful as these."

Obi-Wan smiled. "I'll be looking forward to seeing it, then. I can appreciate beauty in all its many forms, you know." 

Qui-Gon nodded. "As can I." The rather significant glance he cast his padawan went completely unnoticed.

******

Don't ask me how we got all the billions of details taken care of before the Jedi arrived; I only know that Melica wouldn't let me kiss her for the rest of the sevenday, claiming that I would deliberately distract her otherwise. 

I smiled and raised my eyebrows, our childhood signal that said, "you're right, but not very much fun."

And the days went by too quickly, dresses and colors and banners and bunting got all jumbled together in my head until I could hardly remember that we'd chosen sunset blue for the dresses, morning yellow for the ground cloths, and dawn pink for the shoes. 

We met the Jedi as they came down the ramp of their starship, as was
customary for the new rulers of Be'sobe. As we saw the delegates we cast half-disappointed glances at each other. Despite the fact that Adi
Gallia was nowhere in sight, we greeted them courteously.

Since the keremon is about peace, love, and unity, as well as the transition of a crown, and just some good fun, we took care to observe the Jedi pair carefully. 

"The older one wants the younger one, that's easy to see," Melica said when we were back in our rooms, discussing the pair. 

"Oh, let's try to remember their names, it's rather annoying to refer to them as the older one and the younger one," I said, picking up a hairbrush and pulling my hairdress off, sighing with relief. 

Melica smiled. "Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi, then." She took the brush from my hand. "Don't jerk at your hair like that, you'll ruin it," she said, beginning to run her fingers through my hair. 

"Anyway, yes, you're right," I said. "I picked up on that right away. Obi-Wan - that's right, isn't it - is completely clueless that he's wanted, though." I sighed, leaning into her touch. "Stop that -- what were you saying about distraction?"

She smiled over my shoulder, putting her arms around me. I could see our melded forms reflected in the mirror. "Wouldn't it be fun to help our Jedi recognize their feelings?" 

The smirk that spread over my face could probably be sensed halfway across the palace. 

"Knew you'd think so," she said, her lips fluttering against my neck. 

*****

Over the next few days, the young future queens of Be'sobe fussed over and flirted with Qui-Gon Jinn, leaving Obi-Wan feeling rather left out. Obi-Wan began to feel jealous whenever Elin took his master's arm, laughing at Qui-Gon's every joke, or when Melica smiled her special secret smile at Qui-Gon. 

Between the endless rounds of congratulations pouring in, and the arrangement of thousands of dancers, who had been practicing their whole lives to dance the Be'sobe dances at a keremon, Melica and Elin kept a careful eye on Obi-Wan Kenobi. The Jedi had no official duties other than observing that everything was going according to tradition, so time went by like days in a vacation paradise. 

Oddly enough, Obi-Wan was less impressed by the beauty of the thousands of women than he had expected to be. Instead, he found himself searching for his master's tall form among the crowds. And he spent evenings in the suite, staring out at the beautiful blue sunsets, or reading the literature of the Be'sobe culture. 

They had become a matriarchy far back in troubled years, when famine was a frightening prospect. In those times, women seized hold of the government, steering the planet safely through fear of civil war. 

After that, the men began to leave the planet, thousands trickling off to other star systems. Now only a few lived there. They could bond with a Be'sobe woman, should she choose it, but most chose instead to live with each other or alone.

The women raised the orphan girl-children of other star systems, brought to Be'sobe very young, if their parents could not care for them. Since females were, in many systems, still less valued than males, Be'sobe was the destined home of millions of oppressed girls. 

Elin was an orphan from Satcahan, as evinced by her blond-white hair and laughing disposition. Melica was the natural daughter of Queen Selan, conceived with the willing help of a Corellian visitor. 

Obi-Wan practically had the annals of Be'sobe memorized before the day of the keremon.

*****

I was practically vibrating in place as Melica pinned the last of my hair up. 

"Stop that!" she said, a bit testily. "Keep your head still." 

I stopped shaking, or tried to anyway, and endeavored to keep still. "It's all going to come out when we dance anyway," I tried to plead. 

"Yes, I know," she said. "But I'd like to have both of us presentable for the vows and the solemn parts of today - we can literally let our hair down after, all right, precious?"

I snatched a quick kiss. "Whatever my darling says. I am your devoted slave, you know that."

"When it suits you," she grinned. "Now, then, slave, you can do my hair, please."

"Yes, mistress," I said, and hastened to do her bidding. I love her so much, I thought to myself. 

Her dark hair flowing down over the silver gown of state was one of the most beautiful sights I had ever seen. She seemed equally stunned by the sight of me wearing dark blue, and I shivered under the heat in her gaze. 

"I think I'll keep you in that color," was all she said, just before we turned to walk hand-in-hand down the steps of the palace to the upper courtyard. 

Our citizens were gathered there on the ground already, the Jedi and our leaders congregating on one of the suspended walkways. From our vantage point, we could see the hundreds of dancers in their bright costumes, standing on golden-yellow cloth. They looked like flowers in the sunny meadows, dressed in pale blue like the skybow. Soon we would be among them, making beauty for our guests, following tradition in the most delightful of ways, on the loveliest of days. 

We met the Queens eighteen steps above the ground, one step for every successful union that had ruled in Be'sobe. We would be the nineteenth pair. 

Gracious bows of ceremony over, Queen Selan spoke the words of Handing-On.

"Since the Dark Days, this land has been ruled by women chosen from among you, citizens of Be'sobe. In all the land this day, Melica my daughter and her bondmate Elin, have shown themselves worthy of rulership. What say you, citizens? Shall they be queens among us?"

We held our breath, but only for a moment, as the crowd responded with a roar. "Let them be queens here!" they shouted, the formal response of a welcoming citizenry. 

The transition of government over that simply, Queens Selan and Kera stepped down into the crowd, becoming a mere pair of our citizens. Our citizens. And my mouth went dry.

I, suddenly shy, turned to glance at Melica, but she was prepared. 

"As Queen of this land," she said, the rustle of the crowd instantly quieting, "I choose my consort, Elin, my friend and my lover, to rule with me."

I found my voice. "As Queen of this land, I choose my consort, Melica, my friend and my lover, to rule with me."

We continued together, "We shall be as one in all things; together we shall rule you with justice, truth and patience."

The crowd responded with a shout of joy. We concluded, "As dancing is a form of beautiful unity, we will dance with you as a show of our unity to each other and to you, our people." 

The crowd went wild then, and sweet traditional music started up. Holding hands, we walked down the steps to join the dancers. 

******

Obi-Wan Kenobi had never seen anything like this before. "Is this better than the holos?" he whispered to his master, as the queens of Be'sobe caught the hands of dancers and began the Flower Dance of the Sun, a large circle dance that created star and sun-like patterns on the ground.

"Oh, yes," Qui-Gon whispered back. "This moves." 

Obi-Wan flashed a quick grin and turned back to watch. 

The dancers spun a colorful flower-weave of brilliance, so beautiful that, had they been machines and not humans, Obi-Wan would have said that it was a technical wonder. 

But it was humans down there, moving in perfect symmetry, arms up, then down, skirts twirling just so, fingers wielding ribbons in time-honored tradition. 

The Queens danced among them, perfect in their own parts, the center of the flower, golden and dark hair falling out of bindings and spinning around them, even more beautiful. 

And the kaleidoscope gave way to further dances, some so simple the youngest there could join in, others so intricate that only a few could dance them. 

When it was over, the silence before the thunderous applause was the highest compliment. 

The rest of that day was spent in a party as exciting as any, though without the customary debauchery and drunkenness the Jedi had seen on so many other planets.

Seemingly tireless, the Queens danced with almost every guest. Melica captured Qui-Gon's hand when his turn came, leading him off onto the dance floor, leaving Obi-Wan with Elin. 

"Shall we dance?" Elin said, taking Obi-Wan's hand in hers. 

"Yes, lady," he answered dutifully. They swung out onto the floor, and Elin began to ply him with questions. 

"What do you think of your master?" she said, smiling. 

Obi-Wan was nonplussed for a moment. "I. . .honor him," he said. "I respect him, I, what do you want me to say?"

"Do you suppose it matters to me?" she grinned. "I've no romantic interest in him. Another has my heart, thank you. I'd just, well, like to know."

They danced past Qui-Gon and Melica, and Elin smiled over Obi-Wan's shoulder, raising her eyebrows.

"I'm not really sure," Obi-Wan said. "I thought I felt one thing, but I'm beginning to feel something else. How do you become closer to a childhood dream?" His voice sounded as though he didn't expect an answer, but Elin gave it anyway.

"Melica was my friend long before she was my lover," she said. "Finally one evening, I just, well, dragged up the courage to tell her I loved her." She smiled. "That night changed our lives forever."

They reached the edge of the floor as the music stopped. "I suggest that you do the same." Elin smiled again, and let go of his hand, bowing slightly. 


******

I sat up in our bed, awakened by the wind sweeping against the curtains in a loud rush. Parted halfway, the curtains let in a stream of bright starlight, touching Melica's pale face and dark hair. And I thought for the thousandth time, looking down at her, "So beautiful."

Garmentless, I slid out from under the disarrayed covers and padded over to the window, intending to close the curtains. Instead my eyes were caught by the pale light shining over the city square where we had danced. I leaned out of the window, shivering with the thought that exploded through my mind -- ours.

Queen Elin. It sounded so unfamiliar, though I'd been addressed by that name all this evening. I was always meant to be Melica's lover, come good fortune or bad, but was I really fit to rule a planet? 

"You look so lovely in the starlight," the sleepy words came from behind me. Footsteps crossed the room, and Melica slipped her arms about my waist. "What are you thinking, precious?" she asked. 

"It seems so unreal," I confessed, leaning back against her. "Ruling a planet. Can I do this?" 

Melica smiled against my hair. 

"Dearest," she said, "I've never seen anything you couldn't conquer." She laughed lightly. "And remember, you aren't alone." Her arms tightened around my waist. "I'll be with you."

"Always and forever, in this dance," I said, turning in her arms to press my lips to hers.

"Are the Jedi happy, do you think? Did it work?" she asked when we parted. 

"If they aren't," I said, "they will be. They will."

*****

Obi-Wan lay awake on silken sheets. Starlight shone in through the window, soothing and peaceful. But sleep eluded him, for his mind was racing furiously. 

Do I love him? As a lover, not just a teacher or friend? Is he everything to me, like the Queens are to each other?

Silently, he traced their lives as Jedi together. From the first moments when they looked at each other and knew they were bonded as master and padawan, to the thousands of missions defending each other through thick and thin, to the quiet times and the softening smiles on Qui-Gon's face. 

Qui-Gon's face . . . relaxed, happy, open, as he had seen it this afternoon. Fingers of arousal stabbed upward through Obi-Wan's belly. 

"So beautiful," he whispered. Throwing the covers off, he walked over to the window. Starlight, so bright here in the galactic core, with no artificial light to obscure it, shone through, lighting up his face with white fire. 

"I love him," he whispered to the sky, and knew it to be truth the instant the words were said.

With a silent glance at the door of his room, and a secret smile on his face, Obi-Wan remained standing for several moments at the window, staring silent at the stars. One revelation was enough for tonight, and there would be time enough to discover whether the Force had destined them for each other. 

The night of confessions would come soon enough. 

*****
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*****

bite my lip
as I watch you
hold within the breathless gasp
that would otherwise escape
because of your beauty...

hold my tongue
as you talk to me
surpress the words of love
that would otherwise escape
because of your brilliance...

close my eyes
as you kneel before me
silence the moan
that would otherwise escape
because you're telling me you love me...

*****

have i just driven you crazy? complain at peacefulpassion@aldar.net
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******

I remember, in these dark days, a question I asked my Master, in the earliest days of my apprenticeship, when I was only ten. I'd sketched a quick bow before him as he sat reading on the couch, a sign between us that I had something to say. He, in turn, laid aside the datapad and held out his hand.

"What is it, Padawan?" he had asked, as I climbed into his lap. I rested my head against his shoulder and asked my question. 

"Master, what is...love?" I said, a trifle embarassed by the word. He smiled, a wistful smile, and drew me closer. A pause of several breaths went by before he answered. 

"Obi-Wan, love is...when you would give up your life for someone else." 

I furrowed my brow. "You mean die for them?" I said. "But all Jedi would do that for anyone who needed saving."

He smiled again and his eyes went very soft. "I didn't say die for them, my Padawan," he answered.

And as the years flew by, I pondered that conversation, day after day. I did not understand how someone could give up his life, but not die. 

Not until that dreadful day when a Sith's blade pierced my Master and he remained alive only long enough to ask me to train Anakin, did I understand. 

Anakin was not someone whose life I wanted to take charge of. Yet I was saying "Yes, Master," almost before he said the words to me. 

Why this overwhelmingly powerful desire to do anything my master wished, no matter the cost? And whence came the resolve to see Anakin's training through myself, to carry out Qui-Gon's wishes to the letter? 

Love. It must be love.

And it was then that I knew how someone could give up his life and not die. For that was precisely what I was doing. 

Every moment of the next ten to fifteen years will be as a love-gift to Qui-Gon; every second I spend training Anakin will be as if I were to tell my master "I love you," over and over. 

I love you, Qui-Gon Jinn. I am sorry I never did tell you, but instead I'll make it up to you by proving it.

Come, Anakin, it's time to cut your hair and clothe you in the outfit of a Jedi padawan. You will be a Jedi, if love can make it so.

******
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****

My desire for you is like the small fires that we build in the evenings. It begins with a single spark, wood catching as though eager to burn. And then it grows, like red flame licking up small pieces of bark. Sparks begin to fly, and soon the fire is roaring, unable to be denied. 

And I look over at you, eyes smoky in the dimness, and smile. Tonight. I will wait no longer to sound you out, to know your mind. Often I have seen you glance at me, something wondrous flying dim through your eyes. And too often you looked away when I caught you, veiling your eyes behind dark lashes. 

No more, my Halbarad. I will know if what you propose to me inside your eyes is indeed your desire, or a mere idle thought to wear away the hours on this journey.

****

Evening. I call a halt. 

"Make the fire, Halbarad," I say, my voice low. "I will tend to the horses."

When I return, you are busy about the fire. Small sticks are burning steadily now. You place a larger log on, and turn to greet me. 

"Is all well?" you ask.

"Yes," I say. We keep our voices low in the wilderness, for sounds carry over many miles. "There is a stream just down the hill." 

"We need fear no intrusion tonight, then," you say, almost a question, but not quite.

I shake my head. "We need not."

Stars are shining bright in the sky before we hear the first wolf howl. Distant and faint, it is merely a lonely sound in the dim night. The corners of your lips turn up as I watch you across the fire.

"Many nights I listened for that sound in dread," you say. "It is a wonder that I do not need to any longer, that you are here with me and I am not alone."

I glance at you sharply, sudden thought borne on the wind. "Loneliness makes the howl of a wolf, whether beast of evil, or mere fellow creature, a thing of terror, I know that well," I say. 

You nod your head, silently. The wolf howls again, faintly, and then is answered, still more faintly.

"They are not alone either now," you say. 

"Come, let's to sleep," I say suddenly, standing. You also rise, stalking toward me.

"Sleep - is that what is on your mind?" you ask. "I had something different planned."

And then your hands are gripping my upper arms fiercely, and your mouth is on mine in a bruising kiss. I am instantly, utterly, aroused.

"Still tired?" you mutter against my lips, and I shake my head no.

Somehow we stumble away from the fire, lips locked together. You'd apparently laid our cloaks down somewhere earlier in the evening, and you drag me there. 

We fall together, gracelessly, but it doesn't matter now, and somehow you end up above me, staring down at me with eyes wide. 

"By the Valar, Aragorn, so beautiful," you say, breathing hard, and I would swear the words go straight to my soul. 

"I am betrothed, Halbarad," I say. 

"Arwen is not here," you retort, and then continue, softer, "and I love you as well."

How can I resist that? I lean up to kiss you, and the world becomes a clear bright place. Distance is not a measure of devotion, but you are here tonight. 

A few paces away, the fire dies down as the stars shine brighter. And your kisses are like gathering flame in the dusk.

Starlit Halbarad, help me to be worthy of you.

****
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****

1. First Time

A burning cadence taps time into my eternity. I shiver in the heat, low desire pooling into my belly. I see you as through a clear barrier, and I hold out my hands, smiling at you. 

You look back at me, fond regard and deep devotion in your gaze, and your eyes light up. 

And the wall crumples, swift flash of desire consuming it. Our fingers touch, we slide into an embrace, melding together. 

To love you and to be you are not as different as I had thought.

2. Separation

You are worlds away from me in body, but our spirits touch yet, almost as if we lay in each other's arms tonight. 

Our minds reach out, entwining 'round each other as our bodies are wont to do every night together.

"Love you," I whisper, and feel your silent smile. We sleep a hundred worlds apart tonight, yet each in the other's embrace.

3. Unity

We fight as one, our minds working as a single unit to win this fight. Together we leap, spin and turn, our bodies so well-adjusted to each other that we do not even need to tell them what to do.

We make love as one, our minds working as a single unit to join our bodies in love and pleasure. Together, we kiss, embrace, stroke, enfold, and caress, our bodies so well-adjusted to each other that we do not even need to tell them what to do.

4. Forever

We walk hand-in-hand in green fields together, feeling the cool breeze sweep over our faces. The babbling of a small brook makes itself heard among the trees. I turn and kiss you suddenly. "I love you," I say. The words fall faint on the wind.

Oh, sweetest dream. And we wake up together, in the midst of this terrible desert. 

"I don't think I can go on," you say. "Leave me. Save yourself." 

I refuse, shaking my head silently, gathering you in my arms. We'll chance our luck together.

****
*shy smile*
peacefulpassion@aldar.net

==
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Pairing: Aragorn/Halbarad

Category: Angst, Romance. A Death!Fic

Archive: To tolkien_slash and my page, otherwise ask.

Rating: PG-13

Disclaimer: Oh great and noble Tolkien, I your humble servant borrow your lovely characters. I promise you that I will not mistreat them, and will clean them before I return them. *snicker*

Spoilers: Slight spoilers for LOTR.

Summary: Aragorn mourns over Halbarad's dead body after the battle of the Pelennor.

Notes: Oh, the wonder of a boring class.

****

Your hand is cold in mine. I kneel here alone, beside you, your beautiful body stained with your own red blood and the black blood of Orcs.

Halbarad. Don't tell me you're gone. Open your eyes and smile at me. Pull me into your embrace, kiss me tenderly. 

I brush your dark hair away from your face. If you and I were not here under the open sky, bodies of the slain lying about us as the sun sets, I would swear you were only sleeping in the morning sunshine. 

Early this morning, our hopes were high when the wind changed and drove us onward to Minas Tirith. We laughed together, holding hands at the prow of the ship, watching the waves peel back from the speeding bow. The sun rose behind us as we sped onward, but neither of us, though we'd been fighting all night, felt tired. Our hands were aching to free our city.

You'd never seen Minas Tirith before, and so I described the white walls and the wonder of the seven circles. And as we spoke then, I saw my city burning in my mind, beautiful walls blackened. 

We rushed on, ships drawing up at the harbor, disembarking, mounting horses quickly. You stole a kiss from me and hoisted Arwen's banner high in your hands. A shout of joy went up from the battlefield, mingled with cries of fear and terror from the enemy.

We raced toward the Fields and I cannot remember what happened then, only that I spoke to Eomer, and that we conquered all before us. 

Now the fields are silent, and the enemy has retreated beyond the River. I find you here in this green meadow, broken. Elladan took the banner when you fell, and he bears it now, until my tents shall be set up.

You, my Halbarad, shall rest with honor in the highest citadel of the City, and you will be entombed on the Street of the Kings. 

My cousin, my friend, my lover. Halbarad, I promise you by the firelight over our first lover's embrace, if the day comes when songs are made to commemorate the deeds on this day, there shall be one for you.

=end=

==
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****

Title: As Morning Dawns, Reflections

Author: Amy Fortuna

Fandom: Lord of the Rings

Pairing: Aragorn/Halbarad

Rating: R

Summary: Aragorn at Helm's Deep, considering his lover.

****

There's nothing quite like making love in a place where you've fought for your life days earlier, dreaming desperately of your beloved, wondering when you'd see him again. 

And here tonight in the highest tower of Helm's Deep, I make love with you, more as a release of tension than a release of semen, more to merely embrace and hold you, than for any physical desire. 

Halbarad, I love you. I thought I could never bring myself to say it when we first embraced -- I have to confess I visualized her face the first time we kissed. But your reality won out over my fantasy and I now whisper that I love you.

There will be no sleep tonight for us; both of us bound up in fear and excitement. We should sleep, we know, we are weary, but I would rather now embrace you, lover. 

Oh, the things we saw tonight as you supported me with your hands and your mind. There is such strength in you, my Halbarad. You held me up when my mind would have faltered.  Together we faced evil and defeated it, sent Sauron himself scurrying in fear. I would laugh, if I did not know that the battle is far from over. 

No, my dearest one, it has hardly begun. We shall all be risking our lives in the next few days. Will you walk with me on the strange path I have 
decided on? 

I glance over at you and meet your eyes. You smile softly, your face open in a way that only I ever see. 

"Are you ready to do greater things than this, Halbarad?" I whisper.

Your answer is a kiss and a mere murmured, "Yes."

=end=
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Hi, everyone! Newly converted (corrupted?) Highlander fan here! I've just *known* about Highlander until two weeks, got so sucked into Endgame, then was shown several episodes of it a week ago. My god. What a wonderful fandom. *g* And what lovely boyz to play with.

So this is my opening offering -- read the warnings, please!

****
Title: Last Thoughts

Author: Amy Fortuna (peacefulpassion@aldar.net)

Pairing: Duncan/Connor

Archive: H2Ohh, 7th Dim, WWOMB, anywhere else please ask.

Pairing: PG-13

Category: Angst, Romance, Vignette, POV

Feedback: I only crave it like my next breath. No pressure or anything.

Warnings: Slash. Also, this is my very first Highlander piece. About half of it was written before I saw any Highlander other than Endgame.

Spoilers: Yes, for Endgame. 

Summary: Connor's POV during the last part of Endgame.

****

Silence brought the answer. "I would rather have my head taken than his," Connor had whispered to the night and the cold gravestones, after Duncan left, after Kell left, after she-who-had-been-Kate left, all vanished down the hill toward reality.  

"The Game is so cold, so devoid of anything that really matters," he said into the silence. "So useless."

That realization had led him to the Sanctuary, only to even lose that faint hope of rest forever, no matter the cost. The life of an Immortal was no true life, no set pattern of birth-growth-decline-death, but a ceaseless weariness that only a true sadist (or masochist) would actually enjoy.

"There can be no forever love in the Game," he said, the words breaking the cold of the starlit graveyard. "And I...I am in love."

I am in love. The words struck him anew as though he had not said them. In love. The desperate yearning to be *in*, of, through, his beloved, took hold of him, pulling at him with cords of velvet.

"Duncan," he gasped into the night. "My Duncan."

****

Wind swept through his hair as Connor climbed the stairs to the rooftop. The noises of the early morning streets were non-existent here, the only sound his harsh breathing. The silence of a sword taking a head, the whisper breathlessly in his ear, the sound of a lover's gasp, all were the same to him now. 

If only Duncan could see it his way. Could he understand? Together they could destroy Kell, never if they fought alone. And the rage of years, deeply hidden, surfaced for a moment as Connor thought of the body of his mother lying on the cold ground. 

A shiver passed through him. Again Kell had threatened what was most dear to him. But this time Connor was open-eyed to see the threat. 

He was living on borrowed time, Kell had said to Duncan. And Duncan then had answered only one thing, steady, unexpectedly. 

"So are we all," he'd said. "So are we all."

Duncan had said it like he hadn't thought through the words, but nevertheless Kell had turned, a fiery look in his eyes. A swift wave of pain passed over his face, quelled almost instantly. And Connor had then turned silently toward Duncan. The interview with Kell was at an end. No heads would be taken that hour. 

And in the early morning gloaming, the darkest-hour-just-before-dawn, Connor waited for the love of his life to walk onto the rooftop and kill him. 

It would not be a true killing, not as a mortal thinks of a killing, Connor reflected. His power would pass into Duncan, his life would strengthen his beloved. Inside Duncan, an embrace more intimate than sex, more powerful than the blood of a martyr, they would forever be entangled. 

Connor shivered, not from the chill night air. Inside Duncan. The very thought was erotic, though not in the sense that sex was erotic. It was a far deeper, bloodless, spiritual eroticism. The sense of flesh was missing, but the spirits of Connor and Duncan would be together forever, and in that kind of consummation-devoutly-to-be-wished, what need was there of immortality?

The quiet sound of footsteps alerted him just as much as the sense of Immortal presence. "Duncan," he whispered into the night air.

"I'm here," came the soft answer. 

And simultaneous with the drawing of his sword came the swift flash of thought. "There can only be one, Duncan," he whispered under his breath. "May it be you."

==end==
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Feedback: Well, yeah, of course.

Archive: Please ask. 

Rating: PG-13

Summary: A lighthearted Duncan POV on Methos. Taking place fairly early, around Chivalry, perhaps.

****

The stealing of a glance 
across the room, sly,
when you think I'm not looking,
the way you lie there
sprawled out, inviting...
the way you fondle that bottle
and then look at me,
innocence in your eyes
desire hid behind them...
the quiet brush of your fingers
against mine as we walk together...
and, Methos, this one's the proof,
the way you arch up into 
my sword's silver blade--
isn't there a sweeter erotica than danger?

Methos, admit it, you flirt --
you're attempting the seduction of 
the master of the love game
and you think I don't notice,
you think I don't know!

--end--
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Rating: PG for slashy content.
Notes: This is a poem I wrote to celebrate one year of
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****

My horizon tingles with possibility
I look out upon the universe with eyes new-opened
three-dimensional brilliance stinging me.
Light is sharper, time is slower
(or maybe faster, who can tell?)
The stars become the dwellings of beauties
everywhere I walk I see Immortals.

My fingers clench when I see two men merely walking
together;
I gasped when the runners embraced.
And the silence of ecstasy built in my breast
when first I heard that Brian Slade was made of ivory
and gold
that the curves of his lips rewrote history.
 
Silence was the sudden bliss I craved
the sanctity of a notebook and pencil in a world of
pixels
a desperate yearning suddenly to scribble and
let my thoughts be heard en masse
to be thrown headlong into this world of slash
silver-tinted, pilgrim's progress, goal unknown.

We may disclaim them but I know -- 
the men I write are mine.
My puppets, my lovers, my willing slaves
obedient to my last desire, my every command.
And my order, simply, is this:
Love each other.

Love. The destined craving of billions,
elixir yearned for and ever found only imperfectly.
And here I make them perfect lovers,
found as soulmates to each other
yet complete alone.

I celebrate slash and I sing slash.
The open-faced bliss of first love,
the strength of a friendship of years 
suddenly becoming more,
the desperate fumbling of teenagers 
aching to find what drives them,
a dwarf and elf embracing, against the will of 
time and tears and ancient feuds,
the air of a rainy night and revelations,
simple as mi casa es su casa.

In a world where a computer screen 
is the gateway to eternity, I have lived.
Snatches of stories run through my head at the dinner
table
if you saw me walking alone,
you might glimpse my lips moving in silent recital.

Why else would this quiet girl
visit the sexuality section of bookstores,
glancing over titles like the joy of gay sex
with an appraising eye?
Why else would she suddenly begin asking 
very personal questions of her gay friends?
And when the books have all been tossed aside
and friends grilled 'til their faces flamed,
why would she take up a mouse and keyboard,
becoming a scribbler of incoherent ecstasies
ignoring food, sleep, dancing on the edge of
deadlines,
finally hitting send with a heart beating like a
hammer?

Oh, lovely ones, the words that you say,
we put into your mouths.
There is no thought you think 
we have not dreamed up.

Because when we write, Obi-Wan, we are you.
And you, Duncan, we know intimately.
We have seen what Aragorn looks like in the firelight
and can say just why Frodo Baggins never married.

Our men. The ones we dream of.
And not just men. Heroes.
Larger than life. 
Destinies shaking the fate of nations,
worlds and universe under their sway. 
Dying acclaimed and noble deaths,
in fights to save worlds,
in sweet sacrifices for love,
or living, riding off into the sunset
to face another challenge.

Yes. Heroes. And I want my heroes happy,
at least for a little while, enclosed in a lover's
arms.
But to these men, their callings are more important
than their girlfriends (as they should be)
And I dare not leap into the picture to love 
them like they deserve.

Ah! But there is one -- there is always one --
who will stand by the hero forever.
Let me introduce the Partner.

Behind every great man is another, they say
(and I suppress a smile)
Here's it's true, the two together
can do so much more than alone.

"If two lie down together, they will keep warm.
But how can one keep warm alone?"
How indeed. And what are they to do,
should one discover that love for the other
has suddenly exploded into the picture?
If they are not now only noticing 
each other's minds, but bodies?

Love is what always wins out in the end, 
in spite of the Velvet Goldmine line.

And if, in my mind, the Hero and his Partner 
find their comfort and joy in each other's arms,
who am I to say them nay?
Who am I to deny myself the vision of a world
where homo + phobia is gibberish?

No, instead I their writer become their willing slave,
an endless circle of control and blissful yielding
becomes my life and mind and heart.

If these two can win in their love together
I think, so can I find love someday.
If I can play matchmaker in a world of fantasy,
perhaps someday I can make my own match.

A delicate strand of wonder floats through my mind,
look this way at the universe, and it changes things.

And through the laughter, jokes, and fun
I find myself helplessly falling in love.
My heart beats faster when I check my email,
my fingers shake when I press send on a new story.

Something in this new world has extended hands and
embraced me.
I am caught in a Web of laughter and shared desire,
this net, though, is one I will never wish to escape.

****
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Title: I, Alone 
Author: Amy Fortuna (amyfortuna@yahoo.com)
Rating: PG 
Spoilers: ANH 
Summary: Yet another look at the Jedi afterlife. 
Archive: if you really wanna. 
Feedback: sure, why not? 
Notes: More notes at the end for those who want to see
the category and warnings. 

**** 

The only thing that has kept me going in these dark
days is the idea of your face watching me in the
night, longing for me as I long for you. I see you in
the dark and in the daylight, encouragement in your
eyes. 

And now I stand here before what was once my former
padawan, a faint smile on my lips as I wait for the
blow that will strike me down. Reunion with you is the
only thing I desire now. The first thing I will do is
throw my arms around you with all the enthusiasm of my
teenage years, and all the love of these last lonely
days. 

There. Strike through me, blade of my padawan. Send me
to my love. 

The universe explodes into a blaze of light, and
slowly resettles before my eyes. And the first thing I
see is you, soft smile on your face, arms reaching
out. My Qui-Gon! I embrace you, not sure whether I am
crying or laughing, pleasure coursing through my bones
at the feel of you against me. 

"So many things I never got to say," I whisper to you,
looking up into your eyes. You respond with a smile.
"You can say them whenever you want to now," you say. 

And then you are looking over my shoulder and your
smile gets brighter. I turn to see what could have so
entranced you. 

She's pretty. A curvy blonde-haired girl, lightsaber
fastened to her hip, and an indulgent smile on her
face. 

"Your former padawan?" she says to you, and *at* me.
The look on your face is positively goofy, Master. 

"My best padawan, dear," you say. "Meet Obi-Wan
Kenobi." We shake hands clumsily while he concludes
the introduction. "Obi-Wan, this is my love and wife,
Knight Maresa Jinn. We were married long ago, and now,
thank the Force, we are again." You grin at her like a
boy, and I clench my fist. "She was killed on Carea in
that civil war shortly after I took Xanatos as a
padawan." 

"Pleased to meet you, I'm sure," she says, ice in her
smile. You walk away with her, and I.... 

I am alone. Now and forever. 

**** 

Pairing: Qui/OFC (yes, I am EVIL!) 
Warnings: Het implications, character death. 
Category: Non Q/O, Humor/Parody 
Further Notes: I'll take your Bail and raise you a
Mary Sue! Yes, this is slash, by my definition, as
it's got Obi wanting Qui. After all, we don't always
get what we want, do we? This is done with Smitty's
approval. :-)
Let the flames begin. *dons firefighter's suit*
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****

Obi-Wan lifted his hand and drew a gentle finger over
Qui-Gon's cold brow. Lying on the pyre so still, his
master looked almost alive, almost as though he only
slept. 

Obi-Wan did not even realize he was crying until a
warm tear splashed over his hand, sliding off onto his
master's face. 

"I will not forget, Master," he said, voice as low as
a lover's might be. 

"I will train him, Master," he continued, a light
finger skimming over his master's lips. 

"I love you, Master," he said with fervent intensity,
warm hand cupping the cold cheek. 

Obi-Wan leaned down and brushed his lips lightly over
his master's. "I love you," he said again. 

Then he stepped back to wait for the rest of the
mourners who were on their way to his master's
funeral.
 
****

Obi-Wan Kenobi awoke with a sudden start. Breathing
hard, he sat up, staring out the window of his bedroom
in the Jedi Temple. 

"Was that only a dream?" he said to himself. "No, it
was too real. I was there...." 

He cast a tentative thought down the padawan bond he
shared with his master, meeting only serene thoughts
of sleep. 

Dawn was beginning to touch the edges of the cityscape
of Galactic City on Coruscant. The panic receded from
Obi-Wan's mind with the early daylight, and he began
to think more reasonably. 

"My master's still here, so there can't be any
immediate danger," he said to himself, breathing in
deeply. "But could it have been a warning from the
Force?" 

Such things were not unheard of, but were rare, and
usually came only to Jedi masters or Council members.
To talk of a mere padawan having a foretelling dream
was to be laughed at. 

So Obi-Wan, still undecided about sharing the dream
with anyone, began to analyze it. 

"Qui-Gon was dead," he said aloud. "I was saying
farewell to him." Remembering the dream more closely,
he furrowed his brow. "What did I mean by saying 'I
will train him?'" 

He paused. "Is this after I'm a knight then? Does he
pass on the training of a future padawan to me?" He
smiled suddenly. "Does it mean we're lovers after I
become a knight?" 

He stood, and walked to the window, watching the early
morning commuters fly by on their way to work, some of
then glancing out at the Jedi Temple with curiosity. 
"But I told him I loved him like I'd never said it
before," he mused. 

****

The day went by like all others; Obi-Wan's
preoccupation was the only strange thing about it.
Many times throughout the day Obi-Wan caught himself
staring at his master, wondering if the dream *was* an
omen or only a night terror. 

Evening fell into place like it always did, the sunset
brilliantly streaming over the sky. 

Obi-Wan's fingers were stained with red as he held
them up to the evening light, and he started with a
sudden premonition. "I won't wait any longer," he said
to himself. "My master needs to know." 

Leaving his own room for the living area, Obi-Wan
picked up a study pad and lay down on the couch to
wait for Qui-Gon. 

****

"Master, may I speak with you?" Obi-Wan said, after
the evening greetings had been exchanged. 

"Of course, Padawan, always," Qui-Gon answered with a
questioning glance. 

"Master, I had a dream last night. I think it may have
been a premonition from the Force." 

Qui-Gon took a seat next to the couch. "That would be
odd, but go on, Obi-Wan," he said. 

"Master, you were lying dead on a pyre. I was saying
goodbye to you." 

"That was all?" Qui-Gon asked. 

"Yes..." Obi-Wan breathed out, gathering his courage.
"Except that I said two things to you, one that I do
not understand, and one that I do." 

Qui-Gon furrowed his brow. "And they were?" 

"The first was 'I will train him,'" Obi-Wan said
quietly. 

"You must have -- " Qui-Gon paused. "You were a
Knight, in your dream?" 

"As far as I can tell, I think so," Obi-Wan said. 

"You must have said you would finish training my
current padawan, then," Qui-Gon said.
 
"Yes, that is the same idea I got, but I still don't
understand that," Obi-Wan said. Silence fell, briefly.


"And what was the second thing you said?" Qui-Gon
prompted. 

Obi-Wan's mouth went dry; he looked up at his master
from his vantage point on the couch. "'I will not
forget. I love you.'" 

His dreams fell with sudden weight upon his chest.
Obi-Wan looked up at his master, and the world went
silent; all he could hear was harsh breath against
lips. 

"I love you," Obi-Wan whispered again, daringly,
taking his heart in his hands and throwing it out for
Qui-Gon to catch. His master's answer was a kiss,
brushed lightly over lips, too lightly. Obi-Wan arched
up into the touch, yearning for more, yearning for all
of Qui-Gon. 

He followed his master's kiss with one of his own,
slipping out his tongue to probe for entrance, sweetly
granted, into Qui-Gon's mouth. And, oh, the taste of
him...like sweetness and spice, and yet something more
there, something that made him Qui-Gon. Delicious. 
Obi-Wan's hands went up to curve around Qui-Gon's
waist, clinging tightly. Qui-Gon's fingers moved
against Obi-Wan's forehead, into his hair in a gentle
caress. 

"I love you too, Padawan," Qui-Gon said, lips a breath
away. 

"Yes," Obi-Wan said, hardly aware of anything except
his master's body in his arms, warm and alive, heart
beating strong against his chest. "Oh, yes." 

Another kiss, this one tender, soft, and achingly
sweet, a long kiss that only the eventual need for air
could make them break. 

"And you will not die." Obi-Wan's soft voice was
almost stern in that whisper.
 
Qui-Gon shook his head, silently. "I have made no
plans to do so." 

"And you will not leave me with your padawan to
train," his voice still stern. "Let that dream be a
mere warning to us." 

"Yes, Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon said, smiling. 

"I love you, Master," Obi-Wan said again. "I love you.
I don't want to say it when you lie cold on the pyre.
I don't want to tell you of my devotion when you're
dead. I love you." 

Tears glittered suddenly in Qui-Gon's eyes. "And I
love you," he said in return. "I don't want to leave
you here, thinking you were unloved. I do love you.
And whether I die soon, or live for many years yet, I
want you to know I love you." 

Obi-Wan tenderly stroked his hand lightly down his
master's back. "Where do we go from here?" he said. 

Qui-Gon's eyes lit up. "That depends," he said. "We
could cast aside tradition and not ask the Council for
their blessing, or we could wait until they grant it."


Obi-Wan smiled, squirming underneath Qui-Gon. "I know
what you would choose," he said. "But I would rather
wait for their blessing. 'Do not go against the
Council, Master,'" he quoted, laughing. 

"'A wise master is wise enough to know when to agree
with his padawan,'" Qui-Gon answered. 

"So we shall wait?" Obi-Wan asked. 

"We will ask tomorrow, or rather, you will." 

"I will?" Obi-Wan exclaimed in mock fear. "Why me? You
have more experience with them." 

"That's one reason I should not ask them!" Qui-Gon
said. "And," with a smirk, "you need to learn how to
deal with them on your own." 

Obi-Wan grinned. "Oh, another Force-darkened lesson!"
he said. "Trust you to do that with a bonding
request!" 
The situation disintegrated into a playful pillow
fight, and from there, to lingering kisses. 

****

Obi-Wan stood on the top of a high mountain. His cloak
blew almost straight out in the wind. He held his
saber tightly in his hand, unlit. 

"No!" he heard himself screaming to a dark figure down
the mountain. "Please, come back! You belong to the
Light!" 

The figure turned. Robed in black, he could not see a
face, but he knew who it was. "Padawan, please,"
Obi-Wan said. 

"I am not your padawan!" the voice yelled at him over
the wind. "I belong to the Sith!" 

And the dark figure rushed at him, saber bright red.
Obi-Wan reluctantly lit his own, surprised to find it
green instead of blue, and began to defend himself. 
The two warriors were evenly matched; Obi-Wan could
not find an opening anywhere in the man's guard. 

Their sabers caught and tangled. "Why?" Obi-Wan asked
in the pause, over the hum of the lightsabers. 

The man spat the words at Obi-Wan. "Because I trusted
you and her, and you deceived me!" 

"I never touched her," Obi-Wan said, knowing the words
he spoke were true. 

The man drew back, pausing for a moment. Then suddenly
his face contorted. "Lies! All lies!" he screamed.
"Why should I believe you?" 

Then he attacked again, driven by a fury of hate. 
Defending himself from the onslaught, Obi-Wan noticed
the changing terrain, catching himself at the very
edge of a cliff. He spared a lightning-fast glance
downward and saw a sea of fire below. 

And as everything went into slow motion, the
dark-robed man swung at Obi-Wan, and he instinctively
blocked the blow. 

Painfully slowly, the man slipped on the edge of the
cliff and fell, unable to catch himself. His mouth
opened in a silent scream and his hood flew back,
revealing a beautiful face and blond hair. 

"Padawan!" Obi-Wan screamed as the young man dropped
away from him into the fire. "Padawan!" And then the
rush of the fire below was the only thing he could
hear. 

****

Obi-Wan woke up, panting, drenched in sweat, heart
pounding with adrenaline and fear. "Was that another
of those dreams?" he whispered to himself. 

Morning was dawning again, and Obi-Wan looked out of
his window, silently wondering why the Force -- if
indeed the Force sent these dreams -- had chosen him.
 
"Why not someone more pivotal? Why not Master Windu or
Master Yoda?" he asked almost aloud. 

And something whispered inside his mind, "Because it's
on you that the fate of the galaxy hangs." 

He recoiled. "I am but a padawan," he said. 

"You won't always be," his common sense answered him.
"Life is long." 

"This is a dangerous time, and you, young one, are far
more crucial than you know," his heart added. 

Obi-Wan bowed his head. "I am a servant to the Will of
the Force," he said quietly. 

****

Qui-Gon greeted him with a soft smile and a morning
kiss that left him melted in his master's arms. 

"I hope we'll make a routine of that," Obi-Wan said,
smiling. 

"So do I, my Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon answered. Then his
expression turned soft."Did you have another dream?" 

"Yes, I did," Obi-Wan said, taking Qui-Gon's hand and
leading him to sit on the couch. "I dreamed that I was
fighting a duel with someone I called 'padawan.'" He
grimaced. It was horrible. He said I had deceived him
with someone he referred to as 'her.'" Obi-Wan took a
long breath, looking up into Qui-Gon's eyes. "Finally,
he fell, or I knocked him, over a cliff into a sea of
fire." 

Qui-Gon gathered Obi-Wan to him gently. Breathing
harshly, Obi-Wan endeavored to recover his composure. 
"I don't understand it at all," Obi-Wan said after a
few minutes, shaking his head. 

"May it be that it is only a warning," Qui-Gon said. 
They sat in silence for a few moments. 

"Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon said at last, "I believe you are
ready for your trials." 

Obi-Wan looked up suddenly, slightly shocked. "So
soon?" he asked. 

"Well, in another few weeks, perhaps," Qui-Gon said.
"There's little more I can teach you, but I would be
honored to have you always by my side." 

Obi-Wan smiled. "It would be an honor to be by your
side always," he said. catching Qui-Gon's hand. "Bond
with me, first?" he asked. "Then consider knighting
me." 

"Yes, Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon said. "Besides, I don't want
to wait weeks to make love to you." 

Obi-Wan grinned and raised Qui-Gon's hand to his lips.
"Neither do I," he said. 

****

The meeting with the Council was far easier than
Obi-Wan had anticipated. His request to bond with his
master was met with smiles from many of the Council
members. 

"Loved you for a long time, Qui-Gon has," Yoda said.
 
"And you have loved him as well," Adi Gallia put in.
"We can see these things." She smiled, and Obi-Wan
blushed. 

"Good for him, you will be," Yoda said to Obi-Wan.
 
"About time it is, right, my Master?" Qui-Gon said,
grinning. 

"Who will bear witness to the bond?" Mace Windu said
quietly. 

"I will. As Qui-Gon's Master, this right I have," said
Yoda from his chair. 

"I will," said Plo Koon, Qui-Gon's childhood friend.
 
"And I will," said Adi Gallia, smiling at Obi-Wan. 
Nodding, Mace Windu said, "Speak your vows, Jedi," 
Qui-Gon took Obi-Wan's hands in his and spoke softly,
yet confidently, to him. 

"I am Qui-Gon Jinn of the Jedi. I come to you, Obi-Wan
Kenobi of the Jedi, to ask you if you will take me as
your bondmate, from now 'til both of us have joined
the Force, to form an indissoluble, invincible,
invisible bond, to love you and to hold you only. Will
you be mine, Jedi padawan?" 

Obi-Wan smiled up at his master, almost forgetting the
presence of the others in the room. "I will," he said,
joy ringing through his voice. 

Obi-Wan paused briefly, then continued with his own
vows. 

"I am Obi-Wan Kenobi of the Jedi," he said. "I come to
you, Qui-Gon Jinn of the Jedi, to ask you if you will
take me as your bondmate, from now until both of us
have joined the Force, to form an indissoluble,
invincible, invisible bond, to love you and to hold
you only. Will you be mine, Jedi master?" 

"I will," Qui-Gon said quietly, smiling down at
Obi-Wan.
 
"Form the bond then, you will," Yoda said. 

Hands entwined, Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon closed their eyes
and reached out with their minds for each other.
Almost immediately, they could sense the other. Then
something gave, shields fell, and they were inside
each other's minds, seeing love and devotion shining
clear there. 
/I love you, Qui-Gon,/ Obi-Wan thought. 

/And I love you, Obi-Wan,/ Qui-Gon thought back. 

They sealed their newly formed love bond with a tender
kiss. 

"The bond is formed," Adi said. 

"Strong, it is," Yoda added. 

"May the Force be with you," Plo Koon said. 

And together, hand in hand, Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan walked
back to their quarters. 

That night, the only dreams Obi-Wan had were of love
and tenderness surrounding him. With the warmth of
Qui-Gon next to him, and the promise of knighthood
soon, Obi-Wan was completely content. 

****

Three days later, the Council called them for a
mission. 

"Master Qui-Gon Jinn, the Republic asks for you.
Chancellor Valorum has requested that you,
specifically, go to Naboo to negotiate with the Trade
Federation and remove the blockade from that planet,"
Mace Windu said. 

Qui-Gon bowed his head. "I have heard of the
situation. We accept the mission as the Republic
asks." 

Obi-Wan grinned confidently at his master and turned
to face the Council. "We are ready for anything,
Masters," he said. 

=the end= 
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****

Beautiful is empty
Beautiful is free 
Beautiful loves no one
Beautiful stripped me
--Creed, Beautiful

****

The hollowness of your mocking laughter follows me
down the long hall. On your face there is a fresh,
bright red scar, shaped as a circle. I walk away from
you, from my dreams, from the love I thought we
shared. The darkness of the hall fades into brilliant
daylight as I step outside, taking a long deep breath.


Xanatos. Oh, my Xanatos. 

****

I feel numb, empty. I start the engines of the
starship, seeing you running across the hanger toward
the ship. I try to leave before you can say a word,
but my heart, that foolish thing that loves you still,
now mixed with fear of your power over me, will not
let me. 

"Master!" you say, hand and face just through the
doorway, command in your voice, dark hair flying. The
word is not a plea, not a call, but an order. "Stay!"
I stare at you like you have become something utterly
foreign to me. "Stay..." you say again, this 
time a seduction. 

Your hand reaches out and seizes mine. "It was not my
fault, I didn't start it," you pout. "Why are you
blaming me?"

"Becau..." I start and swallow, my voice gone hoarse,
instantly releasing your hand. "Because you betrayed
everything you were supposed to hold dear. Because you
violated a people and interfered in a government
against my direction."

You go slack against the door, eyes wide. "Master!"
you gasp. "I..." You have no excuse. 

Suddenly rage clouds your eyes. "And now you go back
to the Temple to tell them all, don't you? To have me
cast out in disgrace?" Your fingers clench into a
fist, scraping hard against the metal of the door. 

"What else could I do?" I say. "Xanatos, you are no
longer my padawan. You are a rebel against the Jedi
and the Republic."

"I did what I had to do," you say.

My mind is now made up. I press a small button. The
door locks silently. 

"So will I, *lover*," I say. Your eyes go wide as I
draw my lightsaber. Too late you realize the door is
locked. 

You draw your own, glimmering red in the dim light.
Green clashes with red. "This ends, here and now," I
say. The harsh pant of fear is your only answer. You
are frightened now as you never have been before. I
step forward, you lose your focus, and your lightsaber
falls from limp hands. 

I gather you to me, saber still lit, and hold you for
the last time in my arms. "I'm sorry, beautiful," I
whisper. "You brought it on yourself."

I drive the blade deep into your chest. You let out a
choked gasp and collapse, limp, onto me, blood
staining your tunics. I stare down at you as your eyes
hold mine even in defeat, in death. 

Laying your body down on the floor of the ship, I set
course for Coruscant and lift off. 

When we are in hyperspace, I go to you, saber slicing
through your bloodstained braid, closing your eyes. My
tears fall onto your tunics, mingling with the stains
there. I brush my hand over the scar on your face. 

This was my duty as a Jedi, to kill the tainted
padawan, even should he be my lover. In the end, even
in death, Xanatos, you've conquered me, stripped me. 

You beautiful one, you have brought ruin not only to
the planet you claimed to love, but the Jedi you also
claimed to love. 

~finis~
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****

I chose, all those years ago.

Celibacy.

It seemed like a curse to those with less control, who
cannot stand their own desires. My desire was of a
different sort, the urge for love with a spiritual
being, a man made of light, far more powerful than a
quick tumble beneath the sheets.

I glanced up at the night sky on a remote planet. You
are with me.

I stared into the crowds of Coruscant with a smile.
You are with me.

My heart burns in these desert wastes. You are with
me.

The air is filled with you, the sand I walk on is you.
You bear me up when I am too exhausted to move. You
hold me when cold memories rack my body. You are the
water I drink, the breath that floods my lungs.

I took the vow in a silent moment, made only to my
heart, not witnessed by any other being, even though
everyone would discover it soon. Not a pledge of
marriage, not a pledge to a dead master, but a promise
to myself.

"I vow to never touch another being with sexual
desire, while I am still in this body."

And I never have. Somehow, strange as this
sounds...it's not that I did not want to...but I
wanted this purity more. This aching fire that burns
me through is far more my companion than any woman or
man could have ever been.

A young man's dream of love led to only loneliness,
some would say. But I did not vow only for you. You
are not the only reason I chose this path. Even had
you lived...I wonder...if you had loved me? Silly
dreams.

I know quite well that my fancy of the night, that you
are with me, is a mere hope. My imagination runs away
with me, they would say. Crazy old hermit in the
desert sand, the night air has waged war against his
brain.

But it is a dream that I enjoy, that brings light to
my soulless existence. Sometimes I even talk to you,
Master. And yes, I know what they say about those who
talk to people who aren't there.

But it's my mind, and no one around to hear.

I plan all the things we might have done. The love we
might have made. The souls we might have saved. And
then I watch as my universe snaps back into place,
cold with the burden of a Sith-turned padawan.

Oddly enough, there is a pleasure in the burst of
realization. Knowing that the dreams I built up were
just day fancies is not pleasant, but it is good to
know that I still can dream, that the horrors I have
seen have not robbed me fully.

The silence of the night desert, only broken by a
sudden call from an animal now and then, washes over
me. I clasp my hands together, the unutterable beauty
of the ever-constant stars sweeping me into another
dream.

Your fingers over mine, a memory this time. Hands so
big, fitting perfectly over mine as they were then,
helping me adjust my stance properly. I've now
forgotten the partner sartik I danced with you in that
training gym so long ago. There is no one here 
who can dance that dance.

My hands come apart in a move reminding me of the
first sartik's eighth move, one of the few I may still
remember. It's been so long since I've tried it,
though, my serenity is now probably less than the
average Initiate's was while learning the First.

If I am the last of the Jedi...I shake my head. What
shall become of our people, our way of life? I am no
fit representative, but I am all there is. 

Enough of this. I picture your hands again, your hand
over mine in a far different place and time. As you
lay dying, Master, as you gasped out those last words
instructing me to train the boy -- a charge I never
thought to dare refuse, could you see in my eyes that
I loved you desperately? In spite of the hot words we
had exchanged and my chilly mockery of an apology, my
love 
lay unspoken, blazing there.

Oh, yes. If I had the self-control not to burden you
with a clinging confession of love at your death, I
surely have the control not to touch anyone in love
ever again, until you and I are together in the Force.


If you should want me then.

I've no ideas about my looks. I was called Oafy-Wan
too many times in my younger years to ever feel that I
was beautiful. And now...thank the Force there are no
mirrors here. My own touch tells me enough. I have
grown old. 

Oh Force. Choked memories in a sea of pain, lost years
that I would do anything to have again, to start over
and do better this time. I am old, old and bitter, my
life wasted on a hopeless breath, on a man who failed
the galaxy. 

All I have is my dreams. The night visions of your
arms embracing me -- oh, Qui-Gon, Qui-Gon! How I would
have loved you with all my being, eternity in our
embrace, hope in our love. 

I shake my head. You have died, and I have vowed, and
now I am here, alone in the desert on the edge of the
universe, where the only hope I can ever have dances
through a young life, caught in a ecstasy of yearning
for something beyond the suns.

Are you with me?

And I smile as the beauty of your memory eases all the
agony. I love you. I will see you soon.

****
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****

I'm trying not to pace. Unsuccessfully. 

My hair is an awful mess, and I'm so tired from the
last few days of campaigning that I'd fall asleep on
my feet right here, except that I'm so excited and
nervous and terrified. 

My parents are with me here in this little room that
we've rented for the last few days in Theed, close to
the palace, so if I win, I won't have to walk very far
to make the acceptance speech. I'm exhausted -- no
matter what happens, I'll get some sleep before long.

I almost wish I'd lose quickly so I can collapse.

Adding to the torture of tonight are the ever-present
cameras. I'm beginning to hate Galaxy Press with a
passion. Every time I so much as change my expression,
a billion flashes of light go off in my face. My every
move is captured for all the universe to see. 

I look down at my dress, and it is wrinkled. Well,
that's what happens when you've worn it for the last
two days, campaigning frantically for votes. I'll be
glad the public can't *smell* me, when a decision is
finally made, and I have to speak. 

The polls have just closed, and returns are beginning
to come in from the earliest provinces. They're rural,
and I haven't campaigned there as much as I should
have, probably, as we decided early to concentrate on
cities, where there is more discontent with the
incumbent.

I glance over at my parents, sitting there calm and
quiet, no trace of the nervousness they must be
feeling. They're good solid country folk, and I'm glad
to have them supporting me. I would have fallen
exhausted long ago if they hadn't been behind me 
every step of the way. 

When it comes down to the wire, I'm just a country
girl myself, and I suppose I'm being awfully
presumptuous to even try to win this. But I
think...maybe, just maybe, this planet is ready for
someone young and alive, someone who will fight like
hell anywhere needed. Our interests haven't been
represented properly in the rest of the galaxy for too
long.

I love the people of Naboo with all my heart. There's
a fire in me that just drives me on to win justice for
them. Justice we haven't had.

King Veruna will get the surprise of his life, I
think.

They want to interview me. They wave me over to the
side of the room, and I step carefully over the wires
to the press.

"Amidala, do you think you will win?"

I smile. "I certainly hope so," I say, very
diplomatically. 

"But you're so young!" one of them says. I straighten
up; this is my favorite issue.

"Youth doesn't matter," I say, confidently. "What
really matters is knowledge of the issues,
personality, and passion. And I have all of those, to
give to the people of Naboo." 

Now I speak directly to what I hope will be my people.
The cameras are no longer there. Instead I see all the
faces I've greeted in the last months. "I can bring
the people of Naboo together. I will provide justice
for everyone, not just for the big corporations. I
will keep the peace we have all struggled for."

I smile again and step back to my parents. My last
interview before the results are in is over.

****

The rural results are tallied, and, to my own
surprise, I have a slight edge. I'm amazed and
thrilled. 

"Being a country girl pays off, I see," my father
jokes softly at me. I grin at him, forgetting the
cameras for a moment. 

And then there is the waiting. Hours of it. The
networks show coverage of voters cheering at results, 
and some still standing in line. The turnout's big
this year, larger than anyone expected. Because the
race is so close, maybe. Coverage of my last rally is
shown, and I scan the audience again, watching
reactions to my words in a way I had not been able to
do when I was speaking to them. 

Local elections are given the rundown. Sio Bibble has
been elected governor of Theed. Good. He's an
excellent politician, if a bit conservative. Senator
Palpatine has been relected with a large majority.
Even though I don't really know the man, I'm glad to
hear that. He's done well in the Senate for us. 

Everything is going well. But my election is still
"too close to call" as the networks say. The results
from Theed are beginning to come in now, even though
not everyone's voted. Two hours to middlenight, and
people still standing in line. They value their
democracy. 

I was just as nervous two years ago, when I was
elected governor of Theed. Maybe even more. I was
terrified then. I'm cool, calm, and collected now. 

Right. My stomach is a mass of fluttering butterflies,
and my fingers would be shaking if I wasn't holding on
to the chair arms with all my might.

I miss Winima now. She would know how to break the
tension. When I ran for governor, she patted my hand
and somehow got me to stop shaking. Kept me from
screaming for joy when it was announced I'd won too.
That would have been rather embarassing. 

I won't do anything of the sort tonight. Just smile
for the cameras, and make my speech, whatever it
should be, on the steps of the palace.

The noise level suddenly goes up. More results? I'm on
my feet, scanning the datascreens. 

Theed? 

They've projected that I've taken Theed?

I grin excitedly. By a large margin too. Guess I did a
good job as governor. My mother hugs me, and my father
flashes a smile at me. Only a few more to hear from,
and we'll know. The race could still go either way.

We sit back down, as the cameras stop flashing. The
smile is still on my face. I feel confident now.

****

Four more hours of waiting. We sit silent. I think
about all the people frantically counting votes
through the night. Everyone wants to know, all over
the galaxy. But here on Naboo, others, ordinary
citizens, stay up, watching the reports, cheering,
groaning, maybe laughing in relief as they see what
happened in their local area.

I'm nodding, almost asleep, when a cheer rings through
the room. Instantly, I'm up, awake, and on my feet.

"The last results are in," an announcer says, looking
excited in spite of his weariness. "Amidala has
captured the last fifteen provinces by a margin of 52%
to 48%, the closest victory since Queen Erina's eighty
years ago. That makes Amidala -- Queen Amidala, I
should say -- the winner in this tight race."

The announcer continues to talk, but I hear nothing
else. I've won! I turn to my mother, saying something
incoherent. She hugs me again, and I find I am crying
tears of relief. 

I'm Queen of Naboo. I smile at the press, and, with my
family and friends, leave the small room, walking out
into an early spring dawn, down toward the palace to
accept my victory. 

And as the sky blooms red above me, I welcome the
beginning of a new age on Naboo.

~~finis~
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Prologue

Master Anakin Skywalker sighed and resisted the urge
to yawn. He was ensconced deep inside the Temple
Library, buried underneath at least three thousand
years worth of documents, searching for information on
a trade agreement made hundreds of years ago between
two very obscure, far-flung planets, which currently
held the power to engulf the galaxy in civil war if a
certain datachip wasn't found.

Anakin sighed again, deciding that a break would
surely be in order soon. He flipped idly through a few
more of the chips, casually reading the names of each
one to himself.

"The Roris Becker Trial. The Kensing Affair. The
Jinn/Kenobi Files...what?"

Anakin pulled that datachip out of the stack so
quickly that the other chips fell back into a
clattering heap, disturbing the agelong hush of the
library.

The Jinn/Kenobi Files. The Jinn/Kenobi Files. The
words spun themselves through his mind, twisting,
fascinating beyond any power to forget.

Dropping any thoughts of trade intrigue, important
datachips, exhaustion or hunger, he made his way over
to an empty desk with a datapad lying on it, keyed in
a logon name and password, placed the datachip in its
slot and waited for the contents to load.

At last he would know! Know why he had never seen
Master Jinn or Obi-Wan Kenobi again after they
returned from Naboo. Know why no one would speak of
them, ever, even at his direct questioning. Know why
there had been unshed tears in Obi-Wan's eyes and a
definite tremor in Qui-Gon's voice the last time he'd
seen them, on the transport back to Coruscant, and why
Qui-Gon had said so gently, "Anakin, you will be
trained. It has been promised--but I will not be
allowed to do it. Obey your future master."

At last all these questions, possibly, would be
answered.

The datapad beeped a "data loaded" message, and Anakin
skimmed the contents. Three folders, one saying
simply, "Obi-Wan," one "Qui-Gon," and one, more
formal, labeled, "Account of the Trial and Sentence of
Master Jinn for High Crimes Against His Padawan."

Anakin gasped out loud. High crimes against his
padawan--! What crimes? Master Jinn would NEVER! He
never would do THAT!

Something of calming energy came to him as he closed
his eyes in utter shock. He reached for it and
recovered himself, slowing quickened heartbeats back
to normal rhythm.

He opened his eyes and decisively touched the folder
labeled "Qui-Gon."

"At least I'll hear his side of the story first," he
said, and opened the folder.

****

Anakin chose the first of several documents.

Inside there was a short editorial note that read:

"This is not the first entry in Qui-Gon's diary, but
it is the first that has any bearing on his trial. His
previous entries have been erased." ED

Anakin frowned at that, but began reading.

On Transport Back To Naboo

"I finally know what it means to love. The poets of
all except the Jedi call it eternal desire that will
never go stale, or the sweetest flower on the plant. I
call it Obi-Wan.

The streaks of light through this spacecraft's windows
are stars. They have worlds spinning around them,
moons, planets, asteroids, and comets flying in a
cosmic dance. I feel like I'm caught up in a cosmic
dance too, on a level higher than mere matter. I sit
here, alone while everyone sleeps, feeling an
unfamiliar rush of heady joy, waiting.

I can't go back to our room and sleep. I couldn't
sleep with Obi-Wan in the same room without crushing
him to me, kissing those sweet lips in an agony of
desire.

For the first time in a long time, I have no idea what
exactly our mission entails. Though I'm afraid that
whatever the Queen is planning will make my
risk-taking on Tatooine seem like a walk in the park.

The stars look like streaks of light. The thought
occurs to me that we are also but streaks of light
flying through the blackness outside.

Sometimes a star loses the war of all matter and falls
into a black hole. Eventually, they tell us, all
matter will end up in black holes, that the very
fabric of the universe will be reduced to elementary
particles. I have trouble believing that. It sounds
too dark.

But life is not all sweetness and light. I realized
that for the thousandth time, when we stood together
in a Naboo cockpit, just a little back from where I
sit now, and saw the battleships firing at us.

I was overcome by the urge to touch my padawan and
only caught myself by staring hard at the ships ahead,
as though I could deflect their shots by my will
alone. Perhaps I could have, perhaps I did. I'll never
know for sure.

The hours have fallen away as I sat here, more
thinking than writing. The lights will come up soon
and even though I've not slept, I feel refreshed.

So now back to show business; back to throwing the
Wise Jedi Look over my face; back to being the perfect
Master, the perfect advisor, the perfect everything.

It's all an act. Sometimes I wish I could just toss it
aside and be me, Qui-Gon, not who they all expect me
to be.

Obi-Wan, however, would be the only one I could take
my mask off in front of who would not immediately go
into supreme shock. He knows about the mask--wears one
himself.

My beloved...I wish I could tell you how loved you
are. I wish that we could be different, not Jedi, just
two human beings who could live and love each other.
May I find the courage tell you before it's too late.

What is this pressing urgency I feel, this knowledge
that something is-or could be-terribly wrong?

Control. Patience. Evil will reveal itself. I must be
ready to fight."

Anakin drew in his breath sharply. It was true
then--Qui-Gon Jinn had indeed committed high crimes.

Or at least considered it here on these pages. Had
fallen in love with his padawan--wickedness!

And what had Obi-Wan thought? Anakin switched back to
the other folder and began to read Obi-Wan's diary.

****

Anakin opened the first document, finding the same
editorial note on top, and began reading.

On Transport Back to Naboo

"I can't sleep.

It's useless to even try, I can't do it. I know what I
was told, "Sleep, Padawan. Tomorrow won't be easy...."

Yeah, just before he leaves our room.

Why? Why is he being so strange? It's not the boy.
Though he started being strange just after our Council
interview.

Does he feel a disturbance of some kind? I do.

Several, in fact.

Threat on Coruscant, threat from Naboo, threat from
the boy, danger everywhere...

No. I won't go into it. Definite Dark Side stuff.

Besides the fact of what I feel.

Now that's dangerous.

I love him.

I love Qui-Gon.

Never thought I'd say that...of anyone.

Ever.

We aren't supposed to...love.

We're Jedi.

They're mutually exclusive terms.

I heard of a case where two Knights 'fell in love'
with each other. They were executed!

Without mercy.

We're all about peace and serenity, not...love.

Not ever-increasing desire for someone, not about
wanting to be with someone forever and ever. Not about
anything but being the guardians of justice in the
galaxy.

There was a tragedy in the Jedi Order about a thousand
years ago...had nothing to with the Sith, who were
beaten for the last time (Force, you 'll never know
how much I pray Qui-Gon's wrong for once) about then.

Before that, bondings among Jedi were allowed, if not
encouraged.

But then, a Master forced his Padawan to have a
relationship with him. The boy was totally opposed to
it, as well as being...too young in any case.

The Padawan was horribly abused for years. He failed
his Trials, and discussing his failure with the
Council, told them what his Master had done to him.
They were more than horrified.

They had the offending Master executed and sent the
Padawan into extensive counseling. He was never able
to be a full Jedi Knight, but instead became a farmer,
incidentally beginning the Argi-Corps part of the Jedi
Order.

So after that, it became custom among the Jedi to not
seek sexual relationships in their friends, but to go
to others. No love was allowed any longer in the Jedi
Order, no bonds between them other than the bond of
Master and Padawan.

So we scatter the worlds with our seed, and find no
joy in the doing.

And a year later, they bring the children to the
creche.

The finding of potential Jedi is anything but random.
That is why we were so surprised to find little Anakin
on Tatooine.

No Jedi have been to Tatooine for years. If ever.

I've been brought up by these rules, and yet I feel
something is not right. Jedi are not bonded as
closely, we do not work as well together, we are
supposed to be a symbiont circle and we feel like
random threads hanging.

The stories tell us of amazing things the Jedi of old
did. Shifted planets in their courses, destroyed
massive works of evil, raised children from the dead.

That doesn't happen now.

Maybe the Force, in some small way, is not enough.
Maybe we need love too.

True love, not selfish desire. Love that rights
wrongs, fixes even the horrible events of a thousand
years ago.

I feel it.

But does he? Or is it the Will of the Force?

I don't know.

But I do know this.

The bond we have is wonderful, and I won't let my
forbidden feelings get in the way. Not now, not ever.

So we can call that subject closed. Tightly shielded,
and buried in the depths only of this journal.

I can do this. I must!"

Anakin sighed softly. This sweetness was wrong, this
wonder, this desperate attempt to conceal and reveal.
Why? Who had said so?

It had been taught to him, ever since he had entered
the Jedi Temple and been meet by a pale man with long
dark hair and a warm smile, who had told him that he
would be master to him.

Who had given him a padawan haircut, ice blue eyes far
away, lost in perhaps memory. Who had raised him and
taught him and cherished him and cut the braid when he
passed the Trials.

Xanatos of Telos, who had taught him carefully that
love between master and padawan was wrong. Whose own
master had been Qui-Gon Jinn--who had fallen in love
with his padawan!

Had Xanatos taught him things he himself did not
believe?

Anakin buried his face in his hands and waited for a
calming breath.

****

Anakin switched back to Qui-Gon's diary and read the
second entry, wanting to condone but afraid to.

Before the Battle of Naboo

I am a mass of conflicting emotions. Cold and hot by
turns. My heart and mind reel, warring with one
another.

This is something I cannot resist much longer.

Obi-Wan came to apologize to me this
morning--apologize to me! I should have been the one
asking forgiveness from him--I'm not sure exactly what
happened in the Council chamber, I was so in the flow
of the Living Force, but I get the distinct feeling
that I said something that he was distressed at.
Probably something to do with training Anakin.

I should have said I was sorry, should have reassured
him that he would be my padawan as long as he needed
to be.

But saying that was too dangerous, I might have let
slip other things--that I wanted him in my life
forever, for instance.

I came close enough to losing control anyway.

After he said that "it was not his place to disagree
about Anakin," I wanted to take him in my arms and
kiss the thought away from his mouth. I wanted to cry
out, "Obi-Wan, you're more than padawan to me, you're
friend, partner, and....love. You can have your own
opinions!"

Instead all I could do was say that he would one day
be a great Jedi knight. And lay my hand on his
shoulder--that was a mistake. To feel his warmth under
my hand, his breath ghost against my arm...I was lost,
so lost.

And I have never felt anything more wonderful.

I drew my hand back, tracing his jawline lightly with
my fingertips. The touch of his skin burned into me,
so soft, so sweet...

I swear I heard him hiss quietly under his breath as
our mind-shields began to fall unconsciously. And for
a moment we were both ready to damn all the
consequences and be with each other in every way, to
know each other inside and out.

In a way, it was too frightening.

Calling on every ounce of Jedi control, I yanked my
mind out of his, feeling him pull away also, realizing
the same thing I did.

We love each other.

And we came so close, so close, to just giving in to
it.

Control. I must hold on.

I spent hours last night indulging this insanity, this
blessed evil. I should have more sense than to think
the same way in the morning."

Anakin bit his lip sharply to keep from crying out
something very against the Code. This could not be
wrong...it could not be...not Qui-Gon Jinn, not
Obi-Wan Kenobi. What they felt could not be evil.

He raised a hand to his face, half surprised to find
tears on his cheeks. Such tenderness! How they pulled
away and danced back together...how they resisted to
find it futile.

He switched back to Obi-Wan's diary, eager to find out
just what Obi-Wan had thought of this new development.

****

Anakin closed his eyes briefly as the contents loaded
and, as the datapad beeped, sighed quietly.

Before the Battle of Naboo

We can't. No. Never. Oh Force help me. No love allowed
for the Jedi. Especially not between master and
padawan.

Yet I can scarcely keep myself from whispering into
his mind, ever so softly:

"I want your body/I want your soul/I want you in me/I
want your all."

[Anakin gasped a shocked response to this--such
rawness!]

Master, we can't hold out much longer. It's just as
well that I should take my trials as soon as possible.
Right now, maybe?

Anything to keep some distance between us

--before we go too far--
--oh master I love you but it's so unbelievably
forbidden--

anything to break the ties between us

--oh master this is too much, we can't go against the
code--

I need to put the distance of a few universes between
my body and yours to keep me away from you so I don't
yield to the inevitability of it all and throw myself
into your welcoming arms.

You won't be able to resist--not when the Living Force
itself is calling so loudly for our bodies to meet
ecstatically.

It's wrong, no matter what the Force says. So I have
been told. And what do I follow, the Code or my heart?

What do I follow?

Where do I go?

How do I live without you, my master?

I see no answer to these questions...I am caught
between two damning decisions:

Deny, crush my heart,

or

Defy, and break it.

May the Force be not with me. May the Code be with me,
because otherwise, I will die."

Anakin stood up, setting the datapad to screensaver
mode, and walked away to the fountain in the middle of
the library. He had understood what he had read, but
could not believe it. Such a dilemma! At what cost!
The Living Force itself commanding their bodies to
meet in love, and they resisting! To follow the Code!

As someone whose strength was indeed the Living Force,
he could imagine very well what it must have been
like...bodies literally pulling like magnets together,
knowing that they would receive welcome in the other's
arms and yet staying away.

Anakin sat on the wall next to the fountain and
watched it play, water dancing freely. This last entry
had been too emotionally intense, too extreme for a
Jedi-trained mind. Perhaps even some of the emotions
felt had been left in that file, a pale aura of love
and denial.

Some time of rest was needed, for he had a feeling
that it would only get more intense.

****

After a few minutes of staring at the splashing water,
Anakin got back up and returned to the desk. Sitting
down, he returned to Qui-Gon's folder and opened the
third entry.

After the Battle of Naboo

"I have been over worlds, through galaxies, crossed
deserts and snow plains, nearly died more times than I
would like to count, been captured and rescued, been
chastised and scolded, lauded and praised--and nothing
has ever felt like this!

I have kissed Obi-Wan Kenobi, the love of all
lifetimes, just once, and all I have ever done pales
in comparison to that few minutes.

And I know that I will be punished for this; I may
even die for it. They already know. I am certain.

But I would rather die, having kissed Obi-Wan just
once, than live for many years yet and never kiss him.

I'm still not sure how it all happened; I was fighting
the dark-robed creature and suddenly he was there and
the Sith was gone and we were in each other's arms.

Then he kissed me. We kissed each other. Shields fell
and I was him for a moment and he was me, and the
universe could not have been brighter.

It may be the only chance I will ever have, but for
the first time in my life, I feel truly alive."

Anakin, this time, did not gasp in horror. This was
sweet and wonderful. Even if it was wrong.

He switched back quickly to Obi-Wan's diary section,
wondering just what had made Obi-Wan kiss his master,
after all his former talk of following the Code.

****

After the Battle of Naboo

"Part of me can't believe I ever denied myself this
utter pulsing joy I feel now. The other half is in a
state of complete shock.

And even though I knew it already, it still came as a
surprise--Qui-Gon Jinn loves me and I love him.

I've stopped trying to fight it. The Force wills
it--and a brand new world has opened up to me; the
stars spin under the sky and I am so happy, so happy.

We have, together, defeated great evil. We have killed
the twisted, Darkened thing that attacked my master on
Tatooine.

I'm not certain of the particulars of our battle with
the creature; I know only that Qui-Gon was on the
other side of a red laser wall, fighting the Sith, and
I realized that I could not just stand there--I had to
do something.

So I experimentally tested the wall with a lit saber,
and discovered that my lightsaber would indeed go
thorough the rays. I also noticed that my saber
blocked the rays from continuing -- since one bank of
lasers sent and the other received, I could get
through the wall if I held my saber so that it blocked
as much of the ray as possible.

As my master fought the Sith across the room, I crept
carefully between the beams above and below me. This
is much harder than it sounds, trust me! Dangerous as
it was, I escaped, but not without a burn to my left
arm as I reached to recover my saber. Almost blinded
by sudden pain, I seized my saber and stumbled across
the floor.

They, especially the Sith, were not expecting me. All
it took was one swift slash to sever the Sith almost
in half. He fell into the melting pit and Qui-Gon and
I, literally, fell into each other's arms, just like
all the norms' romance books dictated.

"You're burned, Obi-Wan," was the first thing he said
to me.

There were a thousand answers to that, but the Living
Force was pounding through my blood and he was so very
close. I answered only:

"Yes, I think I am, but anything for you, Master."
Then I leaned up and kissed him.

When our lips met, it was as though I'd been living as
a shadow of myself and had suddenly exploded into
stark reality. The universe, consequences included,
fell away into nothingness, and I tightened my arms
around him, deepening the kiss, tasting salt and
sweetness in his mouth. And he kissed back, body
pressed to mine, our minds meeting as we had not
allowed them to do a day earlier.

I would have had this kiss, more powerful than the
most intimate contact with another, go on
forever--would have loved to die with our lips locked
together, but we were only flesh and blood. Mere clay
cannot kiss forever.

So we moved away from each other, hands lingering on
waists and hips.

"I love you, Qui-Gon," I whispered. He covered my hand
with his, tenderly.

"As do I love you, Obi-Wan," he said.

And that was all. We walked together out of Theed's
underground core to find the battle over and the
viceroy captured, young Anakin having piloted a ship
on his own to destroy the droid control ship.

We helped reinstate Queen Amidala in her palace. And
right now, my master is making a report to the
Council. Will they know; will they somehow be able to
tell that we kissed?

I close my eyes and wonder how long we can hide
anything this powerful."

Anakin shook his head; he already knew the answer to
that question. Not very long. The Council had many
spies and many ways of finding things out very quickly
indeed, if they wanted to. And it was possible that in
this case, they had wanted to. Qui-Gon had had a
remnant of a training bond with Master Yoda, it would
have been all too easy for Yoda to pry and see exactly
what was going on.

****

Anakin quickly turned back to Qui-Gon's diary. This
was absorbing beyond measure, a bittersweet tale that
he could not wait to find the conclusion to.

On Transport Back to Coruscant

"Earlier today I felt like I was standing on the top
of a beautiful mountain. Grass and trees, the Living
Force, and my Obi-Wan, waited for me. And then the
Council contacted me--and someone pushed me out of
paradise, hurtling screaming into endless dark depths.

They call this that I have done with my Obi-Wan
perversion, they call me Darkened, they say I will be
tried for crimes against my padawan as soon as we
reach Coruscant--all this for a single kiss, all this
for falling in love.

Unwittingly, we boarded the transport back to the
Temple early this morning, certain that Queen Amidala
was more than equipped to repair her homeland. Except
for my brush with death, it had been one of our easier
missions.

And we had Anakin with us. He could take classes among
the initiates for a couple of years. That would be
well enough time to get him caught up, while I
finished Obi-Wan's training. I would not have rushed
that for the worlds.

And now, we are here, speeding toward our destiny,
knowing punishment and maybe death awaits me when I
leave this ship. I would have it so. I will not tell
the pilot to go somewhere else. I will face them with
every thought in my heart laid bare, and then, maybe,
they will see that this is no evil.

I don't think either Obi-Wan or I had ever considered
that a kiss could change our relationship. While, as I
know now, we have been deeply in love with each other
for years, we also knew it to be a hopeless love and
therefore never dreamed of a touch, or a kiss, or even
a meaningful look passing between us. And as wonderful
as that kiss was, as different from any other as night
is from day, I have hardly dared to consider going
farther with him. The norms call sex "love-making,"
and I have always been hard-pressed to understand why.

Isn't it just sex, love or not? Just bodies rubbing
together in the night?

And so we are hesitant. We don't want to discover
that, deep down, we are still only mortals
biologically programmed to seek sexual release.

We consider ourselves the holy vessels of the Force,
Obi-Wan and I, and have always hated the customary
giving of the fairest women of the planets we've
saved, to bear Jedi children. Though we were born of
these quick unions between Jedi savior and beautiful
norm woman, or, in Obi-Wan's case, female Jedi knight
and good-looking norm man, we both feel that there
must be a better way.

But to sleep with Obi-Wan! Would it be like the Living
and Unifying Force twining in glowing ribbons around
the worlds, or would it be like two animals rutting in
heat? Or would it, possibly, be like both?

At last, now, I can see Coruscant through the
viewport--we've just come out of hyperspace. And I
will face the Council with all I have to give. This is
not wrong. This is blessed and wonderful. Obi-Wan is
my love, my soulmate! Like rivers flowing together, we
are two halves of one glorious whole--and this is
right."

Anakin sighed softly at this.

"Even were it wrong, I would die to feel this way," he
whispered.

****

Anakin quickly switched back to Obi-Wan's folder and
opened the last icon in the folder, the last diary
entry of Obi-Wan.

On Transport Back To Coruscant

"Whatever it takes, I'll be with him. I will not leave
his side for anything, not even if he tells me to.
When I gave him my lips, I gave him my heart as well,
and as he received my kiss, so he received me, come
weal or woe, death or life, forever.

I do not care if we never touch or kiss again. I only
want to stay beside him, to be his as he is mine.

When a planet spins around a star in the customary
cosmic dance, is that said to be unnatural and wrong?
No, never, it is just and right, the way the Force
made it to be. Why then when I, Obi-Wan the planet,
wish to spin forever about Qui-Gon the star, is that
called perversion?

I do not care what the Council says of him. I know the
truth and I know him.

I know him like I know my lightsaber. As the crystal
is the center of my 'saber, the heart of it, so is he
my center and heart.

And how can I refuse the other half of my soul?"

Anakin sighed and closed the diary folder. Now all
that was left was to read the formal account of Master
Jinn's trial and an as yet unknown sentence. What had
happened to them--had they been exiled, or cast out
from the Jedi? Or worse?
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The Account of the Trial and Sentence of Master
Qui-Gon Jinn

I have agreed to write this account on one condition
only: that no one shall look at this datachip until
after I have passed into the Force.

[Anakin paused a moment. His master had most certainly
not passed into the Force yet, but Anakin could no
more stop reading this tale than he could undo his
master's saber training. He kept reading.]

I am Xanatos of Telos, just declared Jedi Master, and
the former padawan of Qui-Gon Jinn. I vowed fifteen
years ago to train Anakin Skywalker in the ways of the
Jedi, at my former master's request.

I have succeeded in this--today I will cut his braid.

Today, therefore, as it has been asked of me by the
Council, I will also set down the events of fifteen
years ago that led me to take Anakin as my padawan.

My former master took as a third padawan Obi-Wan
Kenobi, a promising young boy who was dedicated to
following the Code and skilled in the Unifying Force.
As opposites in many ways, they complemented each
other perfectly and quickly became the most-often
requested diplomatic team the Jedi had.

But horribly for them -- opposites also attract -- and
they, on a mission to a backwater, but beautiful
planet, Naboo, gave in to their forbidden love and
Qui-Gon kissed his padawan.

Such things, love between master and padawan, are
completely forbidden to the Jedi. So Master Jinn was
tried and sentenced to death. Padawan Kenobi refused
to live without his master, so both were executed by
fire.

That is the story in brief, but not as I lived it.

Fifteen years ago...

Master Qui-Gon contacted me from Naboo, and asked a
favor. He requested, without preamble, that I train
Anakin Skywalker.

When I asked him why he himself would not, he paused a
moment. Then he said quietly, "I do not think I will
be allowed to train anyone after this."

"After what?" I asked.

"After kissing my current padawan," he answered.

I gasped my shock--surely he hadn't! Surely he was
joking. That was a serious, serious crime, for which
he could be executed! Didn't he know that?

"The Council already knows, and they are about to take
me into custody," he answered my unspoken question.

"Why, Master?" I asked. "Obi-Wan Kenobi is beautiful,
but I would not risk death for him."

"I would," and those two words said it all--all the
denial and suffering and final yielding.

I bent my head, waiting for calm, and after a moment,
said merely, "I will, then, at your request, take
Anakin Skywalker as my padawan."

A few days later, I saw them leave their ship, my
master and his padawan close, as though the universe
would have to tear them apart to get them to leave
each other.

Anakin followed, and my heart immediately went out to
the boy; he was so very powerful in the Force, yet
innocent.

Almost unconsciously, I greeted him, not needing an
introduction, and led him away to my quarters. He was
quiet, but there was an undercurrent of swift
questions surging through him. Settling him in padawan
quarters took a few minutes, but as soon as he fell
asleep, exhausted from the trip, I was off to observe
the trial that I was sure must be going on.

The room used for a courtroom was not the typical
Council room; instead, it was square and brightly lit.
Qui-Gon Jinn stood in the center of the room as the
accused. Obi-Wan Kenobi sat in the first row of
spectators' seats, watching his master with a fierce
protective look in his eyes.

To start the trial, Mace Windu presented the
accusations against my master.

"Qui-Gon Jinn of the Jedi," he intoned, "You have been
accused on charges of having unlawfully seduced your
padawan with carnal intent. The court will show your
crime in these three ways: proof that you have long
lusted after your padawan in your thoughts, proof
that, on Naboo, you did unlawfully kiss your padawan,
and proof that you did wish to form and be bound by
life vows with your padawan. How say you, first, to
these accusations?"

My master looked up at Master Windu keenly.

"Prove them if you can," he said, a declaration of
neither innocence nor guilt.

In the next few hours that afternoon, Master Jinn's
every unguarded thought since he had taken Kenobi as
his padawan was examined. If he could not explain each
one, that was duly noted. Some of the quotations were
extremely inconsequential and could easily be
explained. Others my master had no answer for.

Hours that seemed like days went by this way. Padawan
Kenobi sat straight and pale at the front of the room,
alternating between gazing at Qui-Gon with his heart
in his eyes and shooting dagger looks at whoever was
questioning Qui-Gon.

After some time, as Qui-Gon's former padawan, I myself
was questioned. They asked me whether Qui-Gon had ever
displayed any carnal intent toward me, or I toward
him. I told them the truth--no, never. My own
apprenticeship had been one of perfect propriety and
Qui-Gon had never touched me in a manner unseemly, nor
wished to, I was sure.

As the examination of his history concluded, I began
to see that they had drawn the proverbial noose around
my master's neck and were waiting only to draw it
tight. They had already decided on a verdict.

Master Windu then gave the court a short recess and I
stepped outside the room, to discover that sunset was
approaching. The sky, as always, shone gold and red
above the Temple.

Obi-Wan was standing a few feet away, staring out the
window, thinking who knew what. I walked over to him
to attempt a little comfort--I would be the only one
who would dare to give it.

"Can you save my master?" he said, after I greeted him
solemnly.

"No one can, it seems, unless the Council has a sudden
change of heart," I said.

"The Council has no heart at all to change," he said
under his breath.

"Obi-Wan--" I began.

He turned toward me suddenly and said:

"If you can't save him, if no one can save him, rest
assured he won't die without me by his side!"

I took a half-step back.

"Surely there's no need to go that far?" I said.

"Why not? What am I without him?" Obi-Wan asked.

"You will be a great Jedi knight someday..." I said.

"That's what he told me," Obi-Wan nodded. "But I won't
be anything, unless he's with me. I don't want
anything else."

After the short recess, I entered the empty courtroom
and heard voices coming from the front of the room.

I realized that the speakers were behind the thin wall
that separated the courtroom from the office next, and
they obviously didn't know that their voices bled
through into the room I was in, so that I could hear
them easily.

"This will never work, Mace. There is no evidence for
the third point and you know it!" a female voice (I
couldn't tell whose) said.

"We'll think of something. If not, the first two are
enough to convict. Don't worry," Mace replied.

I moved as quietly as I could to the door and let it
slam behind me, giving the impression that I had just
entered the room.

A few minutes later, the second part of the session
got underway.

They played the security tape from Naboo before the
assembled Jedi and the Council. And yes, indeed, that
tape made it very clear that Master Jinn had kissed
his padawan. Or had kissed him back, but that was a
small thing.

Questioning Padawan Kenobi turned out to be mostly a
waste of time. Obi-Wan was obdurate, cooperative in
words, but saying absolutely nothing that was not
directly asked of him. A rather amusing exchange
between Obi-Wan Kenobi and Mace Windu went like this:

Master Windu: Padawan, do you love your master?

Obi-Wan: Yes.

Master Windu: Does he love you?

Obi-Wan: As a master should.

Master Windu: But with carnal intent?

Obi-Wan: How should I know that?

Master Windu: Has he told you?

Obi-Wan: Has he told me what? "Obi-Wan, I love you
with carnal intent?" No.

Master Windu: He has not? Has he ever implied it?

Obi-Wan: Master Windu, there have been no improper
actions toward me from him, a fact that does not hold
true of all in this Temple.

At that, Master Windu looked away briefly, a gesture
that told me, at least, far more than a confession
would have. I figured the cross-examination of Obi-Wan
was over, but he continued.

Master Windu: Padawan, did you kiss your master on
Naboo?

Obi-Wan: I did.

Master Windu: Why?

Obi-Wan: Because he was kissable.

Master Windu [through the laughter in the courtroom]:
Padawan Kenobi! Explain yourself!

Obi-Wan: I have. You have your answer.

A few more rounds like this, and Master Windu
apparently decided the examination of Kenobi was
useless.

At this point, Master Windu dismissed Obi-Wan, who
remained standing near the front of the room.

Mace urged one of the pair to explain their actions on
Naboo. Anything in Qui-Gon's defense, any extenuating
circumstances, he requested.

At this, Obi-Wan stepped forward, much as though he'd
finally made up his mind to speak and had gathered all
his courage for one last chance. He stood before us
and the Council and said steadily:

"You accuse the wrong Jedi of a crime! You point your
fingers at my master and say that he is guilty, not
only of falling in love, which is a crime to you
cold-hearted ivory-tower statues, but of seducing me
with "carnal intent." In all this, you ignore your own
lustful desires. You leave at the wayside undesired
touches you gave an unwilling padawan, or your lewd
comments, or your secret whispers about this or that
padawan's beauty."

He paused for a moment and gathered his breath. We all
sat in shocked silence, Qui-Gon very straight in the
front, smiling faintly, proud of his padawan, I was
sure.

"I say to you, these things are the real crime! They
are what you should be prosecuting here today, not an
innocent love between those who are equals in heart,
if not in rank."

Obi-Wan took a deep breath, extended his hands and
stepped forward until he stood within arm's reach of
his master. A smile passed between them, tender and
secret, and Obi-Wan continued, startling us all with
his next words.

"And so, Qui-Gon, my equal, my heart, I ask you this
one question--do you love me?"

Through the gasps of outrage in the courtroom, I saw
Qui-Gon catch Obi-Wan's hands in his and say calmly,
"Yes, Obi-Wan, yes, I do."

Obi-Wan's next words were whispered at first and got
steadily clearer and louder:

"Qui-Gon Jinn,
I bind myself to you forever.
Not even death shall part us.
I will be yours as you are mine
We shall be each other's.
All the days of our lives and afterward
even into eternity in the Force,
I shall cling to you as you hold to me.
My heart and body are now yours alone,
never to be shared with another.
This vow I make to you as my love-
if I break it let my life be broken."

The hush in the courtroom became a tangible thing--no
sounds this time--everyone was too shocked. They were
invoking a lifebond! This was forbidden to the
Jedi--Obi-Wan was not even supposed to know it was
possible! Qui-Gon, though a bit startled, it seemed,
managed to complete the ceremony:

"Obi-Wan Kenobi,
Your vows I accept and make my own.
I am yours as you are mine-
we shall cling to each other through death itself
and beyond, into the unity of the Force.
I give you my body and heart.
I am alone yours.
This vow I make to you as my love-
if I break it let my life be broken."

As he finished saying those things, I thought wildly
through my shock, "there's no way anyone can see
anything corrupt in that." Then Mace Windu recovered
and flounced--no other word will do--to the other
Council members.

"Have you seen with your own eyes this man transgress
the Code?"

Several stirred uneasily, but all responded as if by
rote, "We have."

"Do you need any further evidence?"

At the Council's united negative, Mace Windu gave them
permission to deliberate a sentence and the Council
left the room.

Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon remained standing, arms around
each other's waists, eyes wide, waiting.

It only took a few minutes, as everyone was sure it
would.

Qui-Gon was sentenced to die by fire in the Pyre of
the Darkened. Obi-Wan was given a choice--die with his
Master, or be cast out of the Jedi.

He said nothing, but pulled Qui-Gon down and kissed
him lightly in front of the court, making plain as day
what he chose.

They, under Jedi escort, left the courtroom to go back
to their quarters. I paused for a moment, trying to
absorb everything that had happened in just a few
hours here.

Mace Windu approached me (I flinched away from him
unconsciously ) and asked for a favor.

"Xanatos, someone has to watch the camera that tapes
their rooms tonight. I don't want them trying to
escape. Would you mind?"

I frowned, but could come up with no good reason to
get out of it. At least I could be kind to them, and
not spread the details of their last night alive all
over the Temple, as others would have.

"I'll do it," I said quietly.

****

As I watched the viewscreen connected to the camera in
their quarters, they entered, almost as though nothing
had happened and they were not to die tomorrow.

Cloaks were shed, thrown carelessly over a chair.
Obi-Wan, almost frighteningly cheerful, moved away
from Qui-Gon, talking rather aimlessly about nothing,
doing little things like straightening a book on the
shelf, or picking up an empty cup left on the table
and setting it on the counter.

Then Qui-Gon spoke a low-voiced "Padawan," and Obi-Wan
turned, forgetting everything.

"Master?"

"Come here, it's all right, come here," Qui-Gon said,
opening his arms. Obi-Wan smiled briefly and fairly
flew into them, hugging his master close.

They held each other for long minutes, whispering
things the audio feed could not pick up. I watched,
fascinated.

Eventually holding wasn't enough, and they began to
kiss each other, light and soft at first, then deep
kisses, so deep I wondered if they were trying to
become absorbed in each other forever.

Moments passed and whispers and sighs and the outline
of their bodies in the moonlight was all I could hear
and see, the lights having been dimmed at some point.
Clothes fell away from them, scattered carelessly on
the floor.

Falling onto Qui-Gon's bed in the corner of the room,
they kissed and slid and gasped, bodies straining
with, not against, each other.

I heard Obi-Wan cry out first, but Qui-Gon followed
him a second later, both saying words that could have
been the other's name.

I had never wanted another man, but seeing this, I
could understand the attraction. They were beautiful
together, beautiful.

"Oh, love," Obi-Wan whispered, running lazy fingers
through his master's hair. And then they began to kiss
again, gently, naked bodies twined together in the
moonlight on top of the sheets, shining dimly. Two
different, yet perfect bodies, one toned by youth and
constant training sessions, one honed by experience
and grace.

I slumped back in my chair as they continued to kiss;
obviously they weren't going anywhere.

I watched through the rest of that night, stark awake,
staring at a dark viewscreen, listening to soft moans
and sighs intermingled with occasional words, mostly
endearments. All I could see on the screen now was
shifting shadows, hardly enough to imagine what they
were doing, if the audio feed had not made it
absolutely clear.

When the light came streaming in the windows of their
room, I could finally see them again. They lay
entwined together so tightly that for a moment they
looked like one being. My former master had gathered
Padawan Kenobi protectively in his arms and Kenobi's
head lay on his shoulder, fingers twisted in his hair.

For the first time, I switched the viewscreen off.
This simple act of sleeping together was somehow more
intimate than all the passionate moans I'd heard the
night before. Let them have their brief privacy. It
was all I could do for them.

About two hours later, Councilor Mace Windu entered
the viewing booth and after a few choice words about
my failure at round-the-clock surveillance, turned the
viewscreen back on, and groaned in shock at the
couple. I looked over at the screen and resisted the
urge to smile--they were fully dressed and meditating
now. The only unorthodox thing about them was that
they sat together, Kenobi between my master's legs,
eyes closed, faces utterly serene.

The Council disturbed their meditation a few moments
later and took them, holding each other's hands, faces
wan but calm, to the Pyre of the Darkened, reserved
for those who had committed the most serious offenses
against the Code and the Jedi.

The Pyre was a small metal-clad box-shaped place with
only one door and a strong post in the center of the
room.

I have been told that the Council members tied Qui-Gon
and Obi-Wan back to back on that post, laid wood
drenched in fuel at their feet, recited their crimes
against the Code and gave them a last chance to recant
their love vows, which they refused.

Then Mace Windu lit the wood on fire and the Council
left the rooms, shutting the door to keep fire and the
sound of screams inside. They sent pure oxygen through
the air ducts to that room, turning the fire quickly
into an inferno. I can only imagine, though I don't
want to, the pain of their death--they both burned and
suffocated at once. There are few deaths devised that
are more painful and terrifying. In any case, the fire
consumed them, leaving only ashes.

I entered that room a few days later, after all were
certain that it had cooled completely, and gathered
their ashes. Among them lay a small rock, scorched,
simple, but it glowed with Force.

When I attempted to probe the stone, I received only
this rush of feeling:

burnhotpainbadscorchwithermeltcrackfadebutloveiseternal.

I left that stone among the ashes and on a mission
several years later to Naboo, scattered them on the
breeze. A fitting end, I thought, for those whose only
crime was love and in whom I could see only light.

****

Anakin felt the rush of emotion threaten to overcome
him, and waited quietly until he could breathe again.
They had suffered so much and for nothing, it seemed.
All that was left of Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan's love was
ashes on the wind and a single datachip.

"I will be the one to live their legacy," he said
quietly. "It will no longer remain hidden in shadow,
but will be known for what it was, not Darkness, but
Light."

A moment later, he felt a light touch on his shoulder
and looked up.

"Deep thoughts, Master?" a familiar voice asked.

Anakin smiled and stood, shaking his former padawan's
hand.

"Han! So good to see you--I'd thought you were on
mission!"

Han ran his fingers through his half-long new-knight
hair and laughed. "I got back last night--in one
piece, thank the Force! And, oh, yes, Master, there's
someone I'd like you to meet."

Han gestured and a young blond haired man, sporting a
padawan braid down to his waist, stepped forward.

"Master, this is Luke Naberrie, padawan to Master
Starlene. We met on the mission, and he...he reminds
me of you, a lot."

"Nice to meet you, Master Skywalker. Han's done
nothing but talk about what a great Master you were to
him," Luke said.

"Typical of Han to exaggerate," Anakin laughed.

"I do not exaggerate, Master," Han said. "But what so
serious were you contemplating when we disturbed you?"

Anakin glanced from one young man to the other, and
made a split-second decision.

"This tale--you might enjoy it." He lifted the
datachip out of the slot and gave it to Han, smiling.
"Why don't both of you read it and see what you
think?"

"Sounds interesting, Master," Han said. "What do you
say, Luke? Are you up for some deep thinking right
now?"

"Always, what else?" Luke answered, and shot a look at
Han, that, to someone who had just finished reading
the tale of Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon and their doomed love,
was apparent as an I-want-to-be-with-you-always
glance.

Anakin smiled, hoping he was making the right choice.
Maybe through them there could be some redemption for
the Jedi order. In any case, he would see to it that
Han and Luke would never meet the same fate that
Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan had chosen.

He watched them walk into the distance, laughing at
some small joke, and turned back into the stacks of
datachips, searching again for a certain nagging trade
agreement from two far-distant star systems.
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****

The faint drift of dust motes in the sunlight caught
my eye as I woke up. In the early dawn, they shone
like gold flecks in the sand. And then I remembered
that I'd kissed you, and after that we'd fallen
together into some dim world of passion and fire. 

Fire. Oh, Force. Oh, love. And I looked over at you,
asleep in my arms, your hair gently drifting over my
shoulder. Fire. The fire of my devotion would become
the fire of my death. 

But I would never regret loving you. Never. 

"Master," I whispered softly against your cheek, my
hand stroking your back absently. "Qui-Gon." 

You stirred; your arms reached out and took me into
them. Our bodies pressed together in that familiar
newness they say all lovers experience. My delight in
life and loving you had never been so strong. 

"Love that well which you will leave ere long," I
breathed. 

"Never can leave you," you whispered into my neck.
"There is no death, love, only the Force." 

I smiled against your forehead and you felt it, but
said nothing. 

Moments passed like that, our new-found love bond
singing with quiet joy, mixed with traces of
apprehension. We were not afraid. We had made our
choice. But we yet could not desire death. Human clay
is not made to joy in its own demise. 

Silence filled the air as we lay entwined, one of my
legs between yours, our unified breaths the only
motion in the room. Our heartbeats, too, kept time
together, and I began counting them without knowing
it, and stopped when I realized I was wondering how
many I had left. 

So I slid down and kissed you, our eyes open. I
watched the faint expressions falling back and forth
through your eyes as our mouths met, vague surprise at
first, then the deepness of an abiding devotion. 

I gathered myself and forgot the universe, choosing
instead for a few moments to love you, and not
consider the rest of this morning worth anything. 

Breathing heavily, we broke our kiss and I sighed,
laying my forehead against yours. 

"Love?" you said. "It is time to prepare. We must be
ready." 

Yes. Yes. They can't find us like this. Doubtless we'd
only die more slowly. 

I kissed the tip of your nose and we tore our hands
and bodies away from each other. 

I almost reached out for you again, but caught myself
and turned away, picking up the scattered clothes from
the floor and folding them as you got dressed. I could
not bear to watch your beautiful body disappearing
from my hungry eyes. 

I threw on an old set of tunics. I did not wish to
wear fine clothes to my death. You would be the only
prize I could carry with
me. 

Both dressed, we lingered over a light breakfast --
the last food we would ever eat -- watching each other
move hand to mouth, wishing we could be the food the
other ate. 

You took my wrist in your hand when we had finished,
before I could clear away the dishes. 

"Leave them." I nodded -- why should we have to clean
this place before we died? Let another do it. 

You drew me into your arms again, and mapped my face
with your lips, kissing my eyelids, lips, forehead,
cheeks, and temple. I closed my eyes, faint with
desire, and merely felt the perfection of your body
against mine for a few moments. 

Then we sat down on the floor, your arms still around
my waist, and we sank together into the last
meditation we would ever share. 

I saw fire and refined gold shining in the darkness.
And I remembered that gold must pass through fire to
be pure. 

I tilted my head up and kissed your throat. 

"Let them come," I whispered. "Let all who are against
us come. Let them kill us. For I love you and I will
never deny that." 

~end~
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"The stillness in your eyes 
convinces me that I 
I don't know a thing 
But I've been around the world 
And I've tasted all the wines 
A half a billion times 
Came sickened to your shores 
You show me what this life is for..." 

Dance With You, by Live 

****

You whisper soft words of love into my ear. I sigh
against your skin, my beard tickling the tender flesh
of your neck. 

"Master," your voice is a mere breath. And I remember
where we are. 

"Obi-Wan," I answer, fingers moving lazily out over
your skin. "We should get up." 

Your laughter is music to my ears. "You first." 

I turn to look at you, and my breath catches in my
throat at your laughing beauty. All this wealth to be
wasted on an early death. 

"I should not have..." I begin, but you lay a finger
over my lips, so gently. 

"It was my decision," you say, smiling. "And I would
make it again, forever, to be with you." 

"Come here," I say. "Let me kiss you." 

"Yes, Qui-Gon," you say, and your smile is still
bright. You are a light in a dark universe, Obi-Wan
Kenobi. I hope that our sacrifice will change things,
hope that we will not die in vain. 

Your arms slip around me and you raise your lips to
meet mine. We kiss like the first time, for the last
time. You pull away at last with a sigh, leaning your
forehead against mine. 

"Love?" I whisper at last. "It is time. We must be
ready." 

You frown for a moment and then with a quick soft
smile, kiss my nose and tear your body away from
mine. I sigh at the loss, and move to dress, as though
my body were not craving yours with every breath. 

I glimpse your face in the mirror as you pause behind
me. "I love you," I say on the spur of the moment,
my heart utterly swept away by your innocent beauty. 

"I know," you say and our hands brush, sending
ecstatic tingling through my blood. 

"You're worth it," you say after a minute of silence
between us. I turn to face you, quizzical. "Worth
dying
for," you clarify, and cross to me, laying hands on my
shoulders. "The universe will never be the same after
we die. Things will change. I feel it, I know it." 

I lean forward to kiss you quickly. You are an
irresistible temptation to this lover. "I trust you,"
I say. "Though I do not sense this." 

You smile. "I've often sensed things you could not.
And you know things I could not comprehend." 

"Anakin?" I ask. 

That's one, you tell me with your eyes.  "He will be
all right," you say. "Xanatos is a good man, he will
teach him well." 

"You know, it was said that Xanatos was dangerous as
well," I say. 

"We are all dangerous," you say. "You are dangerous. I
am dangerous. We can change the universe. We have the
potential to bring great sorrow or great happiness.
That is what makes us fearful beings." You let go of
me and step away, still talking. "The power to shape
our own destinies, be what we want..." You shake your
head. "It overwhelms me sometimes." 

"And this death is what you have chosen," I say,
simply, flatly, a trace of a bitter tone in my voice.
You look up at me, wisdom in your eyes. 

"No," you say. "This life is what I have chosen, and
this memory is what I have chosen. Isn't it wonderful
to think that in future years we will be hailed as the
ones who stood up for love?" 

I smile at you and you lean in to kiss me, one more
time. "Let us meditate," you say. "We'll have all
eternity to love." 

And I believe you. 

~end~
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****

Their faces were still swimming through my mind. Composed in sleep, tight with passion, smiling brightly, speaking soberly -- all the expressions I'd seen in their eyes in the last few days flowed over me as I walked down the hallway to what once had been their rooms. 

This -- what I was doing -- was secret. Though not expressly forbidden, still I glanced around half-covertly as I walked, wondering if I'd be caught. 

It was the night of the day they'd -- how shall I say it? -- sacrificed themselves. Doubtless their ashes were still cooling in the Pyre room, doubtless they were by now in the bliss of oneness with the Force, wrapped in each other's arms. 

I did not begrudge them their joy; it was well earned. But I mourned and mourned deeply, our loss, our blindness, our Darkness that drove the Council to kill them. Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon could no longer play a part in the events of this universe, and for that, I grieved. 

Approaching what had until this morning been their rooms, I laid a hand on the lock. Recognizing me, as a former occupant, the door slid open. 

It all *looked* so normal. 

Dishes lay on the table. There had been a lapse, then, in Obi-Wan's customary neatness. I smiled; such things as dishes must have felt inconsequential compared to what they were about to face. 

The bed in one corner was made rather sloppily. The other gave no evidence of having been used in days. 

Two cloaks lay over the back of one chair. I picked them up, thinking to put them away, but laid them back down. They were practically useless to anyone else, both were worn thin, and hardly a used-clothes buyer would pay more than a credit or two for them. I would take them away with me as mementos. 

Emotions swirled in the room, pale, but beautiful. Helplessly drawn to their bed, where their deepest feelings were concentrated, I sat down, and gently probed the mental depth of what had been felt here last night. 

Joy washed over me, such a different emotion than what I'd been expecting. Obi-Wan's delight, Qui-Gon's trust. Love. Silvery ribbons twining about one another. Arousal. Echoes of whispered words, holy endearments. 

I sank back onto the bed, losing myself in the bliss of what was here. 

Peace. Trust. Hope. Beautiful bodies lying together in the moonlight. Patience. A little laughter. A braid caught between fingers and held like a leash. Qui-Gon's hair tumbling down over shoulders. A sliding against silken sheets. Sinuous  movements, made to seduce. A warm, deep kiss. Another. Still another. Visions of flame soaring -- and laughter at that. 

More whispered words. 

"We can't die, love, no one can kill us, no one ever..." 

Ahhh, Obi-Wan. Kill your body, perhaps, but never your heart, never your pure soul. 

My eyes slid shut. I was adrift on the sea of sensation, peace washing over me. 

I awoke the next morning to sunlight streaming in the window, feeling perfectly refreshed. 

They are not dead. There are some things even the Council cannot do away with. This I believe. Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi, though killed in that fire, live on. 

I had no need of mourning. 

~end~
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Fingers against the skin of a lover 
I scrabble for your hand 
as they light the torches 
their faces are dark shadows 
evil I see now 
darkness touches them deep 
our fingers clasp 
"rest easy," you gasp 
and I answer "soon it will be over" 

An orange light in the dimness 
and I smile at my destiny 
no questions here 
I'd say my love again 
a thousand times 
Your breaths are harsh against my skin 
don't be afraid my master 
soon there will be no pain 

I stare them down 
as they set fire at our feet 
and they leave the room 
in haste. I grin at their fear -- 
will they condemn, but not face 
the fire they leave us to? 

"love," your voice is frail 
and pain takes me over 
heat 
a lover's embrace 
no 
a fire 
death approaches 
and still I smile 

Blackness becomes my friend 
and I hold your hand as we melt together 
rush of vibrant pleasure overtakes me 

Green grass. 
River sparkle in the sun. 
I lie silent in bliss 
your hand in mine. 

I smile suddenly -- 
"run to the water!" I laugh 
and pull you with me 
my darling 
my heart 
my master 
my Qui-Gon 
my lover 
eternity in your water-cool kiss. 

fires are gone out forever 
and the pleasure of life 
courses through my veins 

~end~
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I don't know, baby, what I'd do
On this earth without you
We all live and we all die
But the end is not goodbye
The sun comes up
And seasons change
And through it all
Love remains.
An eternal burning flame --
Hope lives on
And love remains.
~~Collin Raye, "Love Remains"

****

Obi-Wan combed the glitter out of his hair, sighing
softly at the feel of the brush running over his
scalp. It had been a long day, a treaty finally
signed, and a mad celebration rushing into the wee
hours of the night, careless of exhausted Jedi
delegates. 

In the mirror he could see his master, eyes closed,
sitting on the couch, signs of a raging headache
written in the lines on his face. Obi-Wan laid the
brush down and turned to face him.

"Master?" he asked, softly. "Are you all right?" 

Qui-Gon opened his eyes. "Yes, Padawan," he answered.
"Just tired. I hope the Council doesn't hear the
treaty has been signed until sometime tomorrow. Give
us a chance to rest."

"We could use that," Obi-Wan said. "They've been
sending us hither and thither for -- oh, ages, now.  I
can hardly remember what home looks like."

"Me either, Padawan," Qui-Gon said. "Get that makeup
off your face before you go to sleep, all right?"

Obi-Wan turned back to the mirror. "Yes, Master," he
said, grinning at his own makeup streaked face. "I
don't even remember when all this gunk was put on me."


Qui-Gon stood up, walked over to the sink, and wet a
towel in warm water. "Here, Padawan," he said, and
carefully smoothed the warm cloth over Obi-Wan's face,
removing a good deal of the caked rogue and kohl. 

"There." Qui-Gon smiled. "You look like my Obi-Wan
again, not a striped tara." 

Obi-Wan slipped an arm around his Master's waist, and
smiled up at him. "I'm always your Obi-Wan," he said.
"Come, let's get to bed."

He brushed his fingers over Qui-Gon's forehead and
watched the tension drain away with the small Force
application. "I love you," he whispered. 

"I know you do," Qui-Gon answered, and kissed him,
ever so gently, in a subtle reminder that missions
come and go, yet love remains. 

****

=====
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****

The world was made of snow. Obi-Wan gazed at it in a
kind of wonder, eyes alight at the transformation of
what was a mere meadow a few hours ago. 

Whiteness covered the landscape, yet it was not dull.
Here and there shadows highlighted the darkness of a
tree or small hillock, adding an accent of mystery to
the scene. 

Carefully, Obi-Wan stepped out into it, starting when
snow crunched -- yes, actually crunched -- under his
boots. He looked back at his master, who had one
eyebrow quirked in a look Obi-Wan referred to as
my-padawan-is-learning-and-force-isn't-it-funny. 

"Go on, Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon laughed. "It won't bite."

Obi-Wan picked up a handful of the snow, expecting it
to be cold, but not for force's sake, *that* cold! He
dropped it again, shoving his hands into his pockets
in a defense reaction against the wet chilliness. 

He heard Qui-Gon laugh behind him, with the sudden
merry glee of a man planning mischief -- and ducked
just in time. 

Safe behind a tree, he considered his options. Handle
that *stuff* -- and get back at his master, or stay
here for the rest of the morning. 

Obi-Wan reached out, pulled up a handful of snow,
tucked it into a a solid ball, and threw with all the
strength of a boy getting sweet revenge. 

The snowball flew apart in midair, but more than half
of it landed on Qui-Gon, who grinned madly, reached
down, and....

The rest of the morning was spent all too quickly as
Obi-Wan pelted snowballs at his master *and* tried to
hide behind the tree at the same time. At last Qui-Gon
called a truce and approached the tree.

"All right," he said. "I surrender. Can we negotiate?"

Those words in his most concilatory diplomat's tones
reduced Obi-Wan to tears of laughter, and he stepped
out from behind the tree. 

"I'll have to tie you up to ensure that you don't try
any treachery," he said, grinning. Qui-Gon put his
hands out, Obi-Wan pulled out a small length of rope,
and very gently, tied Qui-Gon's hands together. 

"The terms are these," he said. "I want my lunch."

"The terms are acceptable," Qui-Gon answered. "Lead
on, gracious sir."

Obi-Wan led them back to the house, and made to untie
Qui-Gon's hands, but Qui-Gon backed away. 

"As you see, sir, my hands are tied," he said.
"Therefore, I cannot make lunch, can I?"

"If I," Obi-Wan began, but Qui-Gon continued.
'Therefore, young one, YOU must make lunch, must you
not?" This last said in his I-am-the-Master tones. 

"Yes, Master," Obi-Wan said. "But don't you want...?
He gestured at Qui-Gon's hands.

"That's all right," Qui-Gon said, and the Force
stirred briefly around them as Obi-Wan watched with
wide eyes. The rope slipped off Qui-Gon's hands, and
Obi-Wan was amazed. 

"That's incredible," he said. 

"Not really," Qui-Gon laughed, and grabbed Obi-Wan in
an unexpected hug. Obi-Wan hugged back, smiling. 

"Shall we compromise?" Qui-Gon said. "How about if I
help you make lunch?"

Obi-Wan pulled back. "I have never seen a negotiator
to match you, sir," he smiled, and led the way into
the kitchen.

****

=====
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****

It's interesting how we do this. Lock our minds and
hearts away from each other, spill our desires into
books of wildly written dreams, and watch as our
fantasies crumble under the everyday pressure of
living with each other. 

So often I have pictured my master as different than
he is, someone who never loses his temper and snaps at
me, someone who can be the person with gentle eyes I
see in my daydreams. 

But he's not. He's the man who knocks me to the ground
time and time again to get a lightsaber lesson
through, who is not above a harsh word, extra chores
or mediation, whose voice at times sounds not at all
like that of the man who held back the fighting
Sorsins in their late civil war. 

I used to resent this. How dared he treat me like
this, I used to think. 

And then I found it, completely by accident...his
mediation journal, where he had written about his
dreams for *me*. 

"Obi-Wan is growing up far too headstrong, I'm
afraid," he'd written. "There are times when my temper
is at the breaking point, when he is so incredibly
stubborn, when he decides that he needs to punish
himself, once he realizes his errors. I shake my head
at him, but sometimes I can't help but wish he was
less hard on himself, less stubborn, more willing to
hear what I have to say, to approach his problems with
calmness. I've prescribed mediations on self-esteem.
He, of course, thinks they are a punishment."

I read no further. I didn't need to. At once I saw
myself through his eyes -- stubborn foolish child,
persisting in habits and ways he knows will get me
killed -- the self-pity complex not the least of them.
And my master, trying patience, day after day, hoping
that I'll understand he's not punishing me, but
molding me.

I laid the book aside, and for once, did not mentally
assign myself extra duties or mediations for
transgressing. Instead I came to him, eyes lowered as
a sign of respect, and knelt before him as he sat
reading on the couch. 

"My master?" The words were a question, and he looked
up, eyebrows furrowed. 

"Obi-Wan," was all he said. 

"Forgive me, master," I answered. "I have
transgressed. I submit myself to your discipline."

"What have you done, padawan?" he asked, and laid the
datapad aside, sitting up straight. "And what prompts
this unasked confession?"

I looked up. "I found your book, your journal. My
curiousity overcame me, and I read part of it."

He leaned forward. "And what did you think of it?"

"I thought it was...correct," I answered. "I am all
those things you say I am."

Qui-Gon laughed. Taking my hands in his, he pulled me
closer. 

"Obi-Wan, Obi-Wan, you stubborn padawan," he said.
"Don't depend on me for your self-worth. What I write
are merely my rather educated opinions. Develop your
own view of yourself."

And in the last seven years I have. In all my
ponderings about the nature of love, and what the self
really is, and who I really am, I've never come to an
answer. That, I see now, is my strength. 

We humans are far more than any fortune-teller could
predict, or any philosopher could study. We have
variants beyond variants in our natures, and the
ability to choose right and wrong. Our very complexity
is our confusion, as well as our delight. We are all
exactly the same, yet infinitely different. 

In those years, I have learned to accept that "me"
varies, and varies widely. I am both a being earthy
and starry, formed of human clay, yet with a mind that
can rapturize and dream.  

And he is too. At last I can see me through his eyes
as well as my own. At last I can begin to see him with
his own eyes, as well as my own. I know his faults,
none better, and yet there is a fire that burns in me
when I look at him.

I have no fear that I will become a carbon copy of
Qui-Gon Jinn. I have accepted that I have opinions
different than his, some very different, and yet, I
love him. 

He may have molded me, but I have made me. He has his
opinions of me, and I respect them, but claim the
right to have my own view of myself. 

I grow apart from him,, and in doing this grow closer
to him. The more I become my own person, the more I
can see him for his own person, and the more I can
love him.

For I do love him. The man who knocked me to the
ground time and time again to prove a point made me a
warrior. The man whose words were harsh taught me
diplomacy. The man who molded me set me free. 

And on this night, just before I take my trials, I
pause a moment to thank him for his care throughout
the years. Force willing, if I am successful, there
will be other words we will share tomorrow morning,
perhaps words of love. 

His answer to my thanks is a smile, and for once he
looks like the man in my long-ago daydreams. 

"You were worth it, Obi-Wan," he says then. "You have
been a good padawan -- and you are a much wiser man
than I am."

He pauses, and runs his hand down my braid. "Now go,"
he says. 

And for the last time, I obey him.

~end~
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****

When the setting sun illuminates only a weary soul in
these wanderings, I am thinking of you. When all is
dark around me, I remember what you have taught me. 

And I am comforted. It is not as though you dwell in
some far-off land, it is not as though you were taken
by another, only to be found when the Game is over.
You are mine. 

Mine in death as you were in life, and you died with
the same beauty that you lived with, the same small
smile on your face you would give me as we lay
together at night all those years ago. 

Immortals speak the same language, no matter where
they hail from orginally -- there is an undercurrent
of 
sadness, loss, and the sweet weight of the
ever-heavier years in our voices. But you always spoke
to my heart, 
direct to a man confused when you first found me,
direct again to a man heart-broken when I found that I
must lose you. 

Visions of blood warned me of your danger. In my
dreams I thought it was myself bleeding, my own hands 
running with red. My meditations were disturbed by the
sharp snick of a blade snapping through veins and the 
sudden spurt of life fading, last gasp. 

Thank goodness, it wasn't you, and I was in time. 

And I know your heart never meant evil. Oh, we have
our reasons, and quoting Methos, the times were
different 
when you killed Jacob Kell. But I have your memories,
and the only thing in your heart that night was
sorrow. 
Grief. A grief-crazed man is dangerous; Jacob should
have known. 

The only thing more terrifying is a man bent on hate.
And that was what he was. For I also have *his*
memories. A legacy of fear and terror -- it chills me
to the core. And if I had known what he was
responsible for in my own life, the man would have
been slowly tortured before I cut his head off. 

Tessa didn't deserve the death that the hirelings of
Kell, at the request of my former wife, gave her. And
had I known Faith's soul, bent on her own hate and
revenge, I would have killed her myself, chivalry or
no. 

Those I love, I love with a fierce devotion. And I
loved Tessa, with all I am. But did I ever truly love
Kate? Perhaps. Yes. But that faded with time, and left
me with chilly memories. Could she ever feel again?
Was the last thing she really felt -- could it have
been only a sword striking through her body?

She was twisted. Kell was perverted. Connor, however,
was beloved. 

And still with me, in your own way -- your hands and
eyes are what I see when I look into the mirror. I
remember your embraces, in that long winter we spent
together in Sweden, waiting for the light to spread
over the landscape fully so that we could go back to
England. Hiding in our tiny cabin, cuddling together
for warmth and pleasure -- those were some of the most
wonderful days of my existence. 

I smile as I remember your hands on my skin, your lips
against mine. All that was Connor MacLeod can be 
summed up in your smile, I think. Your strength, your
patience, and your wisdom belong to me now, and I vow
to honor you in my thoughts and in my memories.

~end~
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****

The Quickening began as a wave of power, spreading out
from both Methos and Duncan like ripples in a pool.
And then lightning struck. 

Duncan's was an electrical ecstasy, a victor claiming
his due triumph, while Methos entered the Quickening
like he would have entered a lover, body spasming in
sensual overload. 

Light flowed from Duncan toward Methos, from Methos
toward Duncan, and then suddenly connected. A spiral
formed, a nimbus of light, perhaps Kronos reaching out
in the last gasp of the Horsemen, a last attempt to
reunite them. 

Duncan saw power explode into Methos' body. It looked
like he was taking two Quickenings at once, light
overwhelming, Methos falling to his hands and knees
with the force of it, slender body thrusting hips in
the undefinable orgasm that was a Quickening to
Methos. 

And the images began, floating free across Duncan's
mind. Methos underneath Kronos, mouth open in
pleasure, eyes closed. Methos riding toward Kronos
from out of the sunset, greetings exchanged in smiles
only. Methos dying from the perfect throw of a knife,
after all these centuries a less-than-sweet reunion.
Methos, less than a day ago, leaning in as if to kiss
Kronos, a subtle quiet smile playing over his
features. Methos, caught like a deer in the
headlights, suddenly revealed as a traitor to the
Horsemen.

With that flash of memory, Duncan's eyes became his
own again, no longer ruled by ancient memories not his
own. He saw Methos as he was at that moment, shoulders
slumped, weak as a child, laughter-sobs catching in
his throat, Cassandra standing over him, axe raised.

Duncan hardly knew why, but called anyway. 

"You want him to live?" she choked, disbelieving. 

"I want him to live," Duncan answered. And when she
raised the axe to strike anyway, he used the tone that
no one ever disobeyed. "Cassandra! I want him to
LIVE!" 

Her eyes met his in the dimness, and she lowered the
axe, defeated. And when he looked up again, she was
gone. For several moments, the only sound in the
submarine base was Methos' choking sobs. 

Duncan found that he could move, and carefully got to
his feet. Methos lay utterly collapsed on the ground,
not even trying to stir when Duncan walked over. 

"Are you all right?" Duncan asked, voice low,
squatting beside Methos, a hand resting on his
shoulder.

"No," Methos groaned, and opened his eyes, looking at
Duncan with limp resignation. "If you want to take my
head, go on. I can't move."

"I don't think I could stand another Quickening like
that so soon," Duncan said, only half joking. 

Methos closed his eyes again. "What I've done you
can't forgive," he said. "And even if you could, you
won't."

Duncan fell to a kneeling position over Methos. "Try
me," he whispered, meaning it.

Methos kept his eyes closed. "Do you remember the Dark
Quickening," he said. "A part of you enjoyed that,
didn't it? Part of you liked trying to rape that
woman, killing Sean Burns, trying to run me over, even
trying to kill me, right?"

Duncan nodded, forgetting Methos couldn't see him. 

"What if it was like that for me?" Methos went on.
"Not a Dark Quickening, just a dark existence for the
first few hundred years of my life? When the only love
I'd ever known was among a band of murderers?" Methos
opened his eyes then, and tried to raise himself onto
one elbow, with partial success. "It wasn't a bloody
civilized universe, Mac. It was kill or be killed. I
just happened to be good at killing." He paused,
lifting a leg to curl it underneath him as he slowly
sat up, now at eye level with Duncan. "Sure I liked
it. Eventually. Do something long enough, and you'll
like it. I'm sure you know the feeling."

Duncan was silent for a moment. At last he said, very
quietly, "I can understand that. But your little scene
next to the Explorer made me think you were still
proud of it, that you wanted to go back to it."

Methos sighed. "That was the first time in a thousand
years I've lost my head, figuratively, Mac. I wanted
to drive you away. I didn't want you to come after me,
and get killed for your trouble."

"Then why did you let clues slip later as to where you
were?" Duncan asked. 

"By then, what could I do? I hadn't driven you away,
and I couldn't kill Kronos and Silas by myself. I
could only hope you wouldn't take my head too."

Duncan laid a hand on Methos' shoulder, dangerously
close to the white expanse of his throat. "Consider it
safe. From me, at least."

Methos let his head fall forward in relief, resting it
on Duncan's arm. "Glad to hear that."

"Come on then," Duncan said. "We should get out of
here. Hope no one saw all that lightning."

"We need to do something with that virus," Methos
said, and stood up shakily. 

"Is there a way to destroy it?" Duncan asked. 

"Yes," Methos answered, and led the way to the
laboratory.

****

The destruction of the virus took a few moments, but
was accomplished without too much hassle and Duncan
and Methos made their way out of the submarine base.

They were moving shakily, but still standing, weary
beyond belief, not falling asleep on their feet only
because a bed would be so much softer.

"Is there a hotel or something around here?" Duncan
asked. 

"Lights, that way," Methos said. "Maybe a motel or
something, I don't care, I've slept everywhere." A few
moments of silence passed as they stumbled toward the
lights, and Methos added, "Including a collapsible
raft in the middle of the ocean, sharks circling me
with hunger in their eyes. Including a bed made of
nothing but gold. That was a bad night's rest. Also a
dirty tunnel several feet underground, dust falling
out of the roof and settling over me like a blanket.
And more than a few graves."

Duncan turned toward Methos, a light of humor in his
eyes, and said, grinning, "Blah, blah, blah, blah."

They both laughed. 

"So we're not through," Methos said, and it wasn't a
question. 

"No," Duncan answered anyway.

****

The lights did indeed prove to have a hotel among
them, a single unreserved room left for that night.
Duncan snatched the key away from Methos' outstretched
fingers, and led the way to the elevator and down the
hall to the door. 

"I'll take the floor," Methos volunteered, and
promptly collapsed, quite conveniently, on the bed. 

"Right, sure you will," Duncan said, and lay down
beside him, too tired to even consider what would
happen in the morning. 

****

Duncan's dreams were filled with a familiar face and
voice in an unfamiliar time. Kronos' memories, playing
out again at night, he knew. 

Methos, a young boy, crawling out of the desert sand,
Kronos standing over him, eyes waiting. Methos, the
feel of his lips over Kronos', slender hands gripping
his buttocks. Methos, grown now, face painted,
standing beside his horse. 

Methos, kissing Silas as Caspian looked on. Methos,
that look of intense concentration on his face, lost
in pleasure.

Duncan woke up, discovering that his hands were
resting over Methos' torso, their bodies entangled
together. Methos sighed softly, and snuggled closer to
Duncan, murmuring something in an ancient tongue. 

They were lying on top of the blankets and it was cold
in the room. For a moment, Duncan was tempted to wake
Methos up so they could get underneath the covers, but
just a moment more with Methos' arms around him --
Duncan sighed.

Methos stirred, and opened his eyes. 

"Duncan?" he asked, and something flashed in the
depths of his eyes. Methos pressed against him, hard,
and through the barrier of their clothes Duncan could
feel an insistent erection, twin to his own. 

"Oh, fuck," he groaned, hardly knowing what he was
saying. "Methos, please, oh god, don't...not like..."

And then Duncan lost the battle, leaned in, kissing
Methos and suddenly it was so good, so right, so
there, as Methos' tongue played casually over the roof
of Duncan's mouth like it belonged there....

"Duncan," Methos chided. "Gods, well, we are a
sparkplug tonight, aren't we? Coming from a kiss, it's
been ages since anyone's done that on me." 

Methos pulled away, just a bit, and inserted his hand
into Duncan's jeans, the button popping under the
strain. 

"And still hard," Methos added, fondling Duncan's
erection with a skill that made Duncan sure Methos had
been a royal whore sometime in his long life. "But you
are a young thing, aren't you?"

Methos kissed Duncan again, and Duncan rolled them
over so he was on top, Methos' hand still down
Duncan's pants. 

Duncan broke the kiss almost savagely. "What do you
think you're doing?" he said, not from anger, but pure
curiousity. 

"Oh, nothing, nothing at all," Methos said, pulling
MacLeod's jeans off and throwing them to the floor.
"Don't mind me, here."

A few more frantic moments of kissing changed to a
struggle to get Methos' clothes off, to get their skin
together. Duncan did not say a word when the offending
cloth had been removed, just pulled Methos on top of
him like it was his right. 

Methos folded his arms on top of Duncan's chest,
looking for all the world completely unhurried, in
spite of the heavy erection nudging Duncan's
insistently. 

"I've rather wanted this for some time, you know," he
said. 

"So have I," Duncan answered.

"But what do you want, Highlander?" Methos continued.
"You can't deny there's been a spark between us since
we first met. From before I first saw you, I knew I
would either love you or kill you." Methos moved
slowly up to almost touch Duncan's lips with his own.
"I can't kill you, so God help me, I must love you."

"I --" Duncan opened his mouth, and promptly drowned
in Methos' kiss. 

This kiss was different from the ones they had shared
before. Methos was kissing him like he might once have
kissed Alexa -- strange the thought did not light any
spark of jealousy -- gentle, tender, slow, and
unbearably, achingly sweet. Their bodies slid together
effortlessly, and tiny sparks flew from their fingers
when they touched. Methos combed a hand through
Duncan's hair, twining the loosened curls around his
fingers. When the kiss finally broke, Duncan knew that
he must be staring up at Methos with stars in his
eyes. 

"I was going to tell you that I love you too," he
whispered. "Why else do you think I came after you,
even after we'd both made it plain that *we* wouldn't
work?"

"I was hoping you'd say that," Methos answered, and
there wasn't a shadow of mockery in his tone. 

And after that, the slow rock and slid into orgasm was
something lovely, far more than just two Immortals
working off Quickening energy. 

When it was over, they simply lay together for a
while, not speaking, letting the last of their
pleasure disperse into their bodies, whole, sane, and
together. 

"Where do we go from here?" Duncan asked the question
softly.

Methos looked up into Duncan's eyes. "Home, I
suppose," he said. 

~end~
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His hands are soft. Surprising that is so, since all
the rest of him is firm -- muscle and sinew and bone
of a man in training for uncounted years. But he is a
scholar, I remember, a man who has not killed another
Immortal for two hundred years. 

Methos is a contradiction in terms. He appears small
and young, a harmless thirty-year old man, an athlete
in the body of a student, yet I have few doubts that
he could be more sly than anyone I had ever met. He
would have had to have been.

The way he moves -- it is another contradiction. He
slides over the ground with utter complete sensuality,
a walk that hints and suggests and pleads and
promises. Yet he dresses in baggy clothes, sweaters
that bring out the color of his dark eyes, unassuming
things worn by a man who wishes to be forgotten. 

He gets up from the ground without touching a hand to
the floor, with the ease of a dancer. He walks and
moves with infinite care to be unobtrusive. Yet, in
the presence of those he trusts, and he trusts me, I
know it, he is casual, quiet, gentle, speaking 
nothing without a purpose. 

His words are filled with wit and wisdom, always, a
bite of sharp-honed humor tinging through his every
sentence. His eyes see everything. Nothing escapes
him, not a whisper on the other side of the river, not
a gesture made by others walking together, not the
quick motion of a cat darting behind a pile of boxes
in an alleyway. He is undistractable and unreadable --
qualities I would hope the oldest of our kind would
have.

Five thousand years. Sometimes the weight of my four
hundred years seems like forever, yet it is only a
small part of how long he has lived. He has seen
empires and world systems come and go, has recorded,
no doubt, legends long forgotten, has been a 
thousand men. 

But who is he? Who is the Methos I met today? Is he
someone completely different than the man who was
taken in by some nomadic family before written
history, or is he the sum of his experiences? 

And what does he really think of me? He told me he'd
written about me in his journals, but that could mean
nothing more than "Duncan MacLeod is rumored to live
in Paris." 

What could he have written of me? Quick mentions?
Paragraphs trying to dissect my personality? A study
of the way I fight? Sexual fantasies...? It really
could be any of the above, or more that haven't
occurred to me yet.

Methos, the oldest living immortal, is a puzzle. Five
thousand years of living, and practically the first
thing he does upon our second meeting is offer me his
head. 

Oh, the way he offered it! Like a lover caressing a
beloved, he took my blade, pressing it to his throat,
open invitation, sure offer, sensual as sunlight. Then
he knelt before me, body arched into my sword, and I
knew I could not destroy such a lovely being, could
not put an end to the passion he denied but that I
could see still inside him. 

I could feel myself falling desperately in love with
him, on that small street, with him kneeling before
me, waiting for the blow. I could not let it fall.
Instead -- I could not resist -- I leaned forward and
kissed him lightly on the mouth, the faint taste of
him surging through my senses deliciously. And then I
walked away, leaving him face turned toward the sky,
eyes closed.

~end~
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"So you sailed away 
Into a grey sky morning 
Now I'm here to stay 
Love can be so boring 
What was it you wanted? 
Could it be I'm haunted? 
But it's not so bad 
You're only the best I ever had 
I don't want you back 
You're just the best I ever had..." 
-- The Best I Ever Had, Vertical Horizon 

**** 

Five thousand years, and I've never been loved like
this. You want to devour me, eat me alive with your
passion, make me yours every moment of every day. 

The problem with that is that you don't know who I am.
You want the personality of Adam Pierson and the
prestige of Methos, but you don't want the heart of a
man who has been broken and who has broken, whose
deeds, if you knew their every detail, would make you
fill with fury and declare me unfit to live. 

I've read your Chronicles, avenger of the good. And I
know that if I had encountered you in the days of the
Horsemen, it's all too likely that you could
single-handedly have been our downfall. As it was --
well, I just need to say that no one should ever
underestimate the power of mortals. 

Don't you understand, sweet Highlander? Part of me is
still a Horseman. Part of me still wants to ride into
the sunrise, striking down men as wheat. But part of
me does not. 

And in the end, what truly matters? What we do, or
what we desire to do? What is it that shapes our
destiny, our desires or our choices? 

Oh, yes, Duncan, you chose to fight in all those
battles, am I right? Am I to think there was no
pleasure in it for you, that you really did all of
that killing for a higher cause? 

Or am I to suppose that you were drafted into them,
that it wasn't really your choice -- probably the
excuse you'd give. Nonsense. We make our own choices,
as mortals sometimes cannot, for we have the luxury of
time on our side and if the fighting gets too hot, we
can merely slip away to cooler climes for fifty years.


Or maybe you were always fighting on the side of what
was right. Really -- whose side were you on in the
American War of Independence? 

Oh, you believed it to be right, is that what I'm
hearing? You the judge and jury of the moral causes of
the world. Death is death, whether it comes to a
Russian or an Englishman or an African. It doesn't
discriminate. I should know. 

What of all those heads you've taken in the Game? I
believe I could tell you you've taken more than I have
-- but you'd never believe me, and I'd like to
preserve the illusion that I'm stronger for a little
while. 

The only heads I've taken in a thousand years for
another reason than self-defense, I've taken because
of you -- Kristin and Silas. The first because you
could not, the second because.... 

Well, because I love you. Because in that moment I
would rather have lost my own head than truly betray
you. Because I too have learned to hate killing for
its own sake, and what they were doing was going to be
killing. Because sometimes the heart wins out over the
mind, and runs riot with passion. Because I had to. 

If I love you, I live with this. I am forced to make
choices, to decide who is good and who is evil, to
become judge and jury in my own way -- because that is
who you are. And I risk your judgement on my own deeds
-- am I willing to do this for you? 

In silence I hand you a journal I have written, one
where I relive many of the days of the Horsemen. If
you are to love me, you must love all of me, past,
present, future. If not -- then, you were merely the
best lover I ever had. 

--end--
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****

Ashes sprayed out in the wind over the Naboo
waterfall. Xanatos watched them fly, some falling
straight down into the water, some soaring high,
caught in an errant breeze. 

He held a finely carved box, now empty, and a small
glowing rock. Setting the box down on the low stone
ledge, he turned the rock over and over in his hands,
considering. 

This had been a gift between Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon many
years ago. The stone was vibrant with the Living Force
in a way only a few other natural things were. He
traced the glimmer of Force-sensitive material with a
finger. 

Who should this rock go to? Surely he was not its true
keeper. 

"Keep it a while," a gentle whisper, faint as a night
breeze, ghosted across his skin. 

He started. His Jedi senses told him no one was near,
but someone had surely spoken. 

The air began to shimmer and Xanatos took a step back,
still holding the rock. A blue shape, indistinct at
first, but growing sharper by the moment, slowly
appeared in the air over the waterfall. 

It was Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan. Of course. And Xanatos
wondered, for a minute, how and why they were
appearing to him. 

They were entwined so that they almost looked like one
figure, Obi-Wan's head resting against Qui-Gon's
shoulder, and Qui-Gon's arms wrapped around Obi-Wan.
They looked like the statue in the main square of the
capital city of Phileo, the famous sculpture entitled
"Embracing Lovers." 

Obi-Wan smiled. "Don't be afraid, Xanatos, it's only
us." 

"Yes," Xanatos breathed. "Why?" 

"To tell you of the future, and to warn you," Qui-Gon
said. 

"When you write the story of our death, please do not
include this...appearance," Obi-Wan continued. 

"I understand," Xanatos said. 

"The Force seeks balance," Obi-Wan said. "It is not as
we thought; the Force is tipped not to the Dark Side,
but to the Light. There are dreadful things ahead for
the Jedi Order." 

Xanatos took a step forward. "There is not a way to
prevent this?" 

Obi-Wan only shook his head sadly. Qui-Gon answered,
"No. But you may rescue yourself and those you love as
a remnant of the Order so that it may, when the time
comes, begin again." 

"When? How long do I have?" Xanatos asked, quietly
reaching out a hand as though pleading for an answer. 

"Tonight two children will be conceived," Obi-Wan
said. "They will be critical to finding true balance.
Nothing can happen until they face their destiny." 

"One of the children shall be a lover that sparks a
permanent change in the Jedi Order," Qui-Gon said. 

"And the other," Obi-Wan said. "Her destiny is to
restore a shattered universe and usher in a time when
Jedi shall not be so rigidly defined." 

The breeze died down as the sun began to slip below
the horizon. "Our time grows short, my Xanatos,"
Qui-Gon said. 

"Will I see you again?" Xanatos asked. "You've told me
so little." 

"You may not see us, but we will be with you, and with
Anakin," Obi-Wan said, reaching out a hand. 

And then suddenly, they moved closer to Xanatos,
drawing him into their arms. His body tingled where
they touched. 

"Remember you are a Jedi," Qui-Gon said. 

"Remember we love you," Obi-Wan whispered, lips just
barely grazing his forehead. 

As slowly as they had appeared, their blue forms faded
away. Xanatos was left staring out over the waterfall,
body still shaking from the pleasure of their touch. 

The sunset lit up the sky with brilliant colors, and
Xanatos felt the truth of the idea that he had
realized years earlier: Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan were not
dead, not in any way that counted. 

****

Anakin Skywalker slept late the next morning.
Impatiently, at last, Xanatos marched in to pull him
out of bed. If nothing else, that boy could sleep like
the dead, he thought.  

Lying still against the white sheets, Anakin was a
vision of exhausted youth. Xanatos felt some of his
annoyance drain away at the sight of him. 

"Ani," he called, sitting down on the bed beside his
Padawan. Anakin responded with a muffled groan and a
faint attempt at a stretch. 
 
"Yeshmashter," he murmured, pulling himself up.
Xanatos smiled. 

"Come on, it's time to get up," he said briskly. "I'm
assuming you had a good time last night." 

Anakin moved at that. "Yes, I did, Master," he said. 

Xanatos took the boy's hand to pull him up to a
sitting position. "Who was she?" 

Anakin's face suddenly went blank; he glanced across
the room as though searching for an answer. "I don't
know," he said at last, eyes lost. "I never got her
name." 

~end~
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The wind whips about my face, blowing strands of my
hair against my cheeks. I shiver in the biting cold,
drawing my coat closer about my body. I wait for you.

It's come down to this; we are forced to meet on holy
ground only, not trusting each other in our homes or
in our hearts, as once we did. I would weep at the
thought, but I am Duncan MacLeod, and he does not cry
because of a failed love affair. 

My hands touch the tempered steel under my coat. You
will also carry a sword, carefully letting me know of
its presence while hiding it from all others. It will
be in the way you walk, that I know so intimately. It
seems so long ago that we laid aside our weapons in
each other's presence, putting to one side the creed
of 'there can be only one,' and joining our bodies in
love. 

And now it seems we have nothing in common except the
Quickening of Kronos, shared between us; something I
have never seen or heard of before. I wonder if you
had. 

Your Presence sweeps over me like a warning cry, and I
raise my head to see you approach. Your head is bowed,
eyes cast to the ground, but I know you are aware of
me. 

"Methos," the sound comes out of me in a rush, a name
spoken in relief.

"Duncan," you answer, forgoing the "Mac," calling me
the name you say in bed. For that alone I am almost
ready to forgive you.

You look up at me then, and there is a sorrow, a
nameless grief, in your eyes that I haven't seen since
the day we met and you begged me to take your head.

"Why did you bother?" you ask, and the question
catches me off guard.

"What do you mean?" I say. 

"Why not let Cassandra take my head?"

I shake my own head. "Four thousand years of
bitterness was enough for anyone, Methos. Your death
would have solved nothing."

You give me a wry smile. "You persist in thinking I've
changed, then."

"Yes, I think you have," is my quick answer.

You say nothing to that, but turn away from me,
looking over the gardens for a moment. Your eyes are
sad and grey in the dim light and I wonder what you
are thinking, what you are remembering. 

"I tried to forget," you say at last. "Forget that any
of it ever happened, hope that I would never have to
face any of them ever again."

I shake my head. "But you had to know Kronos would
come for you one day," I say, my voice low. 

"I tried not to think about it," you answer, and there
is the choke of almost-tears in your voice.

I attempt to change the subject. "You could have
killed him. Why didn't you?" I say, and you turn away
from me, shaking your head, moving down the age-worn
steps.

"I wanted to," you say, almost as if to yourself only,
"but we were brothers, in arms and blood and
everything except birth, and if I judged him worthy to
die, then I judged myself the same way. And I wanted
to live. I still do." Your eyes meet mine, and I know
you are right, you want to live, I can tell in the
spark of sarcasm in your face. I move forward,
quickly. 

"Kronos was right. You set the whole thing up, didn't
you?" I gasp out, not wanting you to get away without
a word accounting for your actions.

You smile, a faint echo of that ancient grin. "What do
you mean?"

I try to explain, almost frantically. "You knew he'd
come after Cassandra, and you let him -- because you
knew I'd come after her. You couldn't kill him, but
you hoped I could."

You shrug, turn and walk away from me again, throwing
a casual "Maybe" over your shoulder.

I echo it, sounding sarcastic even to my own ears, and
follow you down the steps. "Methos, what about
Cassandra?" I ask, wondering how, after all these
years, you and she could still have so much pain
between you. 

Your eyes go dark and sad again and you turn, one last
time, to me. "One of a thousand regrets, MacLeod," you
whisper. "One of a thousand regrets."

And then it is as if the conversation ends, on that
single note, and we turn our different ways, the ruins
of a love lying shattered in the dust. 

I am Duncan MacLeod of the Clan MacLeod, and he does
not cry over a failed love affair. I don't look back,
though my heart is burning to watch you in the fading
sunlight. I stop, willing my eyes not to fill with
tears, and whisper the words of an old song in the
dying wind.

"If I had you now, as I had once before...."

Against my will the tears come to my eyes as I cover
my face with my hands, your Presence still singing in
the back of my mind. 

~end~
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Fandom: Highlander, Duncan/Methos 
Rating: NC-17. 
Archive: Yes. 
Feedback: *Methosian voice* Yes. Ohhhh yes. 
Summary: After the events of Archangel, Duncan needs
some serious Comfort. Methos obliges. 
Notes: This story is so sappy that it almost frightens
even me. You are duly warned. *g*

**** 

Strange that after all this the only thing Methos
could say to describe the relationship he and Duncan
had once held was "bittersweet." Their love had fallen
down rapidly into mere acquaintance after the Horsemen
were destroyed. Duncan all too quickly had taken
Amanda into his bed, if not into his heart. 

And Methos -- Methos endured, like he had always,
sorrow fighting sarcasm in his eyes. For moments at a
time there would be a yearning ache in his eyes when
he looked at Duncan, especially when they were alone.
Duncan pretended not to notice, but saw these glances.


But there was no more of the playful joking between
them that had characterized their relationship before,
no smart-aleck exchanges of words, just Duncan and
Methos, tension so thick between them it could be cut
with a knife, saying nothing that was not safe. 

The words "we're through" that Duncan had said, the
last time he and Methos had touched each other as
lovers, he had meant, Methos knew. And Methos held him
to that, staying carefully away, except when dragged
into the Keane problem by Amanda, or when Duncan
decided that Bryon, old lover and friend of Methos,
could no longer live. 

They ached with wanting each other. Each could tell it
in the other's eyes, and each was too proud to give
in. They had cut off their love in its first bloom,
and it was as though their hearts had been torn away,
yet Duncan was too unforgiving and Methos too hurt, to
merely say "I'm sorry." 

Their love had been utterly ruined. Their friendship
was tentative, no true friendship like before, two
people trying to stay off of each other's toes
instead. 

Sometimes Methos cursed Kronos for daring to return
just then, sometimes Methos thought it would be best
to fly away to, oh, India or someplace for a while,
somewhere far from MacLeod. 

But there was no leaving Duncan. 

Then came the tragedy of Richie Ryan's death. Methos
stared in bemused wonder at the sword Duncan was
offering to him for a moment, then shook his head and
turned away. 

"Absolutely not!" he exclaimed at the unspoken
question. After Duncan walked away, Methos could think
of nothing better to do than reach out to Joe over
Richie's body, offering the small comfort of an
embrace. 

Later that night, Methos found Duncan lying stark
awake on the floor of the barge, hands clutching his
sword painfully. When Methos entered, Duncan started
up wildly, not relaxing his grip on the sword as
Methos approached. 

Methos soothed him like he would have tried to calm a
wild animal. "Duncan, it's okay, it's just me," he
said. "I'm real, no demon, I won't vanish when you
touch me." 

Duncan looked into Methos' eyes, yearning for the
words he'd said to be the truth. 

"What do you need?" Methos asked, kneeling on the
floor beside Duncan, sliding a quiet hand onto his
shoulder in reassurance. "I am here to help you --
with anything, Mac. Anything." 

Duncan let the sword fall to the ground and leaned
forward into Methos' arms. "For now, this is good," he
whispered roughly. 

Moments passed as Methos held Duncan, quietly kneeling
on the floor of the ever-gently moving barge. Duncan
did not actually sob, but Methos could feel the tears
soaking into his sweater, the younger man shaking
softly in his arms. 

At last the floor got too cold, and Methos began to
grow stiff. "Duncan, we're not going to help you by
just staying here on the floor, let's get you
someplace warmer," he said. 

Duncan looked up like he had forgotten Methos was even
there. "I -- all right," he answered raggedly, and
they stood up together. 

Carefully Methos led Duncan across the room, sat him
down on the bed and pulled off his shoes and outer
clothing. Duncan did not do much to help, but he did
not resist either. 

"Get in," Methos said, gesturing to the blankets.
Duncan did so, and Methos stripped off his sweater,
jeans, and shoes, then slid in beside Duncan. 

"Let me stay with you," he said. "Let me keep the
demons at bay. You just go to sleep, or talk, or
whatever you need to do." 

Duncan nodded helplessly. "After Tessa's death, Richie
did this for me," he said. 

Methos swallowed. "Crawled into your bed, you mean?"
he asked. 

"Yes," Duncan answered, and went on. "I know how it
sounds, but it was just comfort. Nothing happened.
There was no..." he paused, then choked out,
"Quickening energy that time." 

"Whatever you need me for, Mac, I mean it," Methos
said. "I'm not a virgin who needs gentle, and I didn't
come to you tonight for romance, just because..." 

Methos looked into Duncan's eyes before he went on.
"Because I never stopped loving you and I can't stand
to see you hurt so much." 

"You can't take the pain away," Duncan answered. 

"Maybe not from your heart, but I can take it from
your body, if you'll let me," Methos said, reaching
down underneath the blankets, fingers coming in
contact with Duncan's boxers. 

"I," Duncan wavered on the cliff of indecision for a
second, then nodded. 

Methos removed the rest of their clothes, and took
Duncan's already semi-erect cock in hand. "Don't
think, just feel," he whispered into Duncan's ear. 

It was as short and quick as Methos' hundreds of years
of practice could make it, his hand sliding slick over
Duncan's erection in the classic up-over-twist-down
motion invented in the dawn of time. The other hand
pinched Duncan's nipples or wandered up to ruffle
through his hair, drawing the Highlander ever closer
to the brink of release. 

It was as unlike any of their other encounters as it
could be, no cries, no moans except a few escaping
half-reluctantly from Duncan's lips when Methos hit a
particularly sweet spot, no kisses even, just Methos'
hands and skin touching Duncan, just loud breathing in
the darkness. 

At last Duncan could bear it no longer and came with a
grunt, his seed pouring over Methos' hand. Methos let
go of Duncan's softening cock and slid a hand up his
stomach to his chest. 

"Better?" he asked. 

"A little," Duncan answered, still breathing hard. 

"Do you want...?" Methos left the rest of the question
unspoken. 

"Just..." Duncan pulled Methos into his arms, laying
their heads so close together that their breath
mingled. 

"I think I could...sleep now," Duncan whispered. 

"Good," Methos answered. 

Duncan was asleep soon enough, but Methos could not
drift off. He had been slightly aroused by the
nearness of his once-lover, and despite the fact that
his erection had subsided, the almost-pleasure was
still running through his blood. And he did not want
to fall asleep, wanted to stay and watch over his
Duncan, wanted to be there if Duncan should have a
nightmare,
or worse yet, a vision of the demon. 

Hours passed. The night shadows slid across the room,
a perfectly peaceful night except for the taste of
fear on Duncan's skin. Methos lay awake, a hand
sometimes in Duncan's dark curls, sometimes just
thrown across the pillows. Duncan did not move, but
moaned once in a while. Methos calmed him with a
caress to the side of his face. 

Toward the dawn, when the night was darkest, Duncan
became restless, moving into Methos' body restlessly,
whether for warmth or for comfort, Methos could not
tell. 

At last whatever dreams Duncan was having became a
full-fledged nightmare. He began to thrash in Methos'
arms, shaking uncontrollably. Methos whispered
crooning nothings, but Duncan did not hear. 

Duncan awoke with a start. "It was Kronos!" he gasped
out, turning to Methos. 

"It was a dream," Methos said. 

"No!" Duncan exclaimed, looking ever more panicked.
"It was Kronos! He told me that you're next, that
you're going to die, Methos." 

"I should think you'd be happy to be rid of me then,"
Methos said, a little more sarcastically than he'd
intended. 

"Happy!" Duncan said wildly. "Fuck you! I love you,
why the hell would I be happy if you were killed by me
or some demon...?" 

Duncan broke into sobs this time, his hair falling
over Methos' shoulder, his face pressed uncomfortably
against Methos' arm. 

Methos couldn't stand more than a few seconds of this;
he sat up, abruptly pulling Duncan with him to a
seated position. 

"You love me?" he said. "Then don't give in to this,
this despair. I'm not dying anytime soon -- I haven't
lived for five thousand years to be beheaded by a
Highland child who doesn't know who's who and what's
what." 

Duncan slowly regained control of himself, holding
Methos' hands in his own, eyes locked on his lover's
face. When Methos reached out for him in an ancient
come-here gesture and lay back carefully, Duncan went
willingly, falling against Methos, their bodies
pressed together. 

This time it was lovemaking, not just sex, not just a
quick hand job. No pressure about who would be in who,
or where the lube was, they just rubbed against each
other, sometimes kissing, sometimes whispering foolish
life-affirming nonsense, sometimes staring into each
other's eyes in wonder. Their bodies slid together as
though they had been fashioned precisely to fit,
measured out as lovers before the dawn of time. When
their erections brushed, shivers of pleasure sang
through both of them; when Duncan's hand slipped
between them to tease both his and Methos' nipple,
they groaned from the soul-depths of their hearts. 

Orgasm, when it finally came, was a simple wave of
overwhelming, cresting pleasure, one they both rode
together, sweetly. Sleep overtook them both almost
immediately afterward on the same gentle wave. 

It was well into mid-morning when they awoke, Methos,
for a surprise, actually waking first, looking down at
Duncan in his arms, the memory of the night before
slowly coming back, gripping his heart with pain and
sweetness at the same time. Duncan stirred against
him, obviously not wanting to open his eyes. 

"Stay there," Methos whispered, and got up, moving to
the windows and closing the blinds. Then he sat down
on the edge of the bed again, laying a hand on
Duncan's hair, a simple reassurance. 

When Duncan finally woke up fully, Methos moved away,
leaving him room to work out just what had happened.
He was dressed before Duncan got out of bed, and when
Duncan returned from the shower, was merely sitting
quiet in a chair reading some book or other. 

Duncan glanced across the room just as Methos lowered
the book, and their eyes met. For several seconds
their gazes held, then Duncan turned away. 

"Call Joe, would you?" he asked in a calm if hoarse
voice. 

Methos moved to do as he asked, reassured by the fact
that the Highlander wasn't still sobbing brokenly, but
seemed ready to face the future. Whatever Duncan
needed to do to find comfort, Methos thought, and
picked up the phone. 

~end~
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Soliloquy Of Obi-Wan 
by Amy Fortuna

They say Darkness is 
And the universe must beware 
But I, I cannot think thus 
Not while I have you. 
I watch your hair rise and fall 
Upon my skin, sleeping perfection. 
There is beauty in darkness 
Or so your embrace tells me -- 
Pale, pale skin making you lovely 
Stark against that midnight hair -- 
And I am frozen with love for you. 
No, Xanatos, if you are Darkness 
Then let it come, let it take me. 
I give myself into your hands. 

***

Choice 
by Amy Fortuna 

Eyes somber 
Glance at you 
And then back to my home. 

What do I choose? 
You, my master 
The warmth of your embrace 
On winter nights 
Your guiding hand ever leading me 
Your strength my comfort? 

Or this 
What they say 
I was born for 
Government of a planet 
Wealth beyond imagination 
And the worship of millions? 

Two voices whisper 
In my ear 
And such is my confusion 
I cannot tell which 
Is the Dark Side 
And which the Light. 

***
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****

Can't.
Shouldn't.
Not allowed.
So much silliness --
We will.

Keep away.
Forbidden.
Prevented.
So many words --
We defy them.

If they burn us at the stake
We'll be lovers in the Force,(1)
if they don't
We'll be lovers anyway, of course!

Destiny: together
no matter how *we* resist.(2)
I'd love him if he were a pirate (3)
(or a Sith!)(4)

Even if he's dead, look!
It's a blue ghost.(5)
Or something stranger --
the "Obi-Wan host?"

We meet in secret
We meet in the dark
We meet -- even if
We're lightyears apart!(6)

We've got bonds, all kinds
We're tied up in knots(7)
We have sex in the Senate(8)
We have sex on small cots.
(Not often though)(9)

We come three times
Or maybe four
Then the next day
We do it some more!
(Why is it always MY ass that's sore?)

Oh, we have sex with others
That ambassador from Yemen
Bruck, Xanatos, and 
*gasp* sometimes women.(10)

And our faith in each other
Always seems to be shaken
Master makes the worst
of these bad situations --

"Yes, I kissed him.
Wasn't it great?
Hot threeway sex? 
And *don't* tell me you're straight."(11)

It's amazing the uses 
There are for the Force
As well as lightsabers --
Ow, damnit, that hurts!(12)

We break our bonds.
We lose our minds.
Hey, sometimes we
Even travel through time.(13)

There are millions of people
Who just want to kiss us
And *of course* the Jedi 
Celebrate holidays like Christmas!(14)
(Pass over the eggnog, please! Yeah, the chocolate
too!)(15)

But before the tale ends
(If it's a nice one, that is)
We're cuddled together
and *you're* feeling that fizz --

The one that tells you
Everything's going right
And it's just that time
So I'll say "Good-night!"

****

1. My 'Only Light,' of course. And I think I just
spoiled the rest of the series a bit -- ooops!
http://www.slashcity.org/~amyfortuna/series/ol1.html
2. Too many stories to even count.
3. 'Into The Light' by Master Elayna.
http://www.sockiipress.org/ma/a7/into_the_light.html
4. Many stories, but I was thinking specifically of
kimberlite's 'Despair and Ecstasy.'
http://www.sockiipress.org/ma/ma4/despair.html
5. My 'Not The
End.'http://www.sockiipress.org/ma/ma4/not_end.html
6. Almkkr's Communique and sequels.
http://www.sockiipress.org/ma/ma5/communique.html
7. Master Eliz-mar's Body Art 1.
http://www.sockiipress.org/ma/ma4/body_art1.html
8. Ruth and atara's I Have A Bad Feeling About This.
http://www.sockiipress.org/ma/ma2/bad_feeling.html
9. I can't actually think of a story wherein our
favorite Jedi have sex on a small cot. Challenge!
10. Many, but especially MrsHamill's and Master
Yo-gurt's Jedi HMO and prequels.
http://www.sockiipress.org/ma/ma2/jedihmo.html
11.Keelywolfe's 'An Invasion of Privacy' arc.
http://www.sockiipress.org/ma/ma2/invasion_privacy.html
12. Writestuff's The Sweet Science of Bruising.
http://www.sockiipress.org/ma/a7/sweet_science.html
13. Lilith's In My End Is My Beginning and Terri's
Riding The Wheel of If.
14. Winter Wonderland by Jedi Moon.
http://www.sockiipress.org/ma/ma4/winter_wonderland.html
15. A reference, of course, to the Letters Series,
where a happy Obi has Qui in one hand and chocolate in
the other.

****
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***

Edible Panties 
By Amy Fortuna
Rating: PG
Archive: Yes. 
Category: Humor.
Summary:  Blair, Jim, and well...inspired by the
blooper reel. 
Notes: This is the first J/B I've ever written, and
was actually done a couple months ago, and just now
rediscovered. You know how the blooper reel had Jim
talking on the phone to one of his girlfriends,
discussing, among other things, the title, and Blair
standing right there, going "I can't believe you're
setting up a date here!" Well, suppose...Blair has a
good memory. 

***

"You bought edible panties?" Jim said, staring at his
irrepressible little lover. 

"Strawberry flavored," Blair pointed out. 

"But...whatever for?" Jim asked. 

Blair grinned. "What do you think -- for you to wear,
of course!" 

Jim tried not to burst out laughing, and failed
royally. "Those...won't....fit me," he said in between
fits of laughter. 

"Oh yes, they will," Blair said. "Watch." 

Jim collapsed onto the sofa, staring at Blair and the
panties with a look of vague worry in his eyes. Blair
picked up the panties with his teeth, and sauntered
over to Jim, setting the panties, very carefully, on
his head. 

"Perfect," Blair enthused, pulling back. "Let's take a
walk." 

Jim did not laugh. "I am not taking a walk with
this...thing on my head," he said. 

'Oh, c'mon," Blair pouted. "I'll count the heads that
turn, you just walk." 

"No way, baby," Jim said. 

Blair snuggled into Jim's lap with a grin. 

"We'll see about that," he whispered. 

And Jim knew he was doomed. 

****
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Holding Hands
By Amy Fortuna
Rating: PG
Archive: Yes.
Summary: It's an innocent evening at the zoo for Jim
and Blair -- or is it?
Notes: This story is actually based on something that
happened to me five years ago today. I still remember
it as one of the sweetest days of my life, even though
the relationship is long over. Enjoy!

****

I remember it as though it were yesterday. Some crazy
notion went through your head, and it changed us
forever. Who would have imagined that something as
silly and simple as a trip to the Cascade Zoo to see
Christmas decorations would turn us upside down?

You'd wanted to go -- you made yourself positively
annoying with your pleas. And you didn't want to go
alone, you proclaimed, what fun is the zoo at night
without someone to share it with?

So I went with you, under protest -- what other
cop/detective/Sentinel would escort his
partner/room-mate/Guide to the zoo, or couldn't you
find a willing princess of a girl to charm, Blair? We
strolled in, just to look at the fancy lights they put
up for Christmas, and maybe see what the lions did at
night. It was crowded there, little kids running all
over. We had to watch not to trip over them in the
semi-darkness.

And I took your hand. Oh, at first it was just a bit
of sweet revenge for dragging me along. Since you were
annoying me, Blair, I figured you could put up with a
bit of annoyance yourself. 

But you didn't let go, just flashed a smile at me, and
dare I say moved closer? No one could see our entwined
hands in the shadows, and if they did, they were
polite enough not to let us catch them staring. They
probably thought you were a girl anyway, Blair. At
least, for the sake of my reputation, I hoped so.

We pointed out the pretty lights to each other,
everything from a star shining on the hilltop above
the zoo to a wildly colored giraffe, to monkeys that
looked as though they were swinging through the trees.
The night breeze was cool, the sky was as clear as a
bell, and the stars just beyond the lights shone so
near it seemed like I could have reached out and
plucked one from the sky.

We ignored our clasped hands almost completely, though
we held onto each other in a near death grip, not
letting go even when our palms started getting sweaty.
Somehow the small point of contact made it seem as
though we were in total harmony with one another, as
though thoughts could flow back and forth between us
without any effort at all. 

My hand was warm in yours, and slowly the touch of
your hand in mine came to seem like the only real
thing in the universe, here in this dreamworld of
fantasy and shadows, the voices of the children lost
in the distance. I could feel every motion of your
body through your hand, could sense when your
heartbeat sped up, noticed every brush of your body
against mine.

We laughed together like the children neither of us
had been in too long, inspecting the cages of
nocturnal animals in hopes that one would come to
visit. We smiled at each other in amusement when we
both called to the lion at the same time: "Here,
kitty, kitty!" As if to please us, the lion stepped
forth from wherever he had been sleeping and strolled
forward into the moonlight, a magnificent specimen of
size and beauty. We watched him for a long time in the
now-sudden quiet, far away from the voices of the
children. 

When the lion finally lay down, resuming his rest, we
turned away, you glancing at me, silent, careful.  By
now it was late, and we were still holding hands -- I
began to wonder if I'd have to drive home with you
like this...I didn't ever want to let go. 

Back at the truck at last, still holding hands, you
pulled me close to you; it was easy. 

"Jim," you whispered. "What does this mean?"

I shook my head, this had gone far beyond a mere joke.
"I think," I started. "I think it means I love you."

Your voice was fierce and low. "Good." You took my
other hand, reeled me all the way in, and kissed me,
with the slow sweet passion of one who has something
like forever to indulge in a kiss. 

Shivers went through me, rippling through my belly
with a low sweetness. I held on to you, and you kissed
me again, even more tender this time. 

When at last you released me from your embrace, I
could see your eyes shining in the darkness as I knew
mine must be. 

"Because I love you too," you finished the sentence. 

Then, and only then, you let go of my hand. 

~end~
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Time...
how it kills and heals
how its breath turns hair grey
how its eyes make a boy a man

Time...
how it embraces and rejects
how men rise and fall
how famous becomes infamous.

Time...
what can right the ripping away of a loved one?
who can make bonds that last beyond death, forever?
where do the broken-hearted find eternal peace?
when do all the wars and revolutions end?

Time must fall silent as Love eternal beckons.
In the embrace of a lover
all questions are answered
all wrongs righted
all hearts healed.

Love laughs in the face of Time with open defiance
"I transcend you," it whispers. "Kneel to me,
for I am the only thing that can outlast you."

~end~
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We tease. Each other. Mercilessly. Trade quips,
practical jokes, and beers with the ease of people
who've spent much longer together than we actually
have. Laugh at each other. Usually I'm the one
laughing at him, but, believe it or not, the
Highlander's got a wicked sense of humor. Well, in the
right mood he does anyway. 

Hell, we've even flirted a bit. He's the one who's
done most of it, I can't flirt to save my life (well,
maybe to save my life, but not for anything else). And
with all of that, I'm *sure* it's never crossed his
mind that I maybe, just maybe, am looking at him as a
damn fine beautiful specimen of manhood. That I don't
just adore his scintillating wit, but also the way his
ass moves under those jeans. 

So I steal his beer and beat him at chess with
frightening regularity, and he doesn't notice the way
I follow him with my eyes whenever he moves about the
barge. It's a mutual unspoken agreement. 

Is Duncan one hundred percent straight, that's the
next question. Pardon me while I roll my eyes. Any man
that spends weeks redecorating a barge, fussing over
curtains -- curtains! -- is no way jose *exclusively*
interested in women. I'll not even bring up Fitz here,
I don't need to, but will just note that the man would
have fucked anything that moved close enough. And
generally did. 

Conclusion: Duncan's got no problemo with men, no
problem with teasing me and pretty much keeping me in
his barge in luxury (the man's even learned to buy the
beer I like, and lots of it)...so, what is the
problem? Why not snatch me up in that Highlander way
and carry me off to his bed? 

Honestly, I don't look like a pleasure boy. Not now
anyway. Is that why? Am I simply not appealing to the
protective instincts of kilt-boy? Not pretty enough?

Could be. But unlikely. Mac's not one to judge
*solely* on looks. 

Well, is he harboring some kind of weird awe for the
Methos, the five thousand fucking year old relic?
Haven't I done enough to shatter that image? Expect to
see a 5000 year old man in your barge stealing a beer
or twenty? Like the kids say these days, puh-leeeease.
The awe was dispelled when we first met. "Mi casa es
su casa." He tells me now it should have been "your
house is my house" instead. 

Enough of this. I'm tired of wondering. I'm asking him
tonight. The worst he can do is kill me a few times. 

****

"Have a beer or four," Duncan says as I settle on the
couch and he prepares to go back to work on some
research thing. 

"Not tonight, I think," I say, and god does that ever
get his attention!

"What? You don't want a beer?" he says, eyes wide.
"Are you feeling all right?"

I lounge farther into the couch, spreading my legs
just a bit, trying to look as seductive as possible,
and then ruin the effect by biting my lip anxiously. 

"Come here, Duncan," I say slinkily. He gazes at me
with a quizzical expression, trying to determine
whether I'm safe or not, then steps over next to the
couch. I place my hand on his thigh and slide it
upward slowly as I speak. "I had in mind a
different...beverage for this evening." My hand is
caressing his inner thigh, and he breathes out in a
rush.

Highlanderlike, he goes stammery on me, staring down
at me as though I'd just lost my mind. I break the
spell by grinning, not a I'm-not-serious-haha grin,
but a I'm-coming-to-get-you-so-watch-out wolfish
smile. 

He moves back. I sit up, and inch forward. He takes
another step back, and bangs his leg on the coffee
table.

And before I know it, we are both on the floor, dying
of laughter. This at least has broken the tension in
the room. Apparently I can't do a seduction scene, not
to save my head. 

He smiles at me from the floor. "Are you this smooth
with women?" he asks. 

I tackle. Grab his hair, push him down on the hard
floor and kiss him like I haven't kissed in centuries,
my tongue diving between his lips as though it were
searching for that last little bit of the Chinese we
had for dinner.

He's not resisting at all, and if his mouth wasn't
otherwise occupied, I swear he'd be grinning at me. 

Oh, Highlander, Highlander. I suddenly wonder who
exactly was seduced here.

It was mutual, is my last coherent thought, as he tugs
my pants down and starts in on me like a king's feast.

~end~
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I want to grab you and pull you to the floor. I want
to shock the universe. I want you writhing underneath
me, eyes staring into mine, pleading. I want to eat
you alive. I want you in my mind every hour of the day
and night, your constant presence the sweetness in the
storm. 

I want you gasping as I fill you with myself, I want
to pant underneath you as you flip me over and take
what you want -- I want you, you being made of
starseed, you sweet Jedi. 

I see you in all kinds of situations and places, know
your every reaction. I have made a study of your face
and body. I have watched you when you thought no one
was near, kept my mind attuned to you even in your
dreams. 

I know your everything -- the way your lips purse
slightly when you are confused, the way you let your
mouth slide open when you fight, the way you kiss,
eyes dropping shut as your lips meet your partner's,
the way you dance, the slow and graceful movements of
a born diplomat.

And all this is not enough. For still I want. 

I want to know your cries of passion and know that I
cause them -- I alone. I want to feel your breath on
my skin in the early morning hours, a sweet waking
dawn of love. 

I want my love returned. I want the solidity of your
being beside me, not just a frail fantasy of my heart,
not just the faint whispers of your reality that seep
into mine, not just an ache of despair when I wake
from a dream of you to find that you are not in my
arms. 

For my arms are empty, aching with their loneliness,
without you in them. And my eyes all too soon grow
weary of others, their faces beautiful, yet not yours.
It is you I see in my mind in the midnight hours, your
skin glowing golden in the pale light, your body slick
with love and fragrant oil, your eyes brimming over
with love and lust.

And it is your name I whisper to the empty rooms as my
desire springs from my body, your face I picture when
another tries to satisfy and fails. 

I must have you. For this is more than want, this is
more than need. I yearn for you with every fiber of my
being, like a desert plant yearns for the rain. I will
die without you; I will wither away in agony, calling
your name with my last breath. 

Obi-Wan, who would have ever thought that I would be
aching for a simple touch from your hand? 

~end~
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****

Dreams are not enough to slake the timeless longing in
an inevitable future.

So Qui-Gon Jinn thought, when he looked at Obi-Wan,
new-made Jedi Knight, beaming with the glitter of
success. Brightness incarnate, laughter among his
friends, and not a word for his former master.

Qui-Gon leaned against the wall, content for the
moment just to have the privilege of holding Obi-Wan
with his eyes. For really, when it came down to words,
what could be said? Too much spoken already, the
thought of breaking the Code even held in each of
their minds, kisses fiery with farewell, laden with
promises of secret trysts?

For the Council would oppose this, they knew. Had
denied them permission to lifebond three years ago,
and continued to do so. For years, Qui-Gon had held in
his mind the thought that after Obi-Wan was knighted,
perhaps�?

But no. The Council had again refused Obi-Wan�s
request, made just before his successful completion of
the trials of knighthood, killing the Sith that had
attacked them on Naboo.

In his heart, Qui-Gon knew that it was his own fault
that the bond had been refused the Council�s blessing.
He was a maverick, bent upon his own methods, many of
which did not follow the advice of the Council, but
worked too well for all that. Obi-Wan, on the other
hand, was determined to follow the Code.  And the
Code, while not forbidding a love relationship between

padawan and master, was adamant on the idea of the
Council�s approval.

The Council was a bunch of old fools, or young ones,
Qui-Gon thought, remembering Mace�s cold words as he
forbade any bonding. And the Will of the Force would
not be denied, and this was, most empatically, the
Will of the Force. A union between himself and Obi-Wan
would make them each stronger, not weaker. Would make
Obi-Wan more himself and less Qui-Gon�s padawan. Why
could the Council not see this?

The crowds were beginning to drift away now, the last
well-wishers kissing Obi-Wan and saying goodbye, some
more effusive than others. But eventually they all
faded out the doorway like stars when morning dawns.

And at last he was alone with Obi-Wan.

�Padawan,� he said, without thinking, and almost
immediately corrected himself. �Obi-Wan.�

Obi-Wan smiled. �Yes, master?� And did not correct
himself.

�Are you going to accept the Council�s decree?�
Qui-Gon asked.

Obi-Wan lifted his eyebrows in that endearing way. �Of
course I am,� he said matter-of-factly, and turned
away from Qui-Gon, leaving a heart lying shattered in
the dust.

�Go back to Anakin, master,� Obi-Wan called over his
shoulder. �It�s the Will of the Force, isn�t it?�

~end~
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Sweet agony. I look at Methos and that is what I think. Such
quicksilver beauty that I cannot hold. 

I have never been able to truly understand him. His mind goes
places mine can only quirk an eyebrow at and mock as 
intellectual folly. Yet he'll never know how secretly I desire
what he has, the whip-snap of a brain that can figure out a 
conundrum in a few seconds, the instincts that always ring true.


Well, brother, I may not be able to outwit you, but maybe I can
still outguess you. Whose side are you on? Mine or his? Or 
both? Or, oh yes, this must be it, your own, no one's, desiring
above all else your survival.

He trembled when I held the sword to his neck. He has never done
that before. Why, Methos? Has your Highlander taught you 
things about the pleasure of danger, or did you learn that in
all those years we were apart? Was it trembling with joy or with

fear? Did you want me to take your head, or don't your brotherly
courtesies extend that far?

Will they take me into his bed, into a few kisses, a few cries
of ecstasy? It wouldn't be the first time, but whose name will
he 
call, his Highland child's or his blood brother's? I think I
know. 

Are you that careful, Methos? Would you try something while I
slept in your arms, or don't you regularly kill the people you 
sleep with? And can you make the switch from lover to lover so
easily that even your dreams will be of me and not Duncan 
MacLeod? I think not. 

Doubtless he's gone to warn the Avenging Angel of impending
doom. "Kronos is here, come save me," he'll say. And the sweet 
Highland boy will fall right into the trap I have prepared. I
want his Quickening, by all the odds it's a good strong one. 

So Methos, you get to play damsel in distress. Or maybe not --
doesn't your boytoy know about your sinster past? Oh 
Methos, Methos, silly one, don't you know that you should always
be careful about that sort of thing? What story are you going 
to give him? 

I've heard Cassandra's also in town. Pursuing me. As if she
could find me! Will she run into you? Wouldn't I like to be a
fly on 
the wall during that meeting -- the sparks of something quite
different from the ancient lust will be flying there.

Ahh. So you've returned. No Highlander in tow. Amazing. You've
failed -- that's something I've never seen before. 

Methos. I know all too well you've no loyalty to me. Not
anymore. So what I must do is figure out how your interests may
best 
align with my own, so that I may keep that brain of yours as my
best ally and that body as my favorite lover.

~end~
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****

I don't know who or what to believe. I've read all the reports,
heard the news, received owls from so-called friends gloating
over his downfall, been questioned by the Ministry -- and I
don't know who to trust. 

Can the gentle being who held me all those nights when I
suffered through my transformations be an ally of
He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named? Can Sirius, my star, be a killer? Can
the sweet soul who made himself my dearest friend and lover, who
broke down all the defenses I'd set up around myself, who knows
more than potions can tell about hearts -- can he have betrayed
James and Lily? 

All the evidence says yes. All my heart says no. 

My hands grow cold when the darkness of my monthly
transformation comes upon me now. Instead of almost looking
forward to the nights we'd lie together, two beasts curled up in
our mutual warmth, I fear the terror of the emotions that surge
through me, I fear the violence I will inflict upon my own body.


I don't know what to do. I am lost here in my own thoughts,
broken by the simple drift of the loss of your presence. They
will send you to Azkaban -- and I won't even get to say goodbye.
Will the lips of the dementors touch yours, sucking out your
heart? Will you be violated by the mouths of evil, clutching
greedily at every spark of delight in your soul? Will the lips
you promised to me alone be raped by these true creatures of
darkness and fear?

Oh, Sirius, I cannot believe you have done what they say you
have. My mind won't take it in, no matter the evidence -- my
friends gone, two of them dead, the other, my lover, as good as.
I don't know what to say or do, I don't know why it's me that
survived this crushing of all our lives. 

Sirius, this one thing I know -- innocent or guilty, I still
love you. And I know you as the man who gave himself to me, who
rescued me when my life was in tatters. I will never betray you.


****
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Blair's face was slowly reappearing from the golden haze,
becoming distinguishable again. Jim felt his fingers ache with
the effort of not reaching out and tracing the outline of that
golden skin. 

He lay back on the couch, focusing on Blair, who was as yet
unaware that he could see shapes and faces and gestures, if not
actual features yet. For once, Jim thought, I can watch my fill.


Blair talked with his hands, Jim noticed, something he'd never
thought about before. And when his fingers traced the air,
golden streaks followed behind them, making his hands look like
those of an angel. Blair shook his head at something, talking
furiously, and the light sparkled off of his hair, glorifying
it. 

"So, what *does* she look like?" Jim asked, trying to keep from
getting lost in the curve of Blair's face. 

He could hear Blair's laughter. "Oh, you'll see in a little
while," he said. "Another day or so, maybe just a few hours, and
your vision will be back to normal."

"What does the Chief say I should do to help them?" Jim asked.

"I have no prescriptions at the moment," Blair said. "If it
seems to be working -- and whatever you're doing seems to be
working -- don't change it." 

"Yeah," Jim said. And promptly took a leap of faith. "Just
laying here is boring," he said. "Talk to me, Blair."

He could see the faint outline of Blair's shoulders shrugging.
"All right, man, whatever you want."

Blair moved around the couch and sat beside Jim, his hand
resting casually next to Jim, their bodies warm against each
other. 

"So what do you want me to talk about?" Blair asked, his voice
gone slightly lower, both in volume and register.

"Chief, why does your heartrate speed up whenever you get near
me?" Jim said, noting the slight increase in the speed of the
blood thundering through Blair's body.

Blair made a sound not unlike that of a trapped mouse. "It
does?" he squeaked. 

"Yeah," Jim answered, grinning. "It does."

"I thought I had that under control!" Blair exclaimed. 

Jim looked up at him, and while he couldn't tell the exact
expression on Blair's face, there was no mistaking the fact that
he had his head in his hands and was muttering "oh, man, oh,
man, oh man" under his breath. 

"Calm down," Jim said. "I'm not going to kick you out just
because you think I'm good-looking."

Blair spluttered. "I don't -- I mean -- I do -- but -- not like
that -- well -- yeah -- like that -- but I didn't mean for you
to know!"

Jim's hand moved on its own, snaking out and seizing the golden
light that was Blair around the waist. "It's okay," he said. "Do
you think I would have ever brought it up if I wasn't cool with
it?" 

Blair relaxed almost visibly and definitely sensually. "Oh. I
guess not," he said. 

Jim left his arm around Blair's waist. "'Cause I have something
to say -- you're not the only one living in this loft who has
his heartrate speed up whenever he gets near his partner."

Blair's head left his hands. "Do you mean that you -- " he
couldn't seem to finish the thought. 

"Yeah," Jim said, pulled Blair down, and kissed him. 

He let his eyes remain open, and it was like kissing light
incarnate, the warmth of Blair's mouth, the slow way his hair
finally began to tumble across his shoulders, the sweet
intrusion of Blair's tongue into Jim's mouth. Blair was warm all
over, heat and light and beauty. 

"You okay with this?" Jim asked after the kiss broke, though he
could already tell, because Blair's heartbeat was running a
race, and his skin was softly luminescent. 

"Yeah, baby," Blair answered. 

The kisses went from sweet and slow to hot and hungry in less
than a hundred heartbeats, and Jim could see more of Blair every
second. By the time they were stretched out full-length together
on the couch, Jim's hands tangled in Blair's bright hair, their
erections rubbing together with every move Blair made, Jim could
see Blair's features, only the golden haze still clinging to
him. 

"Baby," he whispered, though he'd never been one for cutesy
names, "you scared me so much in the garage the other day."

"Yeah," Blair gasped, "it seems we scare each other a lot,
doesn't it?" 

Blair didn't leave Jim a chance to answer that, just took his
mouth again like it belonged to him, kissing him thoroughly. Jim
let his tongue wander into Blair's mouth this time, probing the
warm lushness of him. 

And Blair moved against him, *right there*, and suddenly it was
this close to too much and not quite near enough. He tore his
mouth away, closed his eyes, moaned out a verbal mishmash that
could have been a certain Guide's name, and thrust up hard into
Blair's warm body, exploding at the feel of Blair's cock against
his own.

The pleasure streaked behind his closed eyes in a mass of golden
light, and when Jim dared to open them again, he could see
almost perfectly, only the faintest of a residual haze hanging
about. 

Blair was still hard against him, and almost without thinking,
he rolled them over and moved down the couch, pulling Blair's
pants down to reveal the gold-lined cock, tight and hard. Blair
was staring at him, open-mouthed, past the point of verbal
niceties, so Jim did what came to mind first, leant down and
took Blair into his mouth. 

Blair was steel under satin in his mouth, warm and hard and
right. The only sounds Blair seemed to be able to make were tiny
whimpers, slightly louder when Jim found a special sweet spot,
flicking his tongue just underneath the head of Blair's cock. He
was panting harshly, fingers twisted into the mess that was his
clothing, and Jim thought he had never looked more beautiful. 

"Blair," he gasped around the erection in his mouth, and met his
lover's eyes, seeing a world of love and trust and excitement
there. 

That was all it took. Blair came for him, moaning loudly,
dropping limp against the couch, the sweet taste of Blair
pouring into Jim's mouth. 

They lay there for long moments, curled up in each other,
silently brushing back locks of hair, exchanging gentle kisses,
and promising things to each other with their eyes. 

At last Jim spoke, very low. "I have never seen anyone more
beautiful," he said, then added, teasingly, "You've got this
golden glow around you..."

Blair laughed, and then met his eyes, perfectly serious. "So do
you, baby," he said.

~end~
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Professor Lupin took tentative steps toward the large mirror in
the center of the room. He was alone; he had locked the door
behind him before coming in here. 

Years ago, when he'd first come to Hogwarts, the Headmaster had
taken him into this room to show him the Mirror of Erised. He'd
seen himself without the scar from the bite of the werewolf,
smiling. 

This second trip was by way of a bit of a scientific experiment,
he'd told himself; he wanted to see if his desires had changed
in twenty years. 

Slowly, he pulled away the curtain that hung before the mirror,
and gazed into the reflective silver.

And gasped. He was there in the mirror, and he wasn't alone.
Behind him stood a man whose face he'd been seeing in his
dreams, both happy and sad, for the last twelve years and
earlier. 

Sirius Black. Remus whirled around as if to apprehend the man,
and, upon a glance around the empty room, remembered that the
mirror didn't always show what was actually there, just what the
gazer wanted to be there. 

Sirius. His first friend. His first lover. The betrayer of Lily
and James. The man who had escaped from Azkaban, eluded all
capture, and was presumed to be on the trail of Harry Potter.
Oh, loving him after all these years was dangerous indeed. 

He looked back into the mirror, where the reflected Lupin and
Black were kissing, clutching at each other's robes. 

"Oh," Remus whispered half aloud. "I wish..." He did not
complete the sentence. 

He drew the curtain over the mirror and left the room, locking
it behind him. 

****

Back in his office, Remus took the Marauders' Map out of the
filing cabinet, watched as it drew itself over the blank
parchment, and glanced it over. 

Yes, there was Snape in his office, Dumbledore in his quarters,
Harry Potter in the Gryffindor...wait, Harry wasn't in the
Common Room, and neither was Ron Weasley or Heromine Granger.

He looked the Map over closely...ah, there was Harry, with his
friends, out on the grounds, apparently walking back from
Hagrid's hut. But they weren't alone.

Peter Pettigrew! How on earth...? Peter was dead, how could this
be?

"Peter's not dead?" he asked almost out loud. "But what does
this..."

He paused as another name moved toward the small group of people
walking back to Hogwarts.

Sirius Black...! The group split up, Peter, Ron, and Sirius
going into the Whomping Willow passage, Harry and Heromine
remaining where they were.

And Remus forgot it was the night of the full moon, forgot about
the dementors, forgot about everything, and ran out of the
castle into the night. 

If Peter was alive, Sirius hadn't killed him. And if Sirius
hadn't killed Peter, he must not have betrayed James and Lily! 

It was Peter who must have been the Potter's Secret-Keeper, who
had betrayed them -- not Sirius! Not Sirius! 

Sirius was innocent! Remus almost laughed out loud as he ducked
into the tunnel and raced along the passageway to his destiny,
his desire, his lover. 

~end~
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I glance up at the moon, noticing that it is full. It seems
strange to watch the moon and try not to think of you, not to
have to remember just what it is you need now. Remus, where are
you? If I knew where *I* was, besides lost and condemned, I'd be
racing as fast as my paws could carry me, back to you, to curl
up beside you in the darkness. 

But I don't know where I am, only that I am not with you, not in
your arms. Did I forfeit my rights to you in that act I thought
would save them? Oh, I was so blind...I knew Voldemort was after
me, I knew he could find me, could torture me, knew the ways in
which I was vulnerable -- and I was afraid. 

It sounds so blunt to say it, but I did it, although
unwittingly. I was the one who persuaded James and Lily to
entrust their Secrets to Peter. I played them into the hands of
the spy of Voldemort! I had a hand in their deaths...and I do
not want to see what I will do when next I meet that man I once
called friend and now hate and despise. Peter should fear for
his life.

There is no Death Mark on my body! I am untainted by any
association with the Death Eaters, the cowards who kill by night
-- and yet I am guilty. I am unstained, yet broken -- I am
pursued by all, forces of good and forces of evil. 

I have done what I may, entrusted little Harry to Hagrid that he
may be taken somewhere safe. I am still reeling from many
shocks, not the least of which is the fact that a one-year-old
child defeated the Dark Wizard. I do not understand it, I do not
think anyone understands the power Harry Potter holds inside of
him. It is the one good thing that has happened tonight. The
only good thing that has happened for many weeks.

I pause for a moment's rest, no longer, and sit back to catch my
breath. I look at the moon again, in its full roundness, and
wish I could be with you, Remus, wish I could go to you and
embrace you, tell you how I love you, kiss you with all the
passion in my heart. 

A wild sorrow floods my being, and for moments I see my life as
it had been arranged falling before me in tatters. How I had
dreamed that we would be together, that we, between us, would do
such great things, that nothing could stop us, ever. And now I
see those dreams lying shattered like the burnt-out shell of a
house, like the broken body of James. 

I will be captured eventually, by one side or the other. In
either case the fate is the same, I will be blamed, I will be
tortured, I will be destroyed. 

There is no escape. 

Were I now in human form I would weep, but instead I do the only
thing I may.

I lift my nose to the stars. And I howl.

****
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The vision has always been blurry, as if tear-stained, but I
know what it is -- you in my arms, eyes so gentle, my hand
resting on the pulsepoint of your throat, my other hand cradling
your head, the floor so cold beneath us. 

And I awaken at the point of tears, knowing, knowing each day
brings us inexorably closer to that final moment. Still I cannot
bring myself to tell you I love you, for the words flash to my
lips, then stick in my throat. 

Is is merely imagination that your eyes go soft dark blue when
you look at me? Or do I see a lovelight truly shining in your
eyes? 

My hands go cold when I think of a confession; I am so unskilled
in the arts of seduction, but I know this -- I cannot let you
leave me before I tell you that I love you. 

The moment of truth comes without warning; one morning early the
words tumble out of my mouth, without a plan, without any
forethought at all. I merely turn to hand you something and
suddenly I can bear it no longer.

"I love you, Qui-Gon," I say, my hands reaching out to you as
you go still, eyes wide. And my confession pours out like water.


"Really love you," I whisper. "Forever-love kind." My arms go up
around your waist, and you let me embrace you, your arms coming
around me in turn. You lay your cheek against my hair. 

"Oh, my Obi-Wan," you sigh, a sweetness in your voice that has
of late been so rare. "I love you too."

My lips come up to drown in your kiss and your heart beats hard
against me. 

I vow in my heart that dreams shall not rule my life, that I
shall bind you to me with cords of love, and forever our hearts
shall beat as one. 

You, Qui-Gon, shall henceforth be my pulsepoint. 

~end~
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By Amy Fortuna:

Qui-Gon deep-throated his Padawan, the hard shaft bumping the
back of his throat with each shallow thrust. He moaned around
the flesh in his mouth, feeling his excitement come just to its
peak....

"Impressive, that is," Master Yoda said. Qui-Gon gasped in
horror and sat up, letting the softening penis fall out of his
mouth.

"Very flexible, you are," Yoda continued.

Qui-Gon pulled a sheet over himself. "Please, Master, for the
thousandth time, don't come in my room late at night unless it's
a desperate emergency."

"Interesting, human males are," Yoda said, wicked glee in his
voice.

Qui-Gon groaned. 

~end~ 
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take it boots
Crossover with The Sentinel.
By Amy Fortuna

"'Qui-Gon deep-throated his Padawan,' Chief, what the hell are
you reading?" Jim said, sneaking up behind his partner, who was
far too absorbed in the laptop.

Blair nearly jumped out of his seat. "Don't DO that!" he
squealed. 

"Do what?" Jim asked, playing innocent. 

"Read over my shoulder with your Sentinel sight," Blair said,
closing the laptop with a snap and getting up from his seat. 

Jim blocked him from leaving the room. "Will it help if I say I
really liked it?"

Blair's eyelashes fluttered across his cheeks. "Well, yeah," he
said. 

Jim pulled Blair into his arms. "So much that I'd like to try it
myself," he whispered into his partner's hair. 

~end~
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"Qui-Gon deep-throated his padawan?" Mace's eyebrows threatened
to leave his head altogether. 

Adi Gallia was surprisingly cheery about it. "He did indeed. We
have a witness."

"But you know what this means," Mace said. "The ultimate
penalty. The Pyre of the Darkened!"

Adi shrugged. "Jedi that love other Jedi aren't worth bothering
with anyway."

"Can we prove conclusively that it was Qui-Gon fellating
Obi-Wan?" Mace asked. "If we can, we'll have this trial wrapped
up."

Adi shook her head. "Not conclusive evidence, actually."

Depa spoke up. "This will never work, Mace. There's no evidence
for it, and both of you know that."

"We'll think of something. If not, the first two are enough to
convict. Don't worry," Mace replied. "Now, come on, we've got to
get back out there."

And they made their way back into the courtroom to pronounce the
sentence of death on Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi. 

~end~
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Duncan, Duncan, Duncan. Who would have guessed that I'd
completely lose my heart to you, do silly things that I'd not
thought of for centuries because of you, and find myself here
under an enemy's blade instead of you? 

Who would have thought that when we first met, more than a
century ago now, we'd have such a rough beginning and such a
lovely time smoothing it out? I have to say I've flat-out
enjoyed the last hundred years more than I'd liked the couple
thousand before that. 

Goodness, this guy is good. I didn't catch his name, but I'm
pretty sure he's not too old, he's got the fire of a typical
kid, and the sword skills of someone who trained on it as a
child -- maybe he's from the seventeen-hundred somethings, a
little younger than you. 

He came after you. Managed to pull a gun out and shoot you,
right in the heart, where it'll take ages to heal. Immortal
healing, unfortunately, doesn't speed up with time and
technology. Oh, yes, this guy's smart -- he stuck a knife
through your ribs as you lay dead, insuring you won't come back
until it's pulled out. Typical headhunter behavior. Then he went
for your head -- but didn't calculate on me coming home right at
that moment. 

I distracted him, from all the way across the river, and managed
to keep him distracted...now I just need to take his head and I
can go pull that knife out. 

Sorry it's taking so long, honey, this one's tough. No new
tricks, but a lot of spirit. 

I duck a blow and slide away, drawing him further away from you.
I hiss a cold taunt, saved from my days as Death embodied, at
him as he follows me, face set in a dark mask of hate. 

We stumble onto the midnight Paris streets, and for a moment I
wonder if I should draw him toward lighted areas, slip away in
the crowds and race back to you. 

I decide not. If he should catch on to me and make it back
before I do -- well, goodbye Duncan. And I just can't take that.
I shouldn't have interfered tonight -- all the self-preservation
instincts that I'd honed over five thousand years were screaming
to get the hell out of there and leave you to die, but I
couldn't stand the thought of you gone. 

Our life is a good one. We balance each other well, live
together without coming to blows more than once every few
months, argue just like a married couple, about the same silly
things too. And we have the best sex since the concept was
invented. 

No, Mac, losing you would be inconvenient right about now. I'd
have to come up with a new self and a new name, something I
haven't had to do for nearly a century. I'd have to leave Paris,
and I like Paris, in spite of the humidity. Good libraries and
wonderful museums, classic qualities of Places You Can Find The
Methos. 

That, or somewhere with warm sun, soft sand, and lots of water.
Remember our Hawaii vacation, some twenty years ago? How we
kissed in the sea during the afternoon and made sweet morning
love with the curtains open, to the music of the dawn waves? 

I can't allow this bastard to destroy our little paradise. So
I'll take him out for you, no matter what it takes. 

He strikes down, nearly smashing into my shoulder. 

Oh! That was a close one! I shouldn't be dwelling on just how
good our lovemaking is at this juncture, should I? 

He circles around me, and I try to slip away again, but find
nowhere to go. I strike out, not sure where I'm trying to land
the blow. And suddenly our swords are tangling and he pulls,
hard, catching my blade on the small spikes on the upper part of
his. 

I lose my sword. 

Oh my god, I lost my sword. 

Oh no. 

It goes skittering away over the dirt of this alley behind him,
and I can't get to it without going directly through him. 

Duncan, where the hell are you when I need you? 

Knife, oh god, lying on the floor of the barge with a knife
through your ribs. Oh, Duncan, is this it? 

He forces me to my knees and I can't believe this is actually
happening. 

"Two in a night," the guy says, staring at me. "Don't worry,
your lover will be joining you soon enough." 

I merely gaze back at him, eyes wide. After all I hoped
for...beheaded in a Paris back alley by a kid Immortal
headhunter. Five thousand, one hundred years for this. 

I shake my head. "I hope my Quickening *incinerates* you," I
spit out at him, meeting his eyes with the look Death used to
have just before striking. 

"Say your prayers," the kid says, and swings. 

I never see the sword strike through my neck. The universe spins
in a dizzying flash of lights and I see you in my mind, standing
tall against a world of past experiences. 

"Don't cry for me, Highlander," is my last thought as everything
goes black. Truth is, I loved you too damn much. 

~end~
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Obi-Wan Kenobi threw down the datapad he'd been holding with a
little more fervor than Jedi were supposed to show.

Force. If it wasn't Lover's Day -- and well, said lover
off-planet, no one knowing when he'd be back. Just the way his
luck had been going lately.

"Two tangles with the Hutts, three lightsabers lost, one stray
kid picked up and brought back to the Temple for training, four
unexpected missions, five cases of food poisoning, and six
broken bones in the last year -- and now Qui-Gon's off-planet on
Lover's Day." He catalogued his problems to himself, almost out
loud, but too well-trained to shout his trials from the
rooftops. 

Knights didn't complain, merely bore their circumstances with
vaunted Jedi patience, Obi-Wan had always heard.

In a throughly bad mood by now, he muttered, "well then, maybe
they shouldn't have Knighted me yet," and slumped back on the
couch, closing his eyes.

After a few moments of feeling sorry for himself, his ears
picked up the sounds of familiar boots, and his mood went
immediately sunny. "Or maybe it was the right decision," he
amended. 

"Qui-Gon!" He stood up as his former master entered the room,
looking as weary as Obi-Wan felt. 

"Love," Qui-Gon said, and that little phrase made it all right
-- all the Hutts and broken bones and disgusting food. He found
himself then, not remembering how he got across the room, in his
Master's arms.

They kissed, gently, reacquainting their minds to the feel of
each other. 

"When did you get back?" Qui-Gon was the first to ask. 

"This morning, early," Obi-Wan answered. "I was so afraid the
transport wouldn't make it on time for Lover's Day -- and then I
found you'd been sent off-planet!" 

"Thank the Force I got that business wound up fairly quickly,"
Qui-Gon said. "I didn't want to miss today with you either."

Obi-Wan shook his head. "We've already missed most of it."

Qui-Gon smiled, that little smile that sent sparks flying in the
room. "Not the most important part," he said. 

Obi-Wan grinned. "No," he said. He took a deep breath. "Mind if
we don't do any, well, elaborate seduction scenes tonight? I
want you, plain and simple, not decorations."

"That's all right," Qui-Gon said and laughed. "In fact, I was
about to ask you the same thing."

Keeping hold of hands except when they had to let go, they
prepared a simple, quiet dinner, revelling in the feel of each
other's minds and bodies. 

"How's Anakin doing?" Obi-Wan asked. 

Qui-Gon grinned. "Master Yoda positively thinks he's the
brightest boy to ever come to the Temple. He's finally admitted
to me that it was the right thing to do, bring him here."

"That's good," Obi-Wan sighed -- as much as the boy had been an
annoyance when they'd brought him from Tattooine, he was
Qui-Gon's annoyance, and that meant he was part Obi-Wan's. 

Dinner over, they moved back onto the couch, watching the sun
set in fire and glory over the clouds of the City, holding onto
each other in the dimness of the room. 

"I love you." They said it almost together, with both minds and
mouths, starting a sweet chain reaction of Force that led to
kisses and gentle embraces. 

Their clothes were tugged half off before they decided that they
really should move into the bedroom. By the time they got to the
bedroom, boots were off, leggings following swiftly, then
undertunics.

"Yes." Obi-Wan whispered it, pulling off Qui-Gon's undertunic,
throwing it to the floor, and pushing his former master back
onto the bed. 

"What you will, Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon said gently as the former
padawan threw himself onto the bed beside him.

"You," Obi-Wan said, not making much sense, but no one was there
with reasoning powers enough to care. 

Obi-Wan could feel their heartbeats thundering together, beating
just a bit faster than normal. His master's skin was
sweat-tinged, salty-sweet to the taste. 

"You tonight," Obi-Wan whispered. "Want you."

"Yes," Qui-Gon said faintly, into the juncture of Obi-Wan's
throat and shoulder. "Have me."

It took quite a lot of Jedi control to reach away from his
master, into the small drawer of the bedside table, but somehow
Obi-Wan managed it, took out the small jar of kalion lotion,
twisted the top off and dipped his fingers into the clear
substance, coating them with the sharp flavor of the oil. 

The scent of the kalion made him harder, and he let the jar
fall, not quite sure if the top was on properly or not, but not
much caring either. 

His master was warm and pliant under his hands, all heat and
muscle and gentle throaty moans. Obi-Wan's touch was careful,
but all too quick, for neither he nor Qui-Gon were in any mood
for slow.

Obi-Wan drew his fingers out of Qui-Gon's body, laid a kiss to
the throbbing erection that was so close to his face, and
carefully pressed inside his master, groaning at the tightness. 

"Love you," he gasped, almost wordless, and stopped moving
completely, feeling the heat of Qui-Gon surrounding him inside
and out, the very blood rushing through his body thundering
against their skin in perfect time. 

Qui-Gon's hands came up to Obi-Wan's shoulders; he pulled
Obi-Wan hard against and into him, eyes pleading. 

They usually made love face to face, eyes meeting as they rocked
together, and this time was no different. Their bodies
remembering the ancient rhythm flawlessly, they found the
motion. Obi-Wan pushed into Qui-Gon just right, Qui-Gon surged
against him and then pulled away, in perfect timing. 

Too perfect. They surrendered to the motion, let it carry them
away, falling hard and fast toward pleasure.

Yes. There.

Obi-Wan gasped as shudders rocked his body, feeling Qui-Gon
tremble underneath him in his own orgasm. 

"Oh." Obi-Wan's voice sounded almost surprised, several minutes
later, when the last of the sweet shudders had faded and he
found himself lying half over Qui-Gon, limp with pleasure. 

Qui-Gon's laugh was very low. "Happy Lover's Day," he whispered.


And they curled up in each other's arms, pulling the blankets
around them and falling asleep.

As he snuggled closer to Qui-Gon, sliding down into blissful
sleep, Obi-Wan couldn't think of any better way to end Lover's
Day, even if it hadn't begun perfectly.

~end~
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Methos. Standing in the field, eyes raised to the sky, long dark
hair blending into the background of dark trees and dark sky. He
was wearing white clothing; Duncan was unable to tell the style
or the century.

Methos. The grasses whispered around Duncan's ankles as he stood
in the shadows of the forest, unnoticed. He was watching Methos,
Methos was watching the stars. There was no sound other than
Duncan's breathing, the gentle breeze soughing through the
trees, and Methos' footsteps over the grass, walking away into
the center of the starlit meadow.

In the center of the field, Methos stopped silent. The moon slid
the clouds aside and Duncan watched the meadow grow less dim,
light striking Methos' face, bringing his expression into sharp
relief -- not a smile, not a frown, a mere look, neutral,
beautiful.

The moment stretched out almost to the breaking point before
Duncan slipped out into the field, walking quiet as possible
toward Methos, who did not look at him. There was no sign of
Immortal Presence between them, no awareness of each other.

Duncan followed the line of Methos' gaze up to the sky, to the
clouds and constellations circling above them. Methos seemed to
be waiting for something, Duncan concluded, and stopped walking
toward his friend.

Still more moments passed and they stood silent as statues,
together under the stars and in the gentle breeze.

At last Methos moved again, as though he had heard a signal. And
suddenly he was dancing -- Methos dancing! -- under the stars,
arms upraised, the strange wild dance of thousands of years ago,
lightness and beauty and grace and power all combined together.

Duncan gasped aloud at the sight and the suddenness of the
motions. The movements of the ancient man were enchanting,
beguiling, seductive.

Methos seemed to hear the quiet gasp, reached out a hand,
approached the Highlander, and took him by the hands, leading
him through the meadow. Methos' fingers were cold under his,
Duncan noticed.

Dancing with Methos was perfect; there was no other way to
express it. Methos knew every move, knew somehow the way to show
Duncan every step before he took it. The dance was ancient,
primitive, wild, not modern in any sense of the word.

They danced through the meadow 'til the moon disappeared behind
the clouds again. Methos' fingers gently released his, and for
the first time that night, he acknowledged Duncan's presence
with a soft smile.

"Thank you," Duncan said -- it seemed the only thing he could
say.

And promptly woke up, the sunlight pouring into the windows of
the room. The birds were chirping merrily outside, and Duncan
breathed in a long sigh, remembering just how it felt to dance
with Methos, before getting out of bed.

~end~
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Make love to me like Byron did.

I almost whisper the words out loud as I watch you sleep,
catching myself just in time. I stare at you with a kind of
fascinated envy, remembering, wondering why the slightest
mention of my former Immortal lovers sends you rampaging out to
kill them. 

Oh, all right, to give you credit, I'm exaggerating -- it's not
exactly *only* because of me that either Byron or Kronos died by
your hand. 

Yet, I was intrigued by the fire that I saw in your eyes when
you first heard that Byron was my friend, and I was startled at
the revulsion in your face when we fought each other down with
cutting words, sharper than swords, the day that Kronos came to
town.

Did you kill them to rid the world of the evil that they stood
for? Or did you kill them because you wanted no Immortal rivals
in my affections? 

Did you get the memories of our lovemaking in their Quickenings?
Do you play them over in your mind when I'm not here? 

Do you see Byron and me standing in the sultry heat of an
Italian summer storm just before the rain falls, Victorian
garments cast aside, in an open meadow, laughing in the teeth of
the wind, daring the lightning to strike us down?

Do you ever feel the desire to kiss me like Kronos used to, to
ask if we could devour each other like we did in those long-ago
days? Do you ever want to leave blood on the white sheets? Ever
want to feel the tingle of Immortal healing spin through our
bodies as we bite and suck and attack and ravish? 

Or do you crush it all down deep inside, hiding the sweet
coppery taste of my blood even from yourself? 

I wonder at you, Duncan. What do you really want from me? What
draws you to me, time after time after time, and keeps me here
in this bed beside you? 

Why do you care so much? What is it in me that drives you to
eliminate all possible rivals that could have any chance of
sticking around long enough to make a difference? 

Oh, Duncan, you lie there and you look so innocent. Who would
know that you carry the Quickenings of your lover's former
loves? 

And who will ever know, if you don't use the things you learned
from them? 

Make love to me like Byron did. Kiss me like Kronos used to. But
love me like Duncan MacLeod -- only, though, you don't need to
be so jealous.

Fortunately for both of us, I have no more lovers left to kill.
Rest easy, Duncan. You are the one, the one and only lover that
I still have with me. 

Enjoy it.

END
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****

The two white candles were the only lights left in the room,
aside from the faint starlight coming in through the window.
There was complete silence between the two Elves, who were not
only brothers, but also twins, and beyond that lovers. Their
eyes told a world of love and devotion between them, to each
other, to the mortal people that they had fought for and
defended thousands of years, and to the family that they were
going to abandon to seek the starlight on a different sea than
that which shone on Varda's realm. 

Elladan was the first to break the silence, speaking because the
words needed to be said. "Is this the only way?" he whispered,
shattering the quiet spell that lay upon the room. 

"I know of no other," Elrohir answered. "But this is the way we
must take."

"The summons will go unanswered, then...?" Elladan's voice
trailed off. 

"They will know what we have done," Elrohir said, laying a hand
lightly over his brother's. "Indeed I think our father long
suspected it, before he left for the Sea, and that is why he did
not press us to go with him."

Some days before, the elven kindred still living in Middle-earth
had been warned of Cirdan's sailing oversea. All Elves who
wished to sail would be gathering at the Havens. It would be the
last of last chances for Elves to seek the fading Western
shores. Their other doom could only be to stay in Middle-earth,
dwindle, fade and vanish -- except for the Sons of Elrond, who
were Half-Elven. To them only among the Elf-kin in Middle-earth
would be given the choice to become mortal, to end their lives
voluntarily and to pass beyond the stars, there to live on
forever. 

Elladan had been the first to broach the idea that they could
die as mortals did. He was also the one who shrank from the
thought, but neither wished to end with Arda, or fade into
forgotten time. This way their memory would be ever-present on
the earth, and they could ever live on among the stars. 

Elrohir, ever the bold one, had seized upon the idea, laughing
in the face of the danger of death. To him, death was a mere
gate to be passed through, if his brother was with him. 

They had soon discovered that the thing they each feared most
was not death or fading, but being without each other. And only
through the way of death could they be together forever, beyond
time, beyond Arda itself. 

"Eternity waits for us, brother," Elrohir whispered, leaning in
close to his brother. "Why do we stare at the stars, when we
could be dancing among them?"

Elladan shook his head. "The stars are beautiful." He turned to
look at Elrohir. "You are beautiful." He reached out a finger,
sliding it along his brother's beloved face. "I am afraid, my
*meldo*." 

Elrohir's eyes went very soft. "You were always the one I
protected. Would I lead you astray in this?" His hands almost
instinctively found his brother's hair, and fingers twined into
the dark curls, gently caressing. "I love you. I want to be with
you forever."

"I know," Elladan whispered, and leaned in, kissing his brother
quickly on the mouth before pulling away. "Make love to me
before we go together into eternity. One last time."

"Yes," Elrohir said, and embraced his brother. "I love you,
always loved you, since before time began, and I will love you
until there are no more stars to shine, no more worlds to dance
about, no more time to love, and then I will love you after
that, forever."

Their clothing was light and swiftly done away with; they cast
it aside, remembering all the thousands of times they had done
this together, from the sweet delight of their first loving to
the times they had held each other in the wilderness, to the
time that Elrohir had nearly died in an orc attack and Elladan
had brought him back to health, alone in the Wild. Their
lovemaking was like a dance that they each had repeated a
million times but nevertheless danced each time with new fervor.


The stars were old in the night sky when they lay satisfied
together at last, smiling, in each other's arms, the candles
burning low, the gentle night breeze moving soft against naked
skin. 

"Are you ready at last?" Elrohir said, lips moving against his
brother's skin. 

"Yes," Elladan answered, and sighed, not a sigh of sadness or
grief, but of sweet resignation and anticipation. 

They locked hands, preparing their minds for the sudden
sundering of body from soul, holding tight to each other. All
Elves know how to will themselves to die, but these two would be
more than merely paring *fear* from body, they would be pleading
before Mandos to go beyond the Circles of the World, if Eru
Illuvatar did not directly intervene in their case. 

"Think you that we too shall sing before Mandos?" Elladan asked.
Elrohir laughed. 

"I think we shall be gracing the portals of the skies ere the
dawn comes," he said. "We shall see our Estel again, and Arwen
too."

"And Luthien, we shall even see her," Elladan said. He tightened
his hold on his brother's hand and drew a fraction of an inch
closer to his brother.

Their eyes met, the world became still and silent for a moment,
time stretched out....

And snapped. The night wind rushed through the open window,
swirling through. The candles guttered and went out. 

"I had not dreamed the sky would be so perfect," Elladan's voice
was the last thing that could be heard by an Elvish ear, if any
had been listening. 

The curtains fluttered out into the night, and Middle-earth
faded beneath the feet of the star-seeking brothers, hand in
hand for all eternity.

END
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****

"Rain falls angry on the tin roof
as we lie awake in our bed.
You're my survival,
you're my living proof,
that my love is alive and not dead..."
--I'll Be by Edwin McCain

****

It's raining tonight. And you're not sleeping. I'm not sleeping
either.

Whatever shall we do, my Sirius? 

Remember? That one night I was transformed, when James and Peter
were off doing something else, but you were with me? It was
pouring rain. We were both drenched to the very skin -- in fact
Madame Pomfrey clucked over my health for weeks after that --
but we didn't care about the rain, the lightning didn't scare
us, and the thunder drove us wild with excitement.  

We danced through the trees, exploring every inch of our forest
with the eyes of animals, in the wet. Every animal was hidden
deep in their hollows, even the squirrels were tucked away in
their holes, dreaming of nuts.

And afterward, we came back to the Shrieking Shack, nuzzling
each other in dog form, far more comfortable with expressing our
affection as animals than we ever could as people. 

That was the night I first *knew* for certain, that you really
loved me. And that was the night I was sure that I was
desperately, hopelessly in love with you, and that it was
forever for me.

Forget what came between us. Remember that night, and act on the
emotions that were running high and hot between us then and
could be again now. 

Yes. Kiss me like that. 

Yes. Love you, I love you. Never stopped loving you. 

Let's listen to the rain pour down on the roof, let's make love
to the rhythm of the thunder. Let's dance a different dance
tonight, let our emotions spill out into the night, laugh at the
lightning, know that the love between us is far stronger than
the pull of lightning to ground. 

I want you to lie in my arms afterward and let me tell you how
you're my living proof that my love did not die.

You've kept me alive in a thousand ways, and I want to be yours.
Forever. 

END
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****

"And if you ever hear me calling out
And if you've been by paupers crowned
Between the worlds of men and make-believe
I may be found."
--"Scarecrow's Dream" by Dan Fogelburg

****

I made so many plans for the two of us, my Obi-Wan. We were
going to be the quickest, fastest, strongest team of Jedi the
Republic had ever seen; we were going to out-diplomatize the
best of the best; we were going to be lovers and friends until
we joined the Force, hand in hand, when we had both grown old
and weary. 

I shake my head as I think of my optimism; I was so sure that
nothing could stand in our way. I was so young, younger than
you, to believe that life would not hand us a rotten fruit, to
think we could so easily conquer anything that came between or
against us. 

By the Force that beats through me, I love you. I love you with
every breath, more and more as I watch you, even through the
years that are so cruel to you. Sometimes I wonder why you can't
see me, why you look straight at me, and then straight through
me. 

What eyes do you see with, my Obi-Wan? What are you looking for
as you stare up at the stars in the desert night? 

Oh, you are still beautiful. Even as old as I was then, you are
regal, stately, princely. You should be ruler of a planet, as
your heritage would have made you, not a lonely Jedi stuck in
hiding on the most unfruitful planet in the galaxy. 

But the Force decreed it otherwise. And if I was a true servant
of the Force, if my whole being was bound up in what the Force
willed, not what I willed, I would accept our fate. 

I can't help but be selfish. I want to hold you. I want to kiss
you. I want to lie in bed with you and listen to your heartbeat,
and know that you love me and I love you and even eternity
cannot tear us apart. 

I didn't say the words "I love you" enough. I felt them, yes,
felt them so strong I would have sworn they burned through into
your skin when we made love -- but I didn't say them every time
I could have. We had to divide our time in our separate roles,
so that too often a talk between lover and lover would become a
lecture from Master to Padawan. I regret that. I wish I had
spent more time listening, not teaching. 

Oh, my padawan, I wish I could touch you. Right now -- just
reach out in the dimness of the night and brush my hand across
your sleeve. I would give my soul for it. I have already given
my heart to the very thought of it. 

There is an ancient group of lovers who take solemn vows never
to embrace their beloved ones, instead contenting themselves
with writing poetry about how much they would like to touch
their loves if they only could. The forbidden excites, you see. 

You, being alive and beloved, are forbidden. Not only forbidden,
but wellnigh impossible. 

Only if you call, can I show myself. That will never happen, for
who calls on the dead for an embrace? The living are taught to
move on, to remember the beloved dead, but not to whisper in the
night as though the lover was with them. 

Oh, Obi-Wan, I feel like a frozen stream here, waiting for
eternity, waiting for you to call, waiting and hoping. It would
be so simple, a mere word from your lips, a mere hand stretched
out, and I could be in your arms. 

Will time and patience lead me to your embrace? Or will I wait
and wait until your death, there to catch you in my arms as you
fall?

It would be so easy, my Obi-Wan, so easy. Look between the
worlds of men and make-believe. That is where I may be found. 

Ah, yes. There. You turn toward me, your hand reaches out. 

"Master!"

I smile and step into your embrace. And it is real. 

END
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****

Poor Harry.

She stood on the steps, watching the boy talk to the dogs, who
leaped around him as though encouraging him to come and play. 

Sweet kid, he was. Intelligent too, just not...well, all there. 

His uncle was a "tough guy," but a good sort, she thought. Nice
to his poor relative who was so obviously a couple of fries
short of reality. 

As Minerva MacDonald had been told, Harry's parents were killed
in a car crash when he was three years old. Harry had been left
with an odd-shaped scar on his forehead and only half of his
mind. 

That half was stuck in a fantasy world, as a way of coping from
the brutal reality of his parent's death before his eyes at such
a young age. Harry always talked about a school for wizards, how
he was special because he was the "boy that lived," about his
wizard friends Ron and Heromine. 

The dangerous part of these fantasies, the crazy statements that
had led his aunt and uncle to take him out of school for good,
had started back on his eleventh birthday, when Harry saw an owl
flying overhead and started talking about how it was carrying a
letter for him. He tried to run away from home, screaming about
owls, and had fallen into a neighbor's pool. His aunt and uncle
had been forced to bring him here to Hogmore's Institute, where
Dr. Bumbledore had examined him. 

Pronounced incurable though harmless to all but himself, Harry
Potter was given a permanent home at the Institute. 

Yes, Minerva thought to herself, folding her arms across her
chest, Harry was happy here in a way he had never been at home. 

Not that his relatives liked the idea of Harry locked away in a
mental institution. Every summer they tried bringing him home
for a few weeks. Every time he caused so much trouble that they
had to bring him back, shame-faced that they could not control
him. Twice he'd run away (once found by an old lady that lived
nearby after two whole days of frantic searching had passed),
once he'd caused such a fuss while company was in the house that
they simply could not stand to keep him there any longer.

But, oddly compared to the majority of the patients, Harry
enjoyed living here. He'd made friends with the two recently
acquired dogs, one of whom had given him a bit of a scare by
being a bit too enthusiastic at their first meeting. But they'd
made it up and were now the best of friends, always together.

He did not bear much fondness for the rat that ran loose in the
halls, however. And the cat hadn't been his favorite playmate,
yet he'd never mistreated her. No, Harry mostly just stuck to
Remy and Siry, as he called them. 

Harry spent a lot of time outside, playing with an old
broomstick, muttering something about a "golden something." He'd
go through the gardens carrying the broom until his eye caught
something shiny, and then would dive for it, holding the
whatever-it-was like it was a treasure. 

Once last year, during a slight rainstorm, he'd gone out into
the garden, not knowing that another patient was also out there,
the gentle Mexican boy named Cedrico. The kid also liked shiny
things, and when they both saw a golden penny, they grabbed for
it, knocked heads...and well, Harry was in the hospital for
quite some time, jabbering about how Cedrico had been killed by
the Dark Lord. 

While Harry was in the hospital, Cedrico was transferred to a
hospital in America. That didn't help Harry's impression that
Cedrico had been killed and that it was somehow his fault. 

Those had been dark times. Harry spent a lot of time crying in a
corner of the garden, until his relatives came to take him home
for the summer -- "one more trial" they said. 

But now Harry was back here, and loving it by all accounts.
Minerva walked down the few remaining steps. 

"Harry!" she called. "Time to come in, look, the sun's going
down." 

Harry looked up at her with blank eyes, just a hint of
recognition in them. "Okay, Professor," he said. Vaguely Minerva
wondered why he always called her Professor, then figured it
must be part of his school fantasy. 

Harry patted the two dogs on their heads and made his way over
to the nurse. 

"The darkness is coming, you know," he said conversationally.
"Look, the Dark Mark in the sky!" He pointed to the odd shape of
the dark cloud against the pink and gold. "That will call the
Death Eaters! I wonder if Snape will go this time?"

He turned back and looked up at her earnestly. "Is Snape really
on the side of the good?" he asked. 

She didn't know who he was talking about, but tried to reassure
anyway. "Yes, I'm certain of it, Harry. Now, it's time to come
in."

"Professor, I don't quite understand the homework for today.
Maybe you could help me and Ron with it later?"

Minerva looked down at him suddenly, filled with pity in a way
that had become so rare with the years of working here. God, the
boy was so sweet and innocent that it was practically a crime to
disturb his childish fantasy.

"It's okay, Harry, you're a bright boy, you'll get it if you
keep working on it," she told him. 

She took hold of his hand, and walked with him up the steps into
the house. 

Just inside the house, one of the older patients, a big man who
was gentle but unaware of his own strength, fond of playing in
the gardens, waved at Harry, who called out "Hey, Hagrid!" and
waved back. 

In the dining hall, Harry broke away from her and ran over to
his table, chattering excitedly to Randal and Hera, his friends
and roommates. "I can't believe she took three points from
Gryffindor, it's not like I did anything really bad!" Harry
chattered at them as his friends stopped talking to listen to
him. "And did you hear what that idiot Malfoy said about the
team?"

Minerva smiled. Harry may live in his own world, she thought,
but whatever it is, it's an interesting place. 

Dr. Bumbledore walked into the hall, smiling benignly at the
assembled group. The good doctor was too overly dramatic at
times, Minerva thought. The patients could get strange ideas.
Especially Harry, who incorporated everything into his own
world. 

A pixie-faced young man served Harry, who was muttering to Hera
about the mis-treatment of house-elves. It sounded like he was
holding an argument with her, both of them talking about
completely different things. 

Dinner halfway through, Harry spent some time looking across the
room, staring at his "crush," Cho Lee, an Asian girl who had a
problem with split personalities. Minerva sighed. Poor Harry. He
could not possibly understand the delicate balance of emotional
relationships, and, with Cho's problems added to the mix, was
doomed to unrequited love, if he insisted on having her. 

One of the youngest in the room, Jenny, a girl who had started a
fire, trying to kill herself because her self-esteem was through
the basement, was staring at Harry in her own attempt at
unrequited love. Harry occasionally spoke to her, but generally
hardly knew she existed.

Poor all of them. No one here could be held responsible for all
the pain they made into their worlds. 

Minerva was just happy that Harry Potter's world was more fun
than most. 

END
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****

My hands were cold from the truck's air conditioner. You jumped
when I grabbed you from behind, so absorbed in your typing that
you hadn't heard me come in. 

"Jim!" You turned, gasping, and suddenly the world was alight
with the beauty of your contenance, and I'm not being sarcastic.
I leaned down, brushing my nose against your hair.

"Hey," I whispered into your ear. "Looks like you need a break."
Suddenly shameless, I rubbed my forehead against your shoulder,
like a cat purring against a favored person. 

"Mm, yeah," you said, voice sounding far away, turning into the
embrace, your hand sneaking around my neck to stroke my shoulder
carefully. 

We didn't want to move. We didn't need to move. But our lips
somehow found each other and staying still was not an option.

"Couch...closer," was the particularly enlightened fact you
chose to inform me of, our mouths almost attacking each other of
their own free will. 

I swept you off the chair -- not carrying you, you hated that --
but moving you over to the couch in what could almost be termed
a very primitive mating dance. Our bodies were certainly
figuring out the bump and grind, at least. 

Situated at last -- you on top -- I tangled my hands in your
hair and counted the ways I loved you for a good long while,
telling you the love story of a Sentinel and his Guide until
your hips were thrusting with tiny jerks against mine, minute
beads of sweat were pouring off our faces, and we were both so
hard we couldn't get any harder. 

"Fuck, we haven't even taken our clothes off yet," I whispered,
trying to drag the action down a bit. 

"I know, man, isn't this wild," you answered, hair gone
completely frizzy in the heat of our two bodies. "It's a fantasy
of mine." 

"Keeping your clothes on?" I asked, but if anything the thought
of coming with a barrier of clothing between us was intensely
arousing. 

"Yeah," you said. That was the last thing I got out of you for
quite some time -- the last coherent thing anyway. 

We stayed perfectly still for a while, not moving, just
feeling...our cocks hard against each other, separated by the
soft cloth of our pants, my hands gripping that cloth-covered
ass that could drive me crazy even under five layers. 

You stared down at me with this wild look of wonder and devotion
and adoration and love. Just that was practically enough to make
me come on the spot. You were breathing just the tiniest bit
faster than usual, your hands were tracing gentle circles over
my eyebrows and face, down to my throat, then down further still
to pinch at my nipples through the cloth. 

When you did that, it was like you started a chain reaction that
went straight down to my cock and through to you. Damn, it felt
so good, so good. And it was almost as though you'd been
touching yourself, from the way you arched your head back and
thrust your hips against mine. 

My breath was coming short now too, and I let go of your ass and
moved my hands up to your shoulders, pulled you down into a
kiss...and, good God, you took charge of it, thrusting your
tongue into my mouth with the exact same rhythm that you were
thrusting your hips against mine. 

It was too much. My head started spinning, my mind racing over
the whole crazy idea of it. I was lying here on the couch in the
afternoon with your tongue in my mouth and I was about to come
in my pants and nothing had ever felt better, oh, shit,
nothing....

Oh fuck yes. 

I took the dive into orgasm like I was jumping into a tidal
wave, as if it were crashing over my body, leaving me helpless
and exhausted in the aftermath. Dimly I felt you gasp out hard,
felt the warm spurt of your come against mine through our
clothes. 

"God, yeah," we breathed together after a few minutes. Our lips
met in our traditional post-sex kiss. "Love you, Blair," I
whispered into your mouth. 

"Love you, Jim," you answered. 

The wonder of it all lasted a few seconds longer. Then we both
began to feel...rather sticky. 

"Join me in the shower?" you said, pulling yourself off the
couch. 

"'Course, baby," I answered. You grinned down at me and grabbed
my hand to pull me up. 

And all was right with the world. 

END
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****

"For the life of me,
I cannot remember
What made us think we were wise
And we'd never compromise.
For the life of me,
I cannot believe 
We'd ever die for these sins
We were merely freshmen."
-- Third Eye Blind

****

What have I done? Who is this that lies dead before me, peace
written over a pallid face? I thought I knew him once, know I've
seen him before. 

Of the Elves. That much I can discern. And that alone is enough
to make me distressed beyond anything I could have imagined. 

This red haze that clouds my eyes makes it hard to see his face,
but the lineaments of his body are familiar to me. 

Who among the Elves would love me enough to follow me out from
the Orc-camp, who would cut my bonds while I slept? Who have I
killed in my sudden waking madness? 

I close my eyes and shriek my anguish to the cold heavens. 

*Beleg, Beleg, Beleg, it is you, oh, do not tell me it is you.*

Dimly I feel hands pull me away, dimly catch a whispered
"silence in your grief, or his will not be the last death
tonight!" 

I jerk against the hands that hold, drop to my knees by the
house that once held my lover, and kiss those lips, hard, as
though I could transfer my own worthless life in exchange for
his. 

Oh, Beleg. The stroke was Morgoth-thought that killed you, it
was none of my doing. I loved you. I loved you with a wildness
beyond anything I could have ever dreamed! Why else did I try to
send you from me, time after time, but to keep you from becoming
entangled in my dark fate? And yet here you are, like the worst
of my night-visions come true, dead in my arms. 

I slip into darkness, glad to die beside you from grief alone,
the pain soaring up in my heart, overtaking reason. 

I snatch at your sword, but find it slipping from my hand, wet
with your life-blood. Your blood is on my fingers now, dripping
across my hands. I watch it flow down my wrist in a kind of
horrified fascination. 

I cannot *join* you in death, or I would. My life is forfeit for
killing you. Thingol will now not only have my head, he will
draw the torturous noose slow around my neck. 

A thousand times again, the Forest is no home to me. 

My mind sinks cold into darkness again as hands stand me up and
I am led from your body, pain closing over my eyes. 

Beleg, believe me, I whisper to the wind. I did not mean it. I
loved you. 

And there is no answer.

END
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"I'm already there 
Take a look around 
I'm the sunshine in your hair 
I'm the shadow on the ground 
I'm the whisper in the wind 
And I'll be there 'til the end 
Can you feel the love that we share? 
I'm already there." 

**** 

We were sparks flying in the wind, so conscious of our own
mortality, yet so confident that we could save our world and
ourselves. Never thought it might be at the cost of you. 

I sparked off of you, driven to my best when you goaded me, your
carefully picked insults slamming down on my every button,
spurring me to the heights I never would have known without you.


Who sparks against me now? Now that you're a billion atoms
smashing into Venus, making tiny impact craters on the surface
of the Moon, or whizzing around the sun in your own orbit,
starseed on the make. 

We were sparks. Some fly high and shine bright and then just
flash out. Some are dim, but burn steady. Some blaze and set
worlds afire -- start forest fires raging through a million
miles of wilderness. 

I've yet to really discover the kind of spark I am. And I don't
think I ever quite figured out what you were. But this I do
know:
we drew light from each other, made each other excel. 

I still get shivery when I think of that last minute, when I'd
convinced myself that I was going to die and it was okay, when I
dragged up the vestiges of the three Sunday school classes I'd
attended and tried to remember what the teachers had said.
There was a clause for heroes, there had to be. 

And just then when my only thought was to press the button and
die bravely, you snatched that chance from me. My first
thought was anger -- I was ready, I almost wanted to die! And
then it was love, sweeping over me in great waves. You were
my savior. You were, almost, at that moment, my god. And I loved
you more than I'd ever loved anyone before, with a great
rush of devotion. 

In that moment, I made my resolution. You gave me my life: I
wouldn't waste it. I'd love Grace, have children with her, live
in a way that you would be proud of. 

But in my heart there would always be an alternative destiny
lurking, a sweetness when I thought of you, a sudden shiver
stabbing through me, an awareness of your presence at certain
times. 

At our wedding. When I saw you, walking down the aisle beside
Grace. Who had chosen to walk unescorted. 

Who giveth this woman to be married to this man indeed. 

When Harry Junior was born. We brought him home from the
hospital, and I could have sworn I felt your presence. I looked
over at Grace. She had tears in her eyes, and I knew it wasn't
just me who felt you there. 

And this evening. As I walk down the tree-lined street toward
home, dog trotting happily beside me, Harry getting ready for
his
college graduation later tonight, Grace no doubt finishing her
makeup, I think of you. 

I love you, Harry. You gave me a life -- this life. And I hope
to God you can hear this. 

Clause for heroes, right? 

Hope you cashed in on it. 

Hope you're still grumbling about the way I do stuff, up there
in heaven. Hope you're making sure the angels have their wings
on straight and God's throne isn't dusty, yelling about it with
your typical hard-ass fervor. 

I hope you're still you. And when we meet, I hope I have the
courage to do the one thing you could never make me mad
enough to do: grab you and kiss you and tell you I love you. 

For now, I can feel you as a whisper in the wind, and that's
just all right with me. 

END 
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The dust is heavy in my hands. I brush it off, the white sand
clinging to my fingers. I have done this in every fight, since I
was a child scuffling with children. Then it was play; now it is
death, for me or him. 

I will say it even to myself, for it must be obvious to the rest
of the Roman world. I am dying. It has been a long slow death,
and almost I welcome the approaching shadows, desire deeply to
open that door. 

But not yet. There is something I must do. Commodus cannot be
allowed to live. 

"I am father to a murdered son, husband to a murdered wife, and
I will have my vengeance in this life or the next." 

It is vengeance that drives me. I make no secret of it. Yet it
is also love. I would not see Lucilla, who I was once deeply in
love with, wither and die under the shadow of this despot
boy-tyrant. Nor would I see Lucius grow up to be the same kind
of man that his uncle is. 

I move forward slowly, as though I were swimming through the
air. I sometimes cannot see what is before my eyes. My body does
not obey me. 

Almost I fear that I will fail in this last greatest task. But
it is that fear which spurs me onward, that drives me to focus
in on the face of the man (no trace of Emperor remains about him
except in his rich garments), the man who slaughtered my family,
killed my servant, and would condemn the lady I loved once to a
life of hideous depravity.

No! I will fight to keep safe that land I love. Rome is larger
than one man's vicious plans. I will fight, to keep safe the
dreams of unborn children, that they may have a pleasant home to
grow up in. 

"Three weeks from now I will be harvesting my crops..." I had
said back before all of this began, when life still looked
sweet. 

"Imagine where you will be!" I never imagined I would be be
here, but I am glad that it is me that must fight for my
country, not another. 

"And it will be so. For what we do in life echoes in eternity."
It must. The ages will not forget me. That is my comfort.  

"Hold the line," I whisper to myself, as if in a dream. I see my
horse flying over the forest of Germania in that last rush,
through fire and sword and direst danger. 

As though I am living my dream, the small knife treacherously
hidden in the folds of Commodus' garments slides from his hand
into mine, and I hold him in my grasp, firm, as the life ebbs
from his body. 

I feel nothing except a sense that it is finished, over with,
done, and the world is safe. I am fading fast. I shove his
corpse to the ground, and reach out my hand to the long awaited
door.

"If you find yourself alone, walking in green fields with the
sun on your face, do not be afraid, for you are in Elysium, and
you are already dead!"

I have accomplished what I came to do in this life, and now I
may forever enjoy the next. 

I smile, faintly, and step through the door. 

END
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****

I take a deep breath and reach out my hand to you, stopping just
short of your shoulder. My fingers are trembling, but I will not
draw them back. 

"I love you," I whisper, urgency in my words. "I've always loved
you, since before I knew what love really was."

You look up at me from your seat at the desk, eyes meeting mine,
and I can tell you are puzzled. "Padawan..." you say, softly,
that tone which means go on, I'm listening. 

I shake my head. "Mas -- Qui-Gon," I say. "This isn't something
that's going to go away."

"No," you say. "But perhaps it can be channeled into something
else."

Your eyes are soft and blue, but I feel as though I've been
slapped across the face. I stare numbly at you as you turn
around and begin to explain. 

"Love between a padawan and a master is simply not appropriate,"
you say. "It almost never works out. The potential for abuse is
simply overwhelming, the more so because the padawan feels the
need to keep the relationship hidden. The Council does not
approve of such relationships."

"But Mast --" I begin. 

"It's not that a few haven't worked," you say. "It's that the
relationship is against the Code, and very rare among the Jedi."


"But you follow the Living Force," I say. "You feel free to
ignore the Code where you think it is wrong."

"Padawan, it's not that the feelings are wrong," you continue.
"Every padawan wants to experiment with his or her master
sometime in the apprenticeship. What you are feeling is natural,
but I can assure you that it will also, naturally, fade."

You turn back to the desk. "Obi-Wan, I suggest you try
channeling what you feel into the Force. Purge it during your
meditations, give it over to the Force's capable hands, and
you'll see, it will all settle right into place." 

There's a look of shock and horror on my face, I know, and I
slowly back out of the common room into my bedroom, devastated. 

I love you! It's not the crush of someone who doesn't know what
he is doing -- I've been with plenty of people, had sex with
several, and nothing satisfies like just being with you. I'd
rather live the rest of my life in quiet celibacy, if you loved
me like I love you, than "channel my feelings" into yet another
person who only wants my body. 

I don't know what to do! You've just kindly, firmly,
until-my-knighthood-permanently, slammed the lid down on any
chance I might have had with you. It would have been better if
you'd simply said "sorry, Padawan of mine, I love you dearly,
but not like that," instead of this mumbo-jumbo about a
Padawan's usual crush on his or her master. 

That, I could have laughed away. That, I could have still had
hope maybe one day you'd see me in a different light. This...I'm
lost for words.

I sit down on my bed and cover my face with my hands. Love
doesn't change, I whisper to myself. Love stays strong through
the most crushing of defeats. 

And already I can feel love slipping through my fingers like
soft sand. Was it really love, then, or just a crush? Or would
even real true love be destroyed in a conversation like that? 

What is love if it isn't returned? Is it worth holding on to, or
should I just let it go, and sigh for what might have been? 

I've never loved anyone else. Not really, not with heart and
soul, body and mind all joining together in a joyful chorus like
they do when you walk into the room.  You strike something in me
that I never knew I had, it's not just your looks I love. And we
work so well together, on the battlefield and off -- is it too
much to think we might work well in a more deeply committed
relationship? 

Or are you using that speech because you really don't love me
and it's a good excuse? I'm not sure, I see the way you look at
me sometimes, and I wonder. If you're not in love with me, will
you please stop being such a tease? 

Or is it that you're afraid of the Council? If that's your
excuse, find another, because it isn't worth two dactares to me.
You stand up to the Council on far smaller matters.

You know, you make me think you really do love me, and are
simply afraid that you'll end up abusing me -- as if I would
allow such a thing to happen -- and that I can't take care of
myself, or won't "become my own person" or some such nonsense. 

I love you. I know I love you and I at least am not afraid of
the fact. I know the Council disapproves, and I, in this, don't
care. And, if that's what it takes to bring you around, I am
perfectly willing to wait until I'm knighted. 

But then, O master of mine, I suggest you beware, because these
feelings that I have aren't going anywhere, and they're not
going to be "channeled" out of me. I'll be the one with the oil
in one hand and braid in the other, on the day of my Knighting
ceremony -- just you wait and see.

END
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Strange how time leads us down roads we never thought we could
take. I've been down a thousand of them, made choices that,
though I didn't know it, affected the course of history beyond
any thought of mine. 

And when you kissed me, I knew that was a turning point. We
could either go on to become lovers, or go our separate ways,
but we could not stay the way we were. 

Part of me regretted it, I had enjoyed our friendship, our
prolonged flirtation, our dance around each other, so careful
not to upset the balance of beer-stealing and teasing. 

After the wedding you made me interfere in that nearly cost me
my head, you offered me yourself. As a sort of substitute prize,
I suppose, since I'd given you back the barge. Whatever reason
you dreamed up, it worked. 

In any case, finding oneself sitting on the couch next to a
dangerously relieved Highlander can be a frightening experience.
I thought you were going to attack me. 

Instead you kissed me. 

Oh, I kissed back. A stone would kiss that mouth of yours back,
if you did that thing with your tongue that very nearly left one
five-thousand-year-old in a puddle on the couch. 

After we broke apart, you were making noises that sounded
suspiciously like maudlin sentiment, so I had to kiss you again
to stop it. And from there, one thing led to another, and
another, and yet another.

We were late for the wedding. Gina took one look at us, smiled
devilishly, and whispered to her husband.

Did you feel like we were shooed out of the reception at a bit
of an early hour? I did. 

But I didn't really give a damn. I kind of wanted to figure out
if you could try that thing with your tongue on a somewhat lower
region. 

Oh. Apparently you could. Apparently you could give lessons in
L'art d'amour. Apparently you weren't for hire to anyone bar a
certain man who says his name is Adam Pierson. 

I liked it like that. 

Liked it so much that I figured overexposure would ruin me.
That, and your little tricks with the Watchers. Let's put it
this way: for a guy who says he wants me around for a long time,
you sure don't act like it sometimes. 

But then again, neither do I.

Tibet, here I come. 

MacLeod, honey, you just stay right there. And when next you
walk into your home to find me lying on your bed, the first
thing I expect is that kiss of yours. We'll take it from there.

END
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****

my fingers want to wrap themselves
around your hair
around your heart
my body wants to drumbeat with the rhythm of yours
I want to feel you in the dark bruise of my soul
want to see if somehow your light
will pierce the dark and leave me
screaming in agony
losing myself to your touch.

my hands want to wrap themselves
around your cock
around your throat
my body wants to feel your breathing fade
I want to seize you in the night of my desire
want to see if somehow you'll hold onto the light
when I have tortured you and left you
screaming in agony
aching in sympathy with you.

my spirit wants to wrap itself
around your mind
around your soul
my spirit wants to watch you yield
I want to kiss you savagely
want to rape your mouth with my tongue
as you scream in agony
drawing blood from kiss-swollen lips.

my heart wants to wrap itself
around your light
around your Light
my heart wants to leech it out
I want to bleed you slow
want to watch you break
screaming in agony
as just before you die you say you love me.

END
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*****

Quick Primer:

Methos is a five-thousand year old Immortal from the show
Highlander. This story takes place several years before he
appears on the show. 

Sirius Black is Harry Potter's godfather. He plays a major
part in the third book (which you should all go read now if
you haven't!) He has the ability of being able to change
into a dog. 

Remus Lupin is a good friend (according to canon) of
Sirius'. He is also a werewolf. 

*****

The oddly dressed young man sliding into a seat at the bar
about five feet away from him seemed a little nervous,
Methos thought, setting down his beer. 

Must be from the Continent, or maybe America, he reflected.
Didn't seem to have clue about the money, didn't know what
to order, used strange words for everyday things, stared
around the small pub like he'd never been in one before,
wore a white shirt and what looked like pajama bottoms,
with open-toed sandals -- yeah, definitely American. 

Or crazy. 

On second thought, Methos shrugged, he was repeating
himself. 

Cute boy, though. Dark hair that was just above
shoulder-length long, and curly, a fine curve of eyebrow,
dimples when he smiled, a gorgeous mouth that looked like
it was made to be fucked -- yes, worth getting to know
indeed. 

Methos turned toward him. There was no one between them on
the seats. 

"Can I buy you a drink, kid?" he said. 

He got a bit of a glare before the boy turned on the charm.

"'m not a kid," he said. "But yes, you may." Surprisingly
enough, the boy had the accent of a typical English
schoolboy. Not American then. 

When the boy's beer arrived, Methos lifted his own up.

"What's your name?" he asked the kid.

"Sirius," he answered. "Sirius Black." They toasted each
other, laughing.

"Hi, Sirius, I'm -- Adam." Well, he wasn't yet, but soon
would be. Considering his previous identity was supposed to
be wasting away of cancer on a grand estate not far from
here, it would be dangerous if he was caught out picking up
cute eighteen-year-olds. So Adam it was.

"How old are you?" was his next question. 

Sirius slid over into the seat next to Methos and took a
gulp of beer before answering. "Eighteen," he smiled. "And
you?"

Methos choked on his beer. "Twenty-six," he said, when he
finished coughing. Hadn't expected that question. 

"Just graduated from school, huh?" he continued.

Sirius' eyes shifted, just a little, becoming wary. "Yes,"
he said. "I got my...." he trailed off, clearly at a loss. 

"So what are you going to do now?" Methos asked. He hated
to sound like an interrogator, but the kid was far too shy.


Sirius bit his lip anxiously. "Ummm...I'm not sure," he
finally said. 

"Sit around in pubs, look cute, and pick up older men,"
Methos said. "Sure looks like what you're doing." 

Sirius laughed for the first time. "That sounds like a
plan!" He glanced over at Methos, a veiled invitation in
his eyes. "Am I picking you up?" he asked.

Methos raised an eyebrow. "I hope so, because if you don't
pick me up," he laid a hand on Sirius' thigh, "I'll pick
*you* up and carry you right out of here!"

Sirius gulped. "That sounds...very interesting indeed."

"I have a place." Their heads were close together and they
were whispering, now. 

"I'm free 'til tomorrow." 

"What are we waiting for?" Methos tossed some money on the
bar. "Let's go." 

*****

Methos had walked to the pub. Sirius, apparently, hadn't. 

"Wanna ride with me?" he asked, patting the seat of a large
motorbike. 

"Sure," Methos answered, after a little thought. If he got
thrown off of this thing, he would only lose an evening's
entertainment, not an identity. 

"Don't worry," Sirius laughed. "I'm a great driver. Remus
is never scared when I take him out on this." 

Not entirely reassured, Methos climbed up behind Sirius. 

"Hold on tight," Sirius laughed, and pulled Methos' arms
around him. "Now, where?" 

"Not far," Methos said, and they started. 

The motor hummed underneath them, and Methos was completely
conscious of Sirius' slender weight in his arms, dark hair
blowing in strands across his face. It almost reminded him
of being on horseback, except that the being underneath him
was not alive and smelled of gasoline. Sirius' body was
warm against him, most desperately young, passionate, and
alive. 

This motorbike behaved oddly, at times, Methos noticed.
Without warning, they would be at the front of a line of
traffic, no clue how they got there. Or Methos would be
sure they were going to crash into something, but he could
swear it moved out of the way just before they smacked into
it. 

Arriving at Methos's rented flat, Sirius got off the bike,
then held out a hand to Methos to help him down. They kept
holding hands, even after Methos was on the ground. 

"Isn't your first time, is it?" Methos asked -- he didn't
really feel like breaking in a virgin tonight. 

"God, no," Sirius laughed. 

"Good," Methos said fiercely, and pulled Sirius to him.
Their mouths met in a first passionate kiss. 

****

Inside, Sirius seemed to relax quite a bit, though
seemingly mystified at things like the television and the
microwave. 

"We didn't have these at school," he explained. 

"I understand," Methos said. "They didn't have them when I
went to school either." 

Sirius moved away from the television and prowled over to
Methos. "I want you to fuck me," he growled, winding his
arms around the Immortal. "Fuck me 'til I can't see
straight. I want to forget all this, just want it to be you
pounding into me until I breathe only you, hear only you,
see only you." 

"I can do that," Methos said, and took the boy's mouth with
his own, not gently. His hands came up to cup Sirius' head,
and Sirius nipped at his tongue with teeth, lightly. 

Sirius' shirt was on the ground, and there might have been
some buttons missing, before the kiss ended.

"Bedroom now!" Methos commanded, and pulled Sirius with him
into the small room. The bed filled up most of it, but that
didn't matter now. Methos pushed Sirius down onto it, and
stripped away his pants, shoes with them. Sirius wore no
underwear, and his cock was already half-hard as he writhed
on the bed, staring up at Methos with a look of longing and
lust. 

"Oh, you *want* it," Methos growled, this time, and yanked
at his own clothes, throwing them onto the floor next to
Sirius'. 

"Yes!" they both groaned as their bodies met. "Oh yes." And
then they were kissing again, sliding against each other,
fierce, strong, and hard. 

Sirius' body was as wonderful as Methos had thought it
would be. Perfectly defined muscles for someone so young, a
chest covered with smooth dark hairs, white shoulders that
did not look weak, and a perfect cock, hard, not too long,
not too short, beautiful.

Methos spared a moment to worship that perfect body, laying
open-mouthed kisses down the chest and belly to shaft and
balls and, for half a second, what lay behind them. 

"Want you," Sirius groaned. "Now!" 

Methos pulled himself away, reaching into his bedside
drawer for oil. Sirius let his thighs fall open wantonly as
Methos slid back onto the bed beside him. 

"Which way?" he asked.

"Like this," Sirius said, turning over, presenting white
buttocks to Methos' gaze.

"Nice ass," Methos commented, and licked a trail down
Sirius' back. He wasn't a virgin from his reactions, but he
was tight, Methos thought. Two fingers, then....

"Enough," Sirius gasped. "Please." 

Methos could not resist. Swiftly coating his own cock with
oil, he tossed the small bottle aside, and pushed in
carefully. 

Sirius *growled* beneath him, like a bitch in heat. The
sound was incredibly arousing. Methos reached around to
take hold of Sirius' cock, sliding a hand up and down it in
time with his strokes. 

He was surrounded by heat and sweat and a tight, willing
body. So sweet, so hot! Methos leaned forward, biting
gently into Sirius' shoulder. 

That was all it took for Sirius. He came, hot liquid
spilling over Methos' hand, howling at the sky. The
convulsions around his cock were too much for Methos, and
he came too, gasping. The world went grey. 

When Methos came back to himself, he was lying next to
Sirius, who was still breathing hard. 

"Thank you," Sirius said, almost shyly. "You did make me
forget everything, for just a little while there."

Methos was too tired to talk. "Glad I could help," he said.


They slept. 

****

The next morning dawned early and slow. Methos found
himself lying on top of the covers, no one next to him. 

Sitting up, he caught the sound of noises coming from his
bathroom. Sirius, it seemed, liked to sing in the shower.
And more. 

"Ave soapum!" he heard him say. Methos shook his head. That
wasn't...couldn't be...Sirius Black was a wizard?

Methos had known and loved a few wizards in his time. To
find that this boy was one of them made him smile. So that
was why he was so ill at ease in an English pub. He'd just
gotten out of...what was it...Hogwarts, and was
unaccustomed to living among "normal" people. 

Where was his wand? Surely the kid hadn't had room on that
outfit to carry it with him? Maybe he hadn't brought it,
Methos reflected, looking through the odd pile of clothes
on the floor, and picking his own out. 

He was halfway dressed by the time Sirius came out of the
bathroom. 

"Sorry about the mess," Sirius shrugged, pulling his
clothing off the floor. 

"We got carried away last night, didn't we?" Methos said,
sitting down on the bed. "But it was fun."

"It was," Sirius answered, putting on his pants. 

"You're a wizard, aren't you?" Methos asked, calmly.

Sirius stopped in the middle of buttoning his shirt. "H-how
did you know that?" he asked. 

"Lucky guess," Methos answered, and walked over to Sirius,
taking over the job of buttoning the shirt. "Listen, I may
look young, but that doesn't mean I haven't experienced a
lot." 

"But wizards?" Sirius said.

"Yes, wizards," Methos answered, laying a hand on Sirius'
shoulder. "You go be good, now, and I hope whatever it is
your people are worried about gets its ass kicked soon." 

Sirius smiled. "I wish that too." 

****

After a hasty breakfast, Methos walked Sirius down to his
motorbike. 

Standing next to it was a young man with grayish-brown
hair, looking worried. When he saw Sirius, the look changed
from worried to relieved, then to god-almighty-pissed-off. 

"Where the hell have you been?" he hissed under his breath
at Sirius.  

Sirius shrugged. "With him, Remus." He pointed to Methos,
who took a step back.

Remus reached out and grabbed Sirius by the wrist. "How the
fuck could you do that to me?" he whispered. "I've been out
all night looking for you. I almost thought
He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named took you."

"I'm fine, Remus," Sirius said. "And it was you who kicked
me out last night."

"I didn't mean it, Sirius," Remus said. "I never mean it,
it's just this damned...."

He glanced at Methos. "We'll continue this conversation at
home," he said, and climbed onto the bike. 

Sirius gave a sheepish grin to Methos. "Bye, Adam. See you
around," he said, and started up the bike. 

Methos shrugged, waved, and watched them until they were
out of sight. Then he climbed the stairs back up to his
flat, and sighing, started work on building a new identity
in the Watchers. 

END
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****

This is nothing like sanity at all. This is only fire. I
have stopped listening to higher reason, I am no longer a
creature of thought -- only of driving thunder, rain,
storm, high winds, caught against him in the night, my body
seeking his with every breath.

I hold him to me. I hold him. My hands seek him out. My
eyes, darkened as they are, strain for a little light to
watch him by. Who is he, this mad young man that chatters
in my ear, speaking of things I do not know and cannot
understand? 

And the pain of my burnt-out eyes is still exploding
through my body, but I yearn. I need the touch of another;
I need to know that I am alive in the thunder and rain,
though I know not where I am. 

He calls himself Tom. He is crazy. And I don't care.
Blindly -- ah, how ironic that sounds -- I search for his
lips. I catch his with mine. I feel him stiffen and pull
away, startled. 

"No..." he whispers. And his voice sounds completely sane,
not a trace of madness in him. 

"Yes," I say, and breathe it into his mouth. We stumble
backward against the wall of the barn we are hiding in.
There is a bundle of hay beneath me, I can feel it. I pull
him downward. 

He is stiff in my arms, unyielding, but not actively
resisting. He says nothing, lies limp. He is warm. His body
is beautifully formed, and I do not need to see him to know
that. Ah, and that is all I care for right now, that he is
warmth in the night, even if dirty and mad. I kiss him
again. 

This time the reaction is much stronger. He pushes me away,
and moves off of me. I lie there on the hay, limp, bereft.
Cold. It is so cold. And I am so dark; there will never be
any light again. 

I do not deserve this! I have lived fair and just with all.
I even gave my bastard son a share of the inheritance. And
now...I am blind, cold, in pain, in the dark while the rain
pours down, and the man I look to for shelter is mad. 

I have been rejected once again by a cruel world. Silently
I turn and try to crawl into the hay to find a shelter of
some kind. 

And hands are there beside me, settling a blanket over my
shoulders as I shiver. Is it only a dream that I hear my
son's voice? My beloved son, is it really you, my Edgar? 

"Poor Tom's a-cold." The voice speaks by my ear and I jump.
I do not relinquish the blanket, however. Let him be cold,
if he would not be warmed by me. 

I hunch into myself, waiting for eternity or morning,
whichever comes first.

END
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I'm writing *Ars Poetica*, a column about poetry, directed
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http://www.fanfiction.net/index.fic?action=column-read&columnEntryID=398

Amy
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First, thanks to Boots, whose pictures gave me the thrill
of my life. It was a wonderful day when I opened up that
package to see my story (my story!) illustrated with her
beautiful drawings. They are included on my website,
intermingled with the story.

Thanks also to Hikaru, who beta'd everything in this
universe, and who kept wanting to know what happened next.
Quite simply, you made it happen, my friend. :)

And last, but never least, many, many thanks to those who
wrote to me about Only Light and encouraged me to keep
going, especially Jacynthe and Rushlight. I can only pray
the reality lives up to your expectations. :) 

Warnings follow.
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Warnings: This part of the story contains the death of a
fairly major character.

=====
"Only light can conquer darkness. Only life can conquer death. Only love can conquer hate." -- tag line for the Only Light series by Amy Fortuna 
Website: http://www.slashcity.org/~amyfortuna
Fic List: http://groups.yahoo.com/group/fortuna_fic
Journal: http://www.livejournal.com/users/sunshinegirl/

__________________________________________________
Do You Yahoo!?
Yahoo! Auctions - buy the things you want at great prices
http://auctions.yahoo.com/


From DummyAddressAndDate Thu Sep 16 11:42:17 2010
X-Yahoo-Msgnum: 126
Return-Path: <amyfortuna@yahoo.com>
X-Sender: amyfortuna@yahoo.com
X-Apparently-To: fortuna_fic@yahoogroups.com
Received: (EGP: mail-7_1_2); 4 May 2001 19:44:58 -0000
Received: (qmail 62937 invoked from network); 4 May 2001 19:44:29 -0000
Received: from unknown (10.1.10.27) by l9.egroups.com with QMQP; 4 May 2001 19:44:29 -0000
Received: from unknown (HELO web9507.mail.yahoo.com) (216.136.129.21) by mta2 with SMTP; 4 May 2001 19:44:29 -0000
Message-ID: <20010504194428.50274.qmail@web9507.mail.yahoo.com>
Received: from [129.219.6.77] by web9507.mail.yahoo.com; Fri, 04 May 2001 12:44:28 PDT
Date: Fri, 4 May 2001 12:44:28 -0700 (PDT)
Subject: FIC: Only Life 1/2 H/L, Q/O
To: fortuna_fic@yahoogroups.com
MIME-Version: 1.0
Content-Type: text/plain; charset=us-ascii
From: Amy Fortuna <amyfortuna@yahoo.com>

please read notes, warnings, in 0/2

****

Thirty years before this day, there had been two Jedi
lovers clutching at each other in a courtroom, waiting for
the sentence of death. Their only allies had been silent
Xanatos and young sleeping Anakin. Their enemies had been
many, headed by Senior Council member Mace Windu, and
backed by a conservative Council. 

But now, things had changed. Anakin, now grown, and no
longer unaware of the sacrifice of Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan, had
given into the hands of a young knight and a beautiful
padawan a single datachip, a hoard of information to change
a universe and turn the Jedi Order upside down. 

And so, in shared silence, Knight Han Solo and Padawan Luke
Naberrie read the anguished tale of Obi-Wan Kenobi and
Qui-Gon Jinn's desperate fight for love. After they
finished reading it, mindful of the cameras trained on the
rooms which picked up the every word and motion of the
Jedi, they remained silent, merely looking at each other,
seeing the knowledge of the truths they had read. At last,
Han Solo, sighing, opened up a blank document on the
datapad, and after typing a sentence, handed it over to
Luke. 

"Do you love me?" it said, and Luke raised his head, about
to speak, but Han shook his head. Luke caught the hint, and
typed his answer. 

"Yes!" Luke paused, and glanced up at Han, an eternity of
love hidden in his eyes. A slow smile passed between the
two, and Luke continued. "What are we going to do?" 

Han took the datapad, and, turning his body so that it
blocked the camera's view of the datapad, typed in a
paragraph. 

"Do you trust me enough to do what I tell you? Can you go
down to the Ruede Stamni tonight, dressed as an independent
streetwalker, and procure a room for us?" 

Luke read that, and nearly laughed aloud. The Reude Stamni
was a notorious street for prostitution, and thousands of
beings congregated there every night. Jedi, as the custom
was, could be excused two nights every week when they were
not on a mission, to "have a night out." This meant, by
common tradition, that they went to find a convenient
prostitute, women preferred, but males allowed, to relieve
sexual tension. Many were the whispered names of fellow
Jedi into the ears of whores, who generally did not care as
long as they received their Temple credits. Many were the
desperate pretenses of padawans trying not to love masters,
or masters desiring the bodies of their apprentices, or of
knights wanting each other. The difference between the
customs of the Jedi and the idea of Han Solo was that love
had been confessed between the two, padawan and knight, and
they sought the fulfillment of desire in each other, not in
the pretense of a whore. 

"Yes, I can," Luke typed. "Where shall I meet you, and at
what time?" 

The pair exchanged a secret smile, the coldness of their
brief typed conversation not at all hindering the feelings
of love flowing between them. 

They had met only days earlier, a mission's duty running
headlong over their exploding feelings, but there had been
a single chance to take � and they had seized it with both
hands. Separated from Luke's master, on the run from a
hostile populace, Luke and Han had kissed and confessed,
far away from the cameras of Coruscant, a night�s urgent
desire thrumming passion through their blood. 

Their love had been like wildfire, too sudden to pause for
thought, too strong to resist, too powerful to ignore, too
obvious to let slide. But that night, surrounded as they
were by an angry crowd seeking Jedi blood, they could not
do more than kiss and confess. 

And now, the tale of Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi,
lovers like them, had given them courage. 

�Meet me at the Recakdre,� Han typed, naming a popular bar.
�I love you.� 

Han stood up, assuming the pose of one who had been
absorbed in study with a friend for the last few hours.
�Care to spar?� he asked. 

Luke smiled. �Love to,� he answered, the words laced with a
faint hint of meaning. 

*****

Leia Organa picked up her comlink as it buzzed. 

"Yes? The ship's on its way?" she asked, fingers tapping
elegantly against the wood of her desk. 

The answer apparently was in the affirmative. She said a
few gracious words of thanks, placed the com back onto her
belt with the air of someone who has just received happy
news, and went back to her work. At that moment, a tall,
grey-haired man walked into the room. 

"Father, it's on its way," she said absently, head bent
over a datapad. Then she lifted her head with a grin.
"Before four days pass, I'll see Mother again!" 

Bail Organa smiled softly. "Just don't forget the documents
in your eagerness to see your mother," he said. 

"I won't," Leia smiled. "I'm not the daughter of a Senator
and a Queen for nothing." 

Bail sighed. "No, you aren't. I can trust you." With a
swift motion, he came over to her and laid a hand over
hers. "This is very important, Leia. The future of the
galaxy..." he broke off as she lifted her eyes to meet his.
Bail shook his head. "Just make sure they're safe, whatever
happens." 

Leia nodded. "I will." 

Bail tightened his fingers over hers. "Your Jedi escort
will protect you as best as he may, but all will be lost if
those files fall into the wrong hands. You may trust
Xanatos, but talk to no one else about this until you
arrive on Naboo and see your mother." 

She drew her hand away. "I'll be careful, Father, I promise
you that," she said with a small frown. 

*****

Anakin Skywalker, silently reading a docufile on the Jedi
Code, was tapped on the shoulder for the second time that
day. Abandoning "serenity and passion," he glanced up with
a sigh, and was pleasantly surprised, again. 

"Bruck!" he exclaimed, rising to his feet. "It's good to
see you!" 

"Yes, it's been too long," Bruck smiled. "That 'little
problem' on the Darsan borders took six months to
straighten out." 

"Well, glad to know you made it back," Anakin said. "I have
had experience with border wars, and they are not pleasant
things to get involved in." 

Bruck shook his head. "Not at all, but we live to serve,
and all that, you know? But I was going to ask you if you'd
seen our mutual master anywhere around." He smiled softly.
"I'd like to speak with him." 

Anakin hesitated. "I believe Master Xanatos is on a mission
at the moment -- I think he was picked to escort the
Alderaan princess to Naboo." 

"Protect Princess Leia?" Bruck said. "Easy job there. Sure,
she may be the daughter of two of the most powerful people
in the galaxy, but no one's after her." 

"No," Anakin
said. "But her father specially requested Jedi escort. You
know how those Senators are about their children." 

"Yeah," Bruck sighed. "I'm the one who had the paranoid
prince who'd never set foot off his planet before, and was
bratty and stuck-up to boot. Thought the Jedi was his
personal servant, he did." 

Anakin flashed a quick smile. "Let me guess, he learned
different?" 

Bruck snickered. "Oh, very quickly. I live to serve the
galaxy in general, not spoiled princes." 

Both the Jedi laughed like the children they were not.
Finally sobering, Anakin grinned at the first padawan of
his former master. "Care to continue this conversation in a
sparring gym?" 

"Certainly, though I'm a bit rusty," Bruck answered.
"Months on the back end of the rainforest without another
Jedi around'll do that." 

Anakin grinned and led the way out of the library. 

****

Night on the streets of Coruscant was a jungle of light and
color, a dizzy maze of flashing nightclub signs and loud
music. Nowhere was the scene more loud or flamboyant than
on the Reude Stamni, the street of the prostitutes. 

Luke slipped off the transport silently, and ducked into an
alleyway to look around. The street was crowded even more
than usual, the result of a holiday. Just down the street
was the Recakdre, lights and music blaring out a friendly
welcome. Down in the other direction was a quieter part of
the street. 

Luke hurried down the Reude toward the popular bar. Inside,
he swiftly exchanged credits for a room, and fairly flew up
the steps to it. 

Keying open the door, he entered the comparative silence,
and slid off his Jedi robe. Underneath he wore a nearly
skin-tight jacket, painted-on leather pants, and his Jedi
boots. That was all. His body certainly looked the part of
a prostitute, but his face? 

He frowned. Undoing his braid, he pulled the loosened hair
over his shoulder, draping it over a nipple in a manner
calculated to entice. The lightsaber would have to stay in
the room, he thought. There was no room to hide it on the
flesh-tight costume. 

Fingers pulling open the drawers on the nominal dresser in
the room, he swiftly opened the small compact of kohl and
lipstick he had brought with him, remnant of an old
mission, and spread the dark kohl lightly over his
eyebrows, heightening their appearance. Then he colored his
lips, swiftly, and stashed the lightsaber away in the very
back of the dresser. 

Luke was ready. Taking a deep breath, he headed out of the
little room, locking the door behind him. 

*****

"Good-bye, Father," Leia said, smiling. "I'll see you again
before too long, I hope." 

"Yes, I'll try to make it to Naboo in time for Asadal, but
don't count on it," Bail Organa said. As a young-looking
man with a lightsaber displayed prominently on his belt
approached, Bail turned, and smiled. "Leia, this is Jedi
Master Xanatos. He's done many a favor for our family over
the years, and you can trust him." 

Leia dipped her head, giving Xanatos a brief smile.
"Pleased to meet you," she said with the trained courtesy
of a princess. 

Xanatos smiled back, dark hair suddenly falling over his
face, making him look incredibly boyish. "The pleasure is
mine, Princess Leia," he said. 

Leia glanced at him with sudden interest. 

*****

Out on the street, Luke suddenly wished for his cloak.
Force, it was cold, and he felt...well, so exposed. Even
more than when he had had to dress up in scant clothing for
missions. This was different. He could only hope Han would
arrive quickly, that he hadn't been delayed, or, Force help
him, discovered. 

Thousands of beings covered the street, dressed in
everything from heavy furs to nothing at all. Luke shrank
back against the wall, Jedi impulses coming to the fore.
Crowds were potential danger spots but also made great
hiding places. 

Music, blaring, surged around him, and Luke held himself as
still as possible, hoping he wouldn't be grabbed and
carried off by a drunken man or woman. 

Suddenly a body brushed against him. "Well, if you aren't
beautiful," a voice said. 

Luke remembered that he was supposed to be acting like a
prostitute, and tried to grin seductively. "Thanks," he
purred. 

In the light now, he saw the face of the woman who had
complimented him. She was obviously a prostitute herself,
and seemed to like it, eyes alive with fun. "Ahh," she
sighed. "If only I were one of them." She flung out a hand
to the crowd. "I'd buy you and show you the time of your
life." 

Luke pushed away from the wall. "Are you coming on to me?"
he said, laughing. 

"Well, why not?" she grinned. "The real party's not arrived
yet. You should hear the noise at middle night." She cocked
her head at him. "You're new around here, aren't you? New
to the whole deal, I guess," she appraised. 

"Yeah," Luke said. "You might say that." 

She nodded impishly. "Thought so!" With a wave, she moved
off. "Ahh, I spot a prospect," she laughed. "See ya!" 

Luke laughed in answer, and then caught his breath as he
suddenly saw Han moving through the crowd, moving straight
toward him with a soft smile. 

*****

Leia smiled as she was introduced to the pilot of her ship,
Lando Calrissian, and his co-pilot, Chewbacca, a Wookie.
Surprising the Jedi next to her, she greeted the Wookie in
a few words of his own language. 

"You speak Wookie?" Xanatos asked. 

"A little," Leia answered. "Enough to say 'hello.' You know
diplomacy." She quirked her eyebrows at Xanatos,
unexpectedly. "Jedi." 

"Better get strapped in," Lando said. "We're about to go
into hyperspace." 

Leia slid into a seat calmly, and watched the stars become
streaks. 

*****

Luke took a deep breath and shoved away from the wall he
was leaning against. He was already half-hard in
anticipation. 

"Heyyyy," he heard himself say to Han, voice gone
completely seductive. "Doing anything special tonight, big
guy?" 

Han's eyes lit up. "Yeah," he said. "You." Then they were
grabbing at each other, and kissing deeply. Right there in
the street. Luke glanced around after they broke off the
kiss, afraid they were being watched, but only saw
thousands of beings in various states of dress and undress.


"I have a room." Luke licked his lips casually, and grinned
at the fire in Han's eyes. 

Somehow they got back to the room, and, falling through the
doorway, managed to fairly shut and lock it, before they
stopped the frantic kissing and broke away, staring at each
other in a measure of half-fear, half-anticipation. Han
smiled. "That was a little easier than I'd expected," he
said. Luke laughed with just a touch of nervousness. 

"You wanted half-price, darling?" he said in a mockery of
the typical prostitute tone. "No matter HOW well you use
that 'saber, babe, you're still paying..." 

Stalking forward, Han whispered into Luke's ear, "Then I'd
better make this worth my while, hadn't I?" 

They grinned at each other for a moment, and Han finally
broke the silence, taking Luke into his arms. "I love you,
you know," he said. 

"I do know," Luke answered, eyes twinkling up at Han. "And
I love you." 

For several moments, they were content to just be in each
other's arms, something they could never do outside of that
room. At last, Luke shifted to trace a finger over Han's
eyebrow. "You're so unbelievably beautiful," he said. 

Han blushed, very slightly. "I'm not going to say 'I know,"
he said. "I'll just say, 'so are you.'" 

They kissed again, a long slow lingering kiss this time, no
hurry about it, a simple exploration of the other's mouth.
Then they shifted and their groins brushed against each
other. With low groans, they pulled away. 

"These clothes are lovely on you, Luke," Han said,
breathing hard," but get out of them." 

"You too," Luke said, and turned to strip. But Han could
only watch for a moment, as Luke's golden skin was exposed
to the dim light, the jacket and pants coming off far more
quickly than they appeared to be able to. Finally Luke,
naked, sauntered across to Han. "Well, if you're not going
to undress," he pouted, "I'll have to undress you." 

Luke's hands swiftly disrobed Han of Jedi vesture, and
threw all the clothes in one big pile on the floor, boots
landing with a satisfying clunk against the wall. Han, now
sitting on the bed, pulled Luke up beside him. 

"Even more beautiful without those clothes than you are
with them," Han said, and Luke smiled, pushing Han backward
onto the bed. 

"Let me..." Luke murmured, and Han lay still as Luke kissed
his throat, skin burning where they touched. Han clutched
at Luke's buttocks, clinging hard enough to leave bruises,
as Luke found a particularly sensitive spot. 

"Have you ever done this before?" Han gasped out. "You're
so good at this..." 

"Never with you, and that's what counts," Luke whispered,
breaking off the sensual torture to stare into Han's eyes.
Then he, very deliberately, rolled on top of Han so their
erections came into contact. "Enough talk," he demanded.
"Let's make love." 

They fell into kisses again, bodies rubbing urgently
against each other, trying not to thrust against each
other, failing, gasping, moaning, pulling apart. At last
Luke pulled fully away, reaching over Han to the oil on the
bedside table. 

"What do you like?" he said softly. 

"You, in me," Han said. 

"Have you ever -- " Luke said. 

"Yes, not for a while though," Han answered. 

Carefully Luke reached below to enter Han with two
oil-coated fingers. Han gasped at the sensation and pushed
back. "Go on, you won't hurt me," he said in a tight voice.
Luke took a deep breath and inserted another finger,
hooking it slightly sideways..."Yes!" Han moaned.
"Please...Luke, please..." 

Covering his erection with oil, hands shaking, Luke dropped
the small bottle onto the floor, and very gently, entered
Han's body, sliding into slick heat and overwhelming
tightness. 

They both exhaled sharply at the feeling, and Luke reached
down between them to stroke Han's cock. For a long moment,
they simply stayed as they were, no thrusting at all, just
reveling in the feel of each other's body...and mind. Stars
exploded as they stared into each other's eyes and could
see, ever so briefly, into each other's hearts. Drowning in
the feelings of love and joy they got from each other, they
held onto the Moment as long as humanly possible. 

At last Luke, with a groan, began to thrust tentatively,
sliding a hand along Han's cock. Han reached down to cover
the hand with one of his own, and they gasped together. Han
closed his eyes, moaning Luke's name, and came, clenching
Luke's erection tightly. Luke could not help but follow,
whispering "Han" very low on a sigh. 

When they came back to awareness, Luke lay sprawled over
Han, bonelessly limp. 

"How much was that worth to you?" Luke whispered, teasing. 

"Eternity," Han answered. 

*****
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*****

Bruck and Anakin had spent a cheerful evening renewing
their friendship. They had swapped dozens of stories about
their padawan years under Xanatos, and Anakin had urged
Bruck to take a padawan himself. 

Bruck had never thought much about padawans. He was so good
in the field on his own, the Council had never prodded him
to take one on. He promised Anakin some thought on the
matter, but secretly laughed. 

To tell the truth, he didn't want a padawan. He wanted his
master, even though he knew it was as much as his life was
worth to keep it a secret. Trying to keep the conversation
neutral, he leaned forward, toward Anakin. 

To Anakin, that was the signal of "words the camera should
not pick up." Swiftly, he glanced up at the dark eye in the
corner of the room. 

"Whoops, looks like the battery on that thing is failing,"
he said with a grin. "And the sound is completely shot, I
do believe." 

"How did you do that?" Bruck asked, amazed, as the camera's
light began flickering and went out. 

"I don't know," Anakin said. "I just know how. I've always
hated the things, personally. I lived as a slave for the
first ten years of my life, and wasn't under so much
surveillance then as I am now. Besides, I'm just good with
machinery." 

"I guess you are," Bruck smiled. "What will happen to it?" 

"They'll get a droid in to fix it once they notice what's
wrong. Could be hours, could be days. Once I was without a
camera for several weeks. Whenever they check it, that's
when they fix it." 

Bruck was startled. "You mean they're not watching all the
cameras all the time?" 

"No, they're not!" Anakin laughed. "It's a set-up called a
panapticon, where they scare people into thinking they
could be watched at any time, but in actuality, they're
seeing very little of what goes on." 

He changed the subject quickly. "Now, what were you going
to say?" 

Bruck shrugged. "Since we're safe, I thought I'd ask you if
you knew anything about Obi-Wan Kenobi. I was knighted just
before you came to the Temple, and immediately sent off on
a mission. He and I were good friends, and had promised to
look each other up if we were ever in-temple at the same
time. But I never saw him after my Knighting, never heard
of his Knighting. It was as though he'd disappeared from
the galaxy entirely. Do you know anything about what
happened to him?" 

Anakin's face went white. "Oh, Bruck, I'm afraid I do," he
whispered.

"What is it? Did he die before he could be knighted? Why
then was he not published on the Roll of Jedi who died for
the galaxy?" 

Anakin shook his head. "I don't know how you're going to
take this," he said, "but Obi-Wan Kenobi, and his master
were executed by the Council for the crime of loving each
other." 

Bruck swallowed harshly, and hid his face in his hands.
"When?" he asked, the sound muffled. 

"Twenty-seven years ago, the same year I came to the
Temple," Anakin answered. 

Bruck was silent, his face hidden, for several moments. 

****

Luke and Han would have loved to lie in each other's arms
forever, would have loved to forget the universe in their
own bliss, but dawn would be approaching all too soon, and
they were risking death with every moment they stayed
together. 

At last, with a gentle kiss to Luke's mouth, Han moved
away, gathering his clothes together. It was Luke's turn to
watch his lover in the dimness of the room. 

"Lovely," he sighed, as Han bent over to pick up his boots
from the corner of the room. Han turned back and smiled at
him, lying decadent on the mussed sheets. 

"No more than you," he answered. "Now get dressed." 

"Yes, *master*," Luke laughed, and slid out of the bed,
pulling his own clothes off the floor. They dressed
hurriedly, eyes trying not to linger on each other. 

"Shall we meet again?" Luke asked, rebraiding his hair,
slipping back into the role of a prostitute for half a
moment. "Have you been satisfied, sir?" 

"Satisfied indeed," Han answered with a grin. "Are you free
two nights from now?" 

"Yes," Luke said, "as long as there's no mission." 

Han nodded. "Then I will meet you at the same hour, same
place." 

"All right," Luke said, and turning, caught Han's eyes as
he was about to open the door. "Be careful, my lover."


Han's smile went soft. "And you," he answered. "Love
you." 

Han slid out the door silently, and Luke picked up his
lightsaber from the dresser, waited for a moment, then
followed. 

The party on the street was in full swing still, and Luke
threaded himself through thousands of people on his way
back to the Temple. 

His master's chambers were silent, though a light was still
on in the common room. He walked in to see his Master
reading some datapad or other. 

"Where were you?" she asked disinterestedly, setting the
pad aside. 

"It was my night out," Luke shrugged, trying not to sound
defensive. 

"So it was," she said. "I asked where you were." 

"At the Recakdre," Luke said. She'd never cross-examined
him before about his nights out. 

"Interesting," she said. "I was there earlier to try to
find you. We may have a mission in a few days and I wanted
to let you know. I couldn't find you." 

"You must have missed me," Luke said, mouth going dry with
worry. 

"I don't think so," she said, and stood up, hand gesturing
toward the light switch. The door to her bedroom flew open
suddenly, and Mace Windu, flanked by two other Council
members, stalked out. 

Luke took a step back. "What is this about?" he croaked. 

Mace Windu stopped in front of him. "Luke Naberrie, you are
being arrested on charges of dressing up as a prostitute
and seducing Jedi Knight Han Solo." 

Luke went perfectly still. Had Han betrayed him...or had
the Council been spying...or what? "What do you mean?" he
gasped. 

Mace Windu pulled Luke's Jedi robe off of his shoulders.
"Do we need further proof?" he said, as Luke's costume was
revealed to his master and the Council members. 

Luke's master shook her head. "No," she whispered. 

****

Bruck's words surprised even Anakin Skywalker. 

"I should have done something," he whispered fiercely. 

Anakin shook his head. "Bruck?" 

Bruck raised his head. "Anakin, this is heartbreaking," he
said. 

Anakin made an aborted move toward Bruck, then glanced at
the broken camera. "I dare this," he said, and stepped over
to his friend, pulling him into his arms gently. Bruck did
not resist. 

For several moments, the friends held each other, in an
embrace that was perfectly innocent, but could never be
dared in a room where the cameras worked, for fear that it
would be misconstrued. 

Bruck's eyes were not wet with tears, but his voice was low
and husky. "You dare much, Anakin," he said. "But I am glad
of it. Someone should." 

"Shall we dare to defy them together, if we must?" Anakin
asked. "I have seen how my padawan glances at his friend
Luke. I fear for them." 

"I am with you, Anakin," Bruck answered. "But what of our
master? What does he think of Jedi lovers?" 

Anakin laughed softly. "This," he said, and lifted a
datachip off the table. "Read it, and learn of the courage
of your friend Obi-Wan." He pushed the chip into Bruck's
hands and disengaged from his embrace, smiling. "Shall I
meet you tomorrow?" 

"Yes, indeed." Bruck slid the chip into his pocket. "I
shall see you then. May the Force be with you." 

Anakin raised his hand in a gesture of blessing. "And with
you," he answered, as Bruck left the room. 

*****

Han Solo had walked straight into the trap. They were
waiting for him at the very entrance of the Temple. 

Mace Windu's voice was cold. "You are going to be held for
questioning. Luke Naberrie has been arrested on charges of
seducing you." 

Han placed a hand on his lightsaber. "That's a lie!" he
exclaimed. "I'm the one who seduced him." 

They tied his hands behind his back and led him to a
deserted room, Force-shielded, to wait for the trial. 

****

Luke and Han stood silent at the front of the judgment
chamber the next morning, listening to a list of their
offenses against the Jedi. Their hands were not bound, and
their fingers brushed lightly together as if by accident
every little while. They did not say a word either in
defense or condemnation of themselves, merely waited as
their trial proceeded. 

Anakin Skywalker's fingers were flying over a terminal just
outside the room, codes racing over the screen. He knew
Xanatos was on a ship somewhere near Coruscant now. If he
could get there, if they could somehow seize Luke and Han
and carry them off without being pursued -- if they could
manage six impossible things in thirty seconds...ahhh! 

Information flooded the screen. The codes had been cracked.


"Millennium Falcon," Anakin whispered and pulled out his
comlink. 

A rough bark greeted him. "I must speak with the Jedi
Xanatos," he said. He heard furry hands pass over the
receiver and then a different voice. 

"Who are you?" a man asked. 

Anakin took a breath. "I must speak with Xanatos," he
repeated. "I am Anakin Skywalker, Jedi Master. He will know
the name." 

"Very well," the voice replied and then called out away
from the comlink, "Chewie, go get the Jedi." 

A wait of a few moments and then Anakin's former master's
voice sang through the comlink. "Anakin?" 

Anakin took a relieved breath. "Han and Luke were
caught...last night..." he trailed off.

He could almost feel Xanatos' eyebrows quirk. "What do you
mean?" Xanatos said, then "oh," as the realization sunk in.
Then quietly, "We can't let them..."

"...suffer the fate of Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan," Anakin
finished. 

Xanatos' indrawn breath was harsh across the comlink.
"Exactly. I don't know how you found out about that,
though."

"Found the report you made in a pile of datadisks in the
library," Anakin said. 

"Ahhh, yes," Xanatos said. "What are we going to do about
this situation then, Padawan?" 

****

Their conversation finished, Xanatos broke the connection
with Anakin and turned to the Falcon's pilots, speaking
with command in his voice.

"There is a Jedi emergency," he said. "My presence is
required as soon as possible."

"To the Temple, then," Lando said, reaching for a console
button. 

"As quietly and quickly as possible, please," Xanatos
added. He turned to head out of the cockpit. "I'll explain
what's going on to the princess."

"Should be about an hour before we land," Lando called
after him. 

He had taken several steps down the hall when the ship
began to slow in preparation to come out of hyperspace. A
slender figure in white slipped out of a sleeping cabin,
shaking her head in puzzlement.

"What's going on?" Leia asked. "There was no stop
scheduled."

"We need to land on Coruscant," Xanatos said. "It's a Jedi
emergency. I would have talked to you beforehand, but I
really didn't have time to discuss it in committee."

Leia smiled wryly. "I'm not a committee," she said. "Just
hurry with whatever you have to do at the Temple, because
my father will get worried if we're not on Naboo in three
days."

"I'll try to, Princess," Xanatos sighed.

She watched his face grow sorrowful, and tilted her head,
trying to figure out what was happening.

****

They landed on Coruscant, hardly noticed by the droids that
scurried about, even though their stop was completely
unscheduled. 

Xanatos told the three on board the Falcon to stay put
until he returned, no matter what happened, and descended
from the ramp to the launching pad.

Just inside the Temple, he commed Anakin. Their
conversation was quick, consisting of "made it? good, come
to the judgment chamber," on Anakin's part. For a second
Xanatos stopped to consider how crazy this was; they had no
plan, and were only four, including Luke and Han, against
possibly a hundred Jedi. 

But there was no going back, and Xanatos would have gladly
died protecting his padawan, if that was what it came down
to. 

He slipped down the deserted hallways, sometimes running.

****

Bruck left the judgment chamber; the feel of the room was
dark and stuffy, and there was something frightening in the
way that Mace Windu looked at the two lovers that spoke of
forthcoming pain and death. 

He was surprised to see Anakin standing just outside the
door, comlink in his hand.

"Is everything all right?" he asked.

Anakin wore the look of a man preparing for his last
battle. "No," he said. "No, everything's not right. The
universe has been made wrong, and it should be fixed."

Bruck stepped closer, intrigued.

"Help me defend Han and Luke," Anakin continued. "What is
being done *today* is a crime, not what was done last
night. Did you read that story I gave you?"

"Most of it," Bruck said. "It was written by our master."

"Who is at this moment on his way to help me," Anakin said.
"You also can help. Please. Do not merely stand aside and
say, when it is all over, 'at least I spilled no blood.'"

Bruck took a deep breath, thought of his own concealed love
for his master, and nodded. "Were I ever in a situation
like them, I would want someone to fight for me," he said. 

****

The three Jedi, lightsabers held high, entered the chamber
of judgment bravely. They had decided on the boldest course
possible, for time was of the essence. 

Xanatos and Bruck went immediately to Han and Luke,
standing guard over them, while Anakin stared down the Jedi
Council, willing them with his eyes and the Force to not
make a move. There was complete silence in the room, for
while the Council did nothing, no one else would either. 

Han and Luke, after a whisper from Xanatos, began to move
toward the back of the room. Xanatos and Bruck tried as
much as possible to aid Anakin, while still covering
padawan and knight. 

It was not enough. Anakin was powerful, possibly the most
powerful Jedi who had ever lived, but even he could not
forever stare down the Council. 

Han, Luke, Xanatos, and Bruck were just outside of the room
when Anakin's strand of attention snapped. Immediately the
entire room was on its feet, racing toward the door to
recapture the fleeing 'criminals.'

Anakin began to back up, yielding slowly to the combined
effort of their hate. He was being overpowered by the
Council's will. He was going to die. And quick as light the
thought flashed through his mind that if Han and Luke got
away, he would gladly sacrifice his own life.

At that moment, Anakin's viewpoint shifted. The moving mass
of Jedi before him became more like flashes of color
sparkling in the sun. He reached out a hand to touch, and
*felt* everything go still. A reservoir of power crashed
into him, overwhelming him with its strength.

Moving like a sleepwalker, Anakin stepped forward, into the
path of the Jedi pursuing them.

His voice sounded as though it came from far away, and the
motion of his hand, in the traditional gesture of
Force-persuasion, coruscated in the sun like the flashing
of thousands of birds' wings. 

"We leave in peace," was all he said. He felt their minds
take the information in, process it, and spit out the
required answer. 

"You leave in peace," the multitude sighed together.

And the colors flashed again before his eyes, and Anakin
Skywalker fell back into his body, alone before a crowd of
people dressed in Jedi robes, staring blankly at him,  in
whom no trace of Force-sensitivity whatsoever could be
detected.

"What have I done?" he whispered to himself and immediately
was seized by the arm as Xanatos dragged him away to the
ship.

****

The ship was halfway out of the atmosphere before Anakin
came back to himself. The power that had coursed through
him had abandoned him, leaving him exhausted and limp. He
raised his head from the bench where he had collapsed, and
looked around at the worried Jedi.

�I�m all right,� he said, sitting up and putting his hand
to his head.

�What happened back there, Master?� Han asked. 

Anakin shook his head. �I don�t know. Only that it felt as
though...� he paused, looking up, �as though all the power
that all those people had was suddenly mine, to be used
against them if I chose.� 

�That is the strangest thing I have ever heard,� Luke said,
casually reaching out to pull Han against him. �What do we
do now and where do we go?� 

�Naboo is safe.� It was Leia who spoke from her vantage
point in the doorway. �My mother will welcome you, even
though you are fleeing from the Temple.�

Xanatos looked over at her. �Are you sure?� he said. �We
may be pursued, and in any case, you do not know our story,
or why we flee from the Temple.�

Leia stepped forward. �I trust you, as far as I know you,
Xanatos. And as for your story, why don�t you tell it to me
and see if I still support you?�

Xanatos nodded. �Yes, I believe we can do that. My fellow
Jedi, you all know, of course, the princess of Alderaan,
but she may not know you.�

As Xanatos made the introductions, Bruck sat down beside
Anakin. �Are you sure you�re all right?� he said, very low.


Anakin nodded. �I will be, I just need rest. I feel like
I�ve been, oh, I don�t know, playing around an electrograv
unit and gotten shocked.�

Bruck smiled. �You can feel the Force, right?�

�Yes. What does that have to do with anything?� Anakin
asked. 

�What happened to you is not entirely unknown,� Bruck said.
�It�s called a Force-flood, and though very rare, is not
unheard of. Basically, it�s an occasion where the Force
itself intervenes. All the Force-sensitivity is leeched out
of one group of people, and given to another person or
group of people.�

Anakin shook his head. �I�ve never heard of that.�

�That�s because the people who were flooded usually died
shortly afterward. Frankly, I don�t know why you seem to be
okay.�

�They always called me an exception to the rule,� Anakin
smiled. 

****

Leia vanished into her small cabin after a few minutes, Han
and Luke pulled Bruck aside to speak with him, and Anakin
looked up at Xanatos, wearily.

�Thank you,� he said. �I would not have had them die like
Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan.�

�Nor would I,� Xanatos answered. �Come, let�s get you some
sleep.� He extended his hand, and pulled Anakin up, then
putting an arm around his waist. They walked, together, to
the cabins.

****

On Coruscant, Mace Windu and the Jedi found themselves
helpless, the Jedi they were trying to kill gone, all
traces of Force sensitivity vanished from inside them. For
long moments, they stared at each other, frightened, each
of them thinking they were the only ones who could no
longer feel the Force. Finally Mace Windu dismissed them
all, saying he would go and begin the search to bring back
the rebels. 

He made his way out of the Temple to Chancellor Palpatine�s
office, high up in the Senate Towers. The Chancellor, after
hearing who it was, welcomed the Jedi Master.

�Jedi Windu,� Palpatine greeted him. �Do sit down.�

Mace remained standing. He was not a close ally of
Palpatine�s and would not have gone to him if he had not
needed help to find the missing rebels.

�It�s of no consequence, really,� Mace said. �The Order
only needs help with the tracking of some of our own who
have left against our wishes and are under our
displeasure.�

Palpatine tilted his head. �And why cannot the Order track
them on their own? Have they not the use of the Force,
which must surely be a great aid in finding missing Jedi?�

Mace did not want to, but the power of Palpatine was too
strong. He could see no way to worm out of the situation.

�The Jedi Order has...� he paused, struggling, �suffered
from problems with Force sensitivity.�

Palpatine stood up. �This I thought,� he said. �I detected
no trace of the Force in *you*.�

The last thing Mace Windu ever saw was blue lightning from
the tips of Palpatine�s fingers, speeding toward him and
exploding into his chest. And the last thing he ever heard
was the cruel laughter of the Sith.

As soon as Mace Windu lay dead on the floor, Palpatine
called in the Senate guard who stood outside the door.
�Take this...filth away,� he commanded.

The guard turned to do so, and Palpatine picked up his
comlink. �Bring Bail Organa to me,� he told his commander,
shortly.

The response was immediate. �Yes, my Lord.�

Palpatine sank into his chair to wait. Before long, the
Republic would be under his control.

END

Next: Love Will Lead, coming soon.
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It's so hard to reach you. So hard. I stretch out my hands
to you and you just slip like quicksilver through them,
becoming once again an enigma.

I want you. Not at the cost of my own certainty though. I
want you to expose yourself to me, to make yourself open to
my will. 

You've done with your body what I want you to do with your
soul, that is, lay it open to my decision and choice. Make
me free to kill or to kiss, whichever I should desire. Yet
you remain subtle, hidden behind that mocking personality,
that sweet scholar, that shy young man you've named Adam
Pierson. 

Reveal yourself. Lay yourself bare to me. I want to know it
all. Everything. All the good days and the bad. I want to
know whose Quickenings you carry. I want to know the names
of your lovers. I want to know what made you cry, long ago
in those vanished years. I want to know *you*, all your
worries and fears and problems. I want to know what names
you think of and who you dream about. 

**** 

Oh, but I did not want to know this. So this is you? I
would not believe it if I was not sure. Even now I am not
sure. I fear that you are being manipulated, held under
threat of death unless you cooperate with this monster
Koren. 

What hold does he have over you? Was he watching you
perform for me from the shadows? Did I do it right by
saying "We're through," so convincingly? Did he hear me?
Did you? 

Even now I do not know who to believe, her or you. And yet
I let you drag me across a series of continents, searching,
searching for the trace of your footsteps. 

France. We first met in this country. We first kissed in
this country. And I remember falling into the well of your
eyes here, when you pulled me by the hand out of that pool
where I left my darker self behind. It was then that I knew
our fates were entwined forever, that we would either love
or hate each other until the last days came. 

And I feel myself slipping from love to hate, with every
breath, and still I follow you. 

You slide through my fingers. "Trying to survive," you
said, that's why you ally yourself with Kronos. Why then do
you risk his wrath to tell me about his plans? 

Or was it all a hideous setup? Did *you* plan to take
Cassandra back, as a bargaining tool? Or worse? 

I roam the streets of Bordeaux, looking for an answer, a
solution, a place that you might be hiding. 

Your friends are nasty fellows, indeed. 

****

I followed Silas back to your hideout. Waited for a few
moments to compose myself. Entered. 

You don't have to do this, Methos. You don't have to become
one of them, again. Ah, Methos, please. 

And my silent cry for your soul echoes inside my head as I
lower my sword and attack Kronos. So this will be my
death-day, against you, lost to your choice, if not your
blade. 

I fight with the desperation of one who has no hope,
fiercely, furiously. Dimly I hear the clash of swords in
the distance. I also note that there is no Quickening fire,
as there would be if you or Silas had taken Cassandra's
head. Perhaps, I think. Maybe. 

Kronos and I fight, silent, across the rooms, through the
lab. Our swords clash angrily against each other. Dark
meets light, I think. Dark always dies. Always. In all the
old tales it is so. Let it be so again, I pray to whatever
God might be out there.

The clash of swords gets closer, and, dancing across a
small closed area, I look through slats to see....

Methos! It's you, caught like a child out of school, like a
cat in the headlights, sword in hand. And my heart goes
crazy with joy. 

You are on my side after all. I have not lost you. I can
love you! 

And as Kronos yells out a last fiery declaration, I feel a
wild exultation well up in my heart.

"You're history!" I laugh. Oh, yes. 

My blade through his throat is almost an anti-climax. I
turn to see you standing triumphant too. And as the
Quickening of Kronos descends upon my body, I breathe in
the joy of seeing the mask ripped away from your soul,
seeing you as you really are.  

Someone I can, after all, love.

END
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"Wine has always been a violent product, MacLeod," Methos
said, twisting the bottle of '59 in his hands idly.

Duncan looked up from his book, quizzically. 

"Broken by the feet of women or men or children throughout
time, preserved through wars and famines, saved for one
single special occasion...yes, Duncan, violent." He nodded,
as though he had just completed a lecture on the historical
significance of wine.

Duncan got to his feet. "Is it good enough?" 

Methos shrugged. "I guess," he said, cocking his head
slightly at Duncan. 

Duncan took the bottle from Methos' hands and laid it aside
on the table, then took Methos's hands in his own. 

"I don't know why you wanted to dance to Queen music," he
grumbled, just a bit. 

"Only music since the eighteenth century worth dancing to,"
Methos retorted, grabbing the remote control off the table
and pointing it at the stereo system.

The room was instantly filled with the very loud opening
notes of "Pain Is So Close To Pleasure." Methos frantically
slammed the volume button down. 

"Never would have pegged you as a guy who likes his music
*that* loud," Methos said. 

"Well, listening to Wagner can get..." Duncan paused as
Methos shot him a *glare*, then continued, teasing,
"exciting."

"Shut up and dance, chivalry boy," Methos said, dropping
the remote back onto the table and pulling Duncan into his
arms. "I'm not sure I want to hear about what you do with
yourself when I'm not here."

The dance didn't quite live up to the expectations of the
slow romantic measured waltz Duncan had been hoping for.
Methos, though graceful, was insistent that *he* was the
leader, not the follower. Duncan couldn't convince him
otherwise, never had been able to. So he just let Methos
lead. 

And it wasn't that Methos danced badly -- he just, well,
had too much fun with it. He danced every dance like he
probably did back in B.C., in it with his whole body, a
springboard of motion. 

Duncan had grown up in statelier times. But it was Methos
he was dancing with, so he tried his best to capture the
moves, or at least to keep up. 

When the song ended, Methos was almost laughing with joy,
face open, eyes alive. 

And that was what Duncan had been aiming for anyway, so he
didn't say anything, merely switched off the stereo and
reached for the wine bottle. Methos' fingers brushed
against his, and Duncan felt the sweetest of minute thrills
go through his body. This was his Methos, his. 

Duncan caught himself smiling like a lovesick fool at
Methos as he poured the wine into two glasses. Methos was
smiling back, almost delirious happiness reflecting in his
eyes. Sometimes Methos changed moods faster than a woman,
Duncan thought, from pensive to joyous in less than ten
minutes. 

He handed Methos a glass, pressing his hip against Methos'
as he lifted his own glass. 

"Happy anniversary, Methos," Duncan said, gazing into the
stars in Methos' eyes. 

Methos looked back, a faint hint of color in his cheeks.
"Yes," he said, then added, almost hastily, "and many
more." 

Duncan drank his wine smiling. 

The silence wasn't allowed to become oppressive; Duncan put
the glass down immediately and reached for Methos, tangling
a hand into the short brown hair, leaning in, and kissing
his lover like he was trying to steal the last of his wine.


Methos laid his glass down with shaking fingers and joined
the kiss wholeheartedly, hands snaking around Duncan's
waist to sneak into his back pockets. 

The first time Methos had done that, Duncan had wondered
why, and had finally figured it out. 

Because Duncan couldn't get away. It was a way of claiming
Duncan, effectively declaring "mine! and you'll move when I
want you to."

So it was Methos who was in charge from this moment on.
When they broke the kiss, he let go of Duncan's clothes,
instead taking his hand, and led him toward the bed in the
corner of the room. 

"Ten years, Mac," Methos sighed as they sat down together,
still dressed, on the bed. "Consider yourself lucky, there
haven't been many who got that long." 

Duncan grinned. "I do consider myself lucky," he whispered,
tracing a finger across Methos' lips, and leaning in for
another kiss, a quick one this time. "Very lucky. How many
people get" - another kiss - "a five thousand year old
Immortal" - Methos pushed Duncan backwards onto the bed -
"at their beck and call?" 

Methos leaned over him, eyes mockingly fierce. "None," he
whispered. Then glanced away as though searching the
ceiling in thought. "There was this infant Scot who once
put in a claim, though. I'll have to examine his
application and get back to him." 

Duncan pulled Methos down on top of him. "I'll show you
infant!" he exclaimed, laughing. 

"Ooooh, Mac, *that* doesn't feel very infantile," Methos
laughed, crawling up Duncan's body to get to his mouth. 

They were both snickering uncontrollably at their own awful
puns through the next few kisses. Duncan grabbed at Methos'
sweater to pull it off then, but Methos backed away. "Can't
catch me, can you?" he said, sneaking to the edge of the
bed. 

By the time Duncan caught Methos, in the loft kitchen, up
against the refrigerator, neither of them was wearing any
clothing and both were aching for fingers on skin. Duncan
kissed Methos, holding tight to him with one hand, and
reached for the ice dispenser with the other....

"Oh no you don't," Methos said, but couldn't get away,
trapped as he was by Duncan's body. Duncan, a small cup of
ice, and a captured Methos walked back to the bed together.


"You'll enjoy it," Duncan grinned ferally, throwing the top
cover off of the bed and setting down the cup of ice on the
small bedside table. "Trust me." And then delivered the
crowning blow, with a leer. "Fraidy-cat." 

A look of resignation came over Methos' face and he lay
down on the bed, cruciform. "I hate cold stuff," he whined.

"You're not too old to learn better," Duncan said sternly,
with a trace of an accent. He slid a small piece of ice
into his mouth, melting it just a bit on his tongue.

And licked Methos' neck. Long, slow, sensual licks that
seemed to eat him up. Short delicate licks that left him
craving more. Every inch of that very sensitive part of his
body was thoroughly laved by Duncan's cold, warm mouth. By
the time Duncan's piece of ice was completely gone, Methos
was whimpering and squirming against Duncan. 

"Mac, please," Methos sighed, hands sneaking up to pull
Duncan down for a kiss, tasting the last bits of ice in his
mouth. 

"So you like it?" Duncan asked. "Want me to continue?"

Methos' hands were suddenly turning him over. "I want you
to take your turn like a man," he said. "What's good for
the Methos is good for the Duncan, right?"

Duncan smiled. "Right," he said. 

Methos went to town. Ice dribbled down the curve of
Duncan's back to between the cheeks of his ass. Methos
licked it up. All of it. Everywhere. Duncan groaned. 

And for the final coup d'etat, Methos popped a piece of ice
in his mouth, turned Duncan onto his back, drew a wet line
down the middle of his chest and stomach all the way down
to....

"OH GOD METHOS!" Duncan was screaming, going crazy with the
dual sensations of Methos's warm lips and cold mouth on his
cock. 

Methos raised his head long enough to mutter "haven't heard
THAT particular form of address in a while," and went back
to work. 

Duncan was gasping against him, breathing hard, thighs
trembling. "So close," he whispered, straining into Methos'
mouth. 

"Then come, love," Methos whispered. 

Duncan did. His eyes fluttered shut and the world grayed
out for long moments, narrowed to the feel of Methos' mouth
around him and body against him.

****

He finally came back to himself when Methos moved up to
grab a kiss. "So it was good for you," Methos said,
smiling. 

"Always," Duncan said. And pounced. "Your turn now."

Methos lay back. "Oh, this is gonna be good," he said,
positioning himself with his head on the pillow and legs
spread. "Really good."

Duncan, sitting up, stared at Methos. "Can't I just take a
few pictures?" Methos shook his head. 

"Not in the contract, dear one. A blowjob, though..."
Methos gestured to himself, "wouldn't be sending the wrong
message now, would it?"

"What, that you're easy?" Duncan laughed. 

Methos rolled over onto his side and reached for Duncan.
"Incredibly easy. All it takes is an inexhaustible supply
of beer. Now get over here."

Duncan obeyed. Knelt between Methos' legs, kissed the flat
stomach lingeringly, traced a line of kisses down his side,
where Methos was so sensitive as to be almost ticklish,
kissed the scar just below the left nipple, a first-death
wound from so long ago that Methos could not even remember
it.

And finally, kissed his way to Methos' inner thighs and up
to his cock. Methos groaned when Duncan's mouth touched him
there, so hard already that he was leaking from the slit. 

"You know, MacLeod," Methos gasped out, "I love you, but
you can be awfully tentative at times. Suck it already!"

Duncan laughed, the vibration around his cock making Methos
moan. And did as Methos asked. 

The taste of Methos in his mouth was like tasting the ocean
breeze on a windy day, salt and the taste of earth combined
with the scent of air, wild and free. The taste of Methos
was like the taste of the tears of the hundreds who had
loved him, lived with him and died for him. The taste of
Methos was like a faint taste of ancient blood and sweat
and tears, mixed into a clay of divinity. 

Methos was arching and sighing against him. Duncan let a
hand wander up to catch one of his and rub it across
Methos' nipples, together. 

Duncan wasn't sucking anymore, just holding Methos' cock in
his mouth, staring up into the ancient eyes that loved him
and feeling their clasped hands move over Methos' body,
when Methos gave a soul-deep groan, closed his eyes, and
came, shuddering with ecstasy, into Duncan's mouth.

Duncan felt shivers go through him just from being near
Methos, tiny sparks of Quickening fire leaping between
them. Both men felt utterly drained. Duncan slid down onto
the bed next to Methos and wrapped his arms around him. 

Methos stirred after a moment, looking up into Duncan's
eyes. "All that we have, it wasn't easy, was it?" he said. 

"No, not easy at all," Duncan answered, remembering a
scarred face and a shared Quickening. 

"But it was simple," Methos said. "Very simple, if we could
have only seen." He took a deep breath, pulling Duncan
closer and closing his eyes as if to fall asleep. "Simple
as grapes to wine." 

And Duncan felt himself smiling, as they fell asleep
wrapped in each other.

END
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****

Aubade: A lover�s song to the dawn, regretting that the new
day means they two must part.

****

I wake before the light touches the top of his hair. And I
watch him sleep. The light moves gentle toward him, as
though it too were reluctant to disturb him. 

I recline, facing him, leaning on one elbow. His face is
toward me, though he lies on his stomach, and his eyelids
twitch rapidly. �What do you dream of, my Obi-Wan?� I
whisper faintly. 

He does not awaken, and I would have it so. I watch the
early dawn light creep over the pillows toward his perfect
body, like a Bafyon tiger on the prowl. His braid is thrown
back over his shoulder, draped across his back. This is the
last time I will ever see it so of a morning, the last time
he will be in my bed because custom decrees it. 

After the Trials, he will leave me. Go off into the
wildness of the new-Knight training that is his first solo
mission. For one year I will not see him, not hear of him,
not speak with him. For one year I will be alone and he
will be alone, without the comfort of our bodies and minds
entwined. 

Ah, dawn, could you delay a little longer? Let me watch my
Obi-Wan in the faint morning light just a little longer? 

The dawn is inexorable, marching steady over his back now,
lighting it up, every firm vertebra of his spine revealed
clearly to me. His face glows like an angel�s and his hair
is filled with tiny lights.

He is the most beautiful being I have ever seen in all my
long years as a Jedi, and he is no longer mine. The rising
sun tears him away from me. 

Suddenly the sight of him asleep is not enough. My hand
reaches out to touch and I stroke lightly across his back.
He stirs, awakes, and glances up at me quizzically. 

�Master?� he asks, the muzziness of sleep fading from his
eyes as he nuzzles into me. 

�I love you, Obi-Wan Kenobi,� I whisper. And I kiss him. 

He smiles up at me, confident. �And I love you,� he says.
�Nothing can change that. Nothing ever will.�

He pulls me down into his embrace, laughing. And a year
doesn�t seem so long, if he is waiting for me at the end. 

The light still marches across the room, conquering all
before it, but I smile.

END
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****

When eyes open wide to see the colors of a rainbow arching
over the desert, when the sun sets on a man standing lonely
in the wilderness, when ears catch the sound of laughter in
the fading twilight, I will be with you. 

Night fell on Tatooine, dropping a gentle curtain of cool
breeze over a hot planet. I took your hand in the dimness,
squeezed it tight, and drew you from the doorway into the
house. 

This was our secret: Bail Organa of Alderaan, Prince, had
slipped away from duty to meet Obi-Wan Kenobi, former Jedi
Knight, on the desert planet of Tatooine. I told my
entourage and my five-year-old daughter (Anakin's daughter,
though he does not know that) I was taking a short trip, a
vacation. On Naboo. It is close by, and quite the vacation
destination for weary heads of state. 

Instead I paused en route to meet you. Five years has
changed you so much and yet you are still the same. Hair
gone white, you said it happened in a single night, the
hours following Anakin's fall. 

My ship sits in a remote valley about a league from your
home. You told me, with a twinkle in your eyes, that
natives fear the dragon that lives in these parts. No one
will disturb the ship, you said. And I leave tomorrow
morning so that I will not be missed.

Jerking myself back to the present, I lift my eyes to your
face, finding that I am caressing your rough hand with my
thumb, as though I could impart the smoothness of my
diplomat's fingers to you. The calluses on your palm speak
of years of lightsaber training. The newer scars speak of
your struggle to live in this barren land. 

Your eyes also speak of a struggle, the struggle to
maintain the will to survive. You watch over the young
Luke, you remember what was once so great, and you agonize
over the fate of millions you think your actions have
destroyed. Be at peace, my Jedi. Tonight I will attempt to
wipe the sorrow from your eyes. 

I smile and move closer to you, drawing my forefinger over
your lips. Your eyebrows quirk upward, but you do not
smile, yet. 

So I take more drastic measures. I lean in, putting my arms
around you, and kiss you. I put all the love I have for you
into that kiss, all the longing for you that I feel when I
lie in my empty bed at night on Alderaan and wish I could
be with you, all the passion that has lain bottled up
inside me. 

And, after a moment, you respond. Sweep me into your lush
mouth, your beard tickling lightly against my skin. You
kiss with the skill of a trained courtesan, and once again
I wonder what your Jedi missions entailed. 

At last you draw back, holding me by the shoulders, and
look at me. And you smile the welcoming smile of a lover
who has many cares but who has finally found a place to
rest. 

I smile back. We're grinning at each other like two foolish
children set free from school, and loving it. 

"Dinner?" you say at last, releasing me. 

"You taste better," I tease, as you turn away into the tiny
kitchen. 

"You'll need your strength," you answer, and there is a
hint of laughter in your voice. 

I laugh under my breath and follow you.

****

The light of the twin suns has completely faded by the time
we are finished eating. You light a candle, much to my
surprise. I had never seen one before.

"We used them sometimes in the Temple as a focus for
meditation. Here they serve a more practical purpose," you
answered to my quizzical look. I nodded, and tried to look
wise. 

All too soon my wonder at the flickering light fades and I
grow used to it. I like it, even. It makes you look
beautiful and romantic, hidden in shadow. 

We're staring at each other with undisguised hunger, and
not for food, throughout the meal. It's been so long, by
the Seven Moons, far too long. 

When the simple dinner is finished, we carry our dishes out
to the kitchen, silently, just reveling in the sweet
sensations of being near each other. We waste no time after
that, but move immediately over to the bed and sit on the
edge.

You take my face in your hands and kiss me again. The feel
of your body against mine is perfect and we want it so, so
very much. I moan into the kiss and you laugh low against
my skin. 

In the dim light, as I fall back onto the bed, you look
completely unlike the somber man I'd met earlier that day,
and far more like the gorgeous lover you were in your
Padawan days, before sorrow took its toll on your life. 

That was over twenty years ago now, nearly twenty-five. And
you are still the one I dream about at night. Oh, I've had
other lovers. I even tried, half-heartedly, for Queen
Amidala of Naboo, though I knew Anak--Vader, wanted her.
That's always been a situation I regretted not becoming
further involved in. Perhaps if I had her, Anakin would not
have turned, and my love could have been spared pain. 

Oh, but there would have been pain anyway, no matter which
way the stars swung, and maybe the fate of Anakin was
beyond anyone's control. I shake my head to clear the
despondent thoughts and go back to kissing you. 

You're pulling off my clothes now, and I lie back and let
you. You smile at me with the kind of ancient openness that
I remember from our youth, almost a silent laugh. Your lips
are slightly parted as you tug my boots from my feet, then
pull off your own, hastily. 

At last neither of us is wearing anything, and we shift to
underneath the covers -- the Tatooine nights are as cold as
the days are warm. I cuddle up against you, meeting hard
bone underneath the softness of your skin. The hairs on
your chest catch with mine and we laugh again as we kiss,
skin to skin for the first time in more than five years.

Stars, I've missed this. Missed you, and I punctuate my
thoughts with kisses along your jawline and throat. 

I remember that we used to have some faint kind of Jedi
bond, so that I could sense your feelings and you mine,
when we were close. I cast my mind out, searching for you,
and catch you almost immediately, like a bright light next
to me. 

"You want this?" you whisper in my ear.

"Oh yes," I answer. 

Our minds meet and for an instant I see myself with your
eyes, dark hair spread over the pillow. I turn into you,
nuzzling at your skin as the connection grows. 

Such perfection can only last for a few moments, I know,
and we move together, purposeful. We both jolt when our
cocks meet, and wrap our arms around each other, rocking
together. 

I see into your mind, the way you've suffered and sorrowed
these last years, the way you've missed me. And it's that,
knowing that you missed me and you love me, which finally
sends me over the edge. 

You fall with me, gasping against my skin, our semen
mingling between our bodies. The connection breaks, and I
feel the loss desperately for a moment. 

Our eyes meet, then. You lean forward and kiss me, gently.

"Let's sleep," you say, reaching back and pulling a damp
towel off the bedside stand, running it over our bodies.
"You've a long journey in the morning."

I snatch the towel when you're done with it, and throw it
lightly against the headboard of the bed, then take you in
my arms. 

"Love you," I say.

Somehow just getting to say those two words after all these
years makes up for a lot of not seeing you. It will all
come right in the end, I think. But even in the darkness of
our years apart, even when I can't see you, I will be with
you.

My mind catches a glimpse of a future where I die in a
flash of brilliant light. Know this, my Obi-Wan, my love.
When day explodes, I will wait to greet you.

END
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****

>From now until I pass through Mandos' halls, the scent of
narva oil will always bring to my mind the sweetest of
women, hair long and dark, reaching to her feet. 

Luthien was very young when first I came to the halls of
Thingol. As Elvish years go, she was still almost too young
for love. I was the elder and more experienced, by far, and
had seen trouble and tears aplenty in my own life. 

When my brother brought me to the kingdom of Thingol and
Melian, we were unsure of our welcome. Though we had fought
bravely on the side of our mother's family to prevent the
rape of the ships, all had been in vain. The Teleri lost,
we lost, and Feanor took the white ships oversea and set
them burning.

Thingol was related to the Teleri, and he might have seen
Noldo in us and turned us away. Thank the Valar he did not,
for then I would have missed the sight of the fairest of
Elves and Men, fair Luthien. 

Her beauty was indeed beyond compare. Her eyes shone in the
darkness like the stars of heaven. Her hair was long and
dark, streaming away from her head like the strands of
night. And the first moment I saw her I loved her. 

I loved Luthien with all the passion I never have felt for
Celeborn. I loved her as if in a dream, as if she were a
star that I could not touch. 

As young maidens will, we soon became close friends. She,
laughing, told me that no Elf held her heart, that she was
indeed free from the dangers of love. She did not think
that I wanted her heart at all. 

She would have never known. I would have let her go, let
her live and die, had it not been for a silver night
underneath the full moon. 

We had wandered far into the woods, leaving all behind us.
Even the flute-playing Daeron could not keep up, for we
slipped from his sight like mist. 

Arda was beautiful that night. The quiet rushing of a small
brook called us to halt and stare silent at it in the
moonlight, glowing silver. Luthien caught my hand, like a
child. We walked on together, fingers holding tight to each
other, neither of us desiring to let go. 

The night was warm and the sky was filled with brilliant
stars. We watched them and we watched each other, through
that long beautiful night. When the breeze caught my golden
hair, I could feel her hand in it, and when the flowers
sprang up underneath her feet, I was sure it was my love
for her that made them do it. 

As the moon began to sink toward the West, we came to a
small opening in the forest, far from Thingol's halls.
Since we could not possibly return before morning, we sat
together in the glade and talked of sky and stars and
earthly love. 

And it was then that I told her. Simply, without many
words. Simply. "My heart goes out to yours," I whispered. 

Her white hand lifted to touch mine. "As mine does to
yours," she answered. "Golden Artanis, you have so much
that I desire."

"What is that?" I whispered, resting my head against the
grassy knoll behind us.

She lay down beside me, her eyes outshining the stars. "You
have done so much and I so little. You have lived in
Valinor, while my father keeps me here in these woods. You
have fought with sword and braved the cold of the North,
and I -- who am I? The Dancer of Doriath."

Her lips hovered over mine. "I want to be who you are."

I looked up at her, shaking my head. "Do you not think I
would gladly trade all that I am to be you?" I said.
"Carefree, beloved of all, perfect, innocent..."

There was a mischievous light in her eyes. "If you desire
my innocence," she said, laughing, "you shall have it."

And Luthien, dark-haired, laughing Luthien, kissed me. Arda
fell away from beneath me, and I was floating in her lips,
drowning in the scent of narva oil that she wore. Her hands
tangled in my hair and her body pressed tight to mine. 

The worlds could have no sweeter gift than the beauty of
Luthien that night. Alas that time brought pain, sorrow and
death to her. Yet I rejoice that her name rings in the
annals of time, as she most desired, and the fruit of her
body lives on.

I look at my young daughter's daughter, the child of
Celebrian and Elrond, the perfectly-formed Arwen Evenstar.
I see the lineaments of Luthien in the curve of her brow
and the way her hair waves away from her face. 

And I smile as I think that in Arwen, Luthien and I have
finally become one. Time and tears have torn the most
beloved one away from us, but here at last is the visible
proof of the ancient love of Luthien and Artanis. 

END
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****

I cannot sleep. My mind keeps racing in circles, replaying
the memory of all those faces, helpless before me in the
judgement chamber. I do not know why such a gift (if it was
a gift indeed) was given to me, to stop them all in their
tracks, powerless. 

The thought of such power frightens me. By the Force I
wield, I vow never to use it for harm, should I ever feel
it again. I vow only to protect Han and Luke, and those I
love, from harm and death.

The power of the Force has left its scars on my soul and I
still burn, like a dying nova. Though I am exhausted in
body, my soul still yearns to touch that sweet agony again,
to feel the bliss of complete control over my own
surroundings in a way no living Jedi ever has. 

Strange that control should come to me in such a feeling of
helplessness, that I should feel as though I were being
used, but used to my delight, in the service of the Force. 

I never understood the concept of the will of the Force,
but I know what it means now. I only do not understand why
I was chosen to be the vessel of the power of the Force. 

I do not understand, and yet I burn, I ache, like a sun
inside, to touch that power once again. 

****

Anakin stared at the screen in front of him, rereading the
words he had just written. The light from the screen was
the only bright light in the main room of the Falcon. All
was dimness around him, for it was ship's night and
everyone else had just gone to bed, yet he could not sleep.


He closed the document file, saving it, and laid the
datapad aside. Standing up, he picked up his cloak from
underneath him, and made his way to the cockpit of the
ship. 

The Wookie was piloting. They greeted each other with a
simple growl of hello, and Anakin sat down in the
co-pilot's chair, feeling like he was meant to be there. 

So it was that Anakin was there to receive the call. The
small transmitter next to the pilot beeped, and at a nod
from Chewbacca, Anakin activated the hologram. 

It was Queen Amidala of Naboo, in a simple dress, without
makeup, a look of despair on her face. Her reaction was
decidedly singular when she saw Anakin. She shook her head,
quizzically, backed up a step, and then spoke, her voice
sounding puzzled. 

"Anakin Skywalker?" It was a heartfelt question, asked in
half-trembling tones. 

"Yes, my lady," Anakin said. "What may I do to serve you?"

Amidala then seemed to pull herself together. "I must speak
with my daughter," she said. "Will it please you to fetch
her?"

"Gladly," Anakin said. "Just a moment, she's asleep."

Amidala nodded, and Anakin hurriedly left the cabin. 

Leia was not actually asleep, but had just finished taking
down her hair. She quickly bound it up in a net, as Anakin
explained who it was, and then fairly flew down the
corridor to her mother. 

Anakin followed, standing just behind Leia. 

"Mother," Leia said. "What is it?"

Amidala looked even more distressed than she had a moment
ago, Anakin thought. 

"I have had terrible news," Amidala said, as calmly as
possible. Leia bowed her head, and Amidala continued. "Your
father -- Bail Organa -- has died." 

Leia and Anakin both gasped. "How?" they said together. 

"They say it was an accident in the skies of Coruscant,
earlier this evening. He had gone there at the Chancellor's
request, as Palpatine desired to meet with him." Amidala
took a deep breath. "I do not think it was an accident,
though."

Leia, trembling, shook her head. "Who would want to kill my
father?" she asked, suddenly business-like, as Senator and
princess.

"I have good reason to believe that Bail knew something
that was dangerous. He hinted to me of what it might be,
but I am not sure. He told me he would talk further with me
during our forthcoming holiday." Amidala looked old and
tired then, quietly, but Leia leaned forward.

"Father gave me some papers to bring to you," she said.
"Could they possibly have anything to do with this matter?"

"Quite possibly," Amidala answered. "Have you looked into
them?"

Leia shook her head. "No, but I will now, if you wish." 

"I do, immediately," Amidala nodded. Leia turned to Anakin.


"Will you go and bring me the papers that are hidden in the
white case, deep underneath my clothing on the left side?"

Anakin nodded. 

"And wake the others," Leia continued. "I think they need
to hear this news."

****

Anakin brought the small file of papers to Leia, then
knocked on Luke and Han's door. Luke came out, yawning,
clothes hastily thrown on. 

"What is it?" he asked. 

"Some news that you must hear," Anakin said. "Wake Bruck
and Xanatos, will you, Padawan?"

Luke nodded, and started knocking on doors, as Anakin
walked back to the cockpit. 

"...and I have discovered that Palpatine is a member of an
ancient Order called the Sith, who have opposed the Jedi
for thousands of years. His plan is no less than the
takeover of the universe..."

Leia read the documents to her mother, not letting her
voice shake. Every last one of them was Bail warning
Amidala of the dangers of trusting Palpatine. 

"...many died to give me this information. Beloved one, it
is my greatest wish that you be safe and happy, and that
Leia, daughter in spirit if not in body, is also safe, even
if I am not there to protect you both. I love you."

At those last words, Leia's voice finally choked up.
"Wh-what does he mean by me being not his daughter in
body?" she asked. 

Amidala had buried her face in her hands, but at that she
looked up. 

"You aren't," she said. "You're my daughter, but not his."

Leia's face was white; she looked stricken. "Why? Who?
How?" she asked, the words tumbling over themselves.

Amidala turned offscreen and said something to her aides.
The sounds of people moving away came through the air as
Leia and Anakin stared at the hologram and Luke came up
behind them, also watching. 

Amidala turned back to them, noticing Luke in the
background. "Who is that?" she said.

"Padawan Luke Naberrie, your Highness," he said. 

"Naberrie," she repeated, a kind of panicked laughter in
her voice. "You will want to hear this then, too." She
looked over at Anakin. "And you." 

"What is it that we should hear?" Anakin said to her.

Amidala took a deep breath. "About twenty years ago now, a
master and his padawan came to Naboo to aid in the
transaction of a trade treaty. As is customary, the pair
were given their pick of the Naboo women. The master
refused the honor, but the padawan did not."

Realization was beginning to dawn over Anakin's face. "How
did the padawan come to sleep with the queen?" he asked. 

"She disguised herself as a simple handmaiden and went out
into the crowd. He chose her, to her surprise, for she was
not the loveliest of the women there." Amidala was looking
straight at Anakin, and it was as though the other two had
fallen out of the picture and the two old lovers were
remembering a too-brief encounter. For a moment. 

"The queen became pregnant with twins. She gave up one of
them to the Jedi for training. The other she kept." Amidala
turned back to Luke and Leia. "Young Luke, you are the
child I gave up."

"I am your father," Anakin said in wonder, staring at Luke
with new-opened eyes. Was that why he had felt so
protective toward the boy?

And Luke was suddenly laughing and in Anakin's arms. "My
father!" he was saying, over and over. 

Leia suddenly realized that this meant Anakin was her
father also. She remained still, staring at the Jedi. 

"I have both lost and gained a father in one day," she
whispered. Anakin looked over at her words, reached out and
pulled her into his embrace as well. 

"Not lost," he said. "We never lose the ones we love, my
daughter." 

As one, all of them looked back over at the hologram, where
Amidala was wiping her eyes. "You'll never know how much I
dreamed of this -- all of us together, as a family, as it
should have been." 

"We'll be together in person soon," Luke said, still
smiling. "I have a mother too, and a sister," he went on,
glancing over at Leia. "I never even thought of this, but
I'm glad I know, so glad."

Leia nodded. "The universe is shifting, but I am glad I
know at last where I stand."

Anakin let go of his children with reluctance. "We have
more to plan before we may rest. Since no one even
considers the idea that Bail Organa's death was an
accident, we must be very careful indeed. The next people
on Palpatine's list will be us."

Amidala nodded. "I own a house deep in the country, hidden
in a dense forested valley. When you come to Naboo, land in
the Guran swamp. I will meet you there and take you to the
house. You will be safe there, for as long as you need to
be."

"Won't Palpatine suspect you?" It was Luke who asked the
question. 

"No," Amidala said. "He thinks I am one of his most loyal
supporters. I have convinced him that I was estranged from
my husband because of his non-visionary policies and I have
told him many times that he is the greatest innovator the
Naboo system has ever seen. His weakness is his ego, and I
know how to strike."

Anakin laughed. "Keep striking then, your Highness. We will
meet you in two more days, in the Guran swamp."

"I await that day with eagerness," she said. The connection
cut off and the remaining three were left staring at each
other. 

Anakin looked at them both, his children, wondering how he
could have ever not known. They even looked like him. Luke
had his coloring and hair, but Leia had all the little
tricks of motion he had noticed in himself, even down to
the way she stood with her head tilted slightly. 

"So many things have changed, so fast," she said. "I feel
overwhelmed, both by happiness and sadness."

"Bail was no less your father because it was I that made
you," Anakin said. 

"No," Leia said. "You're right. But I wonder why it was
that no one ever spoke of this to me before. Did everyone
think I was really his child?" 

"We'll find out, sister," Luke said. 

Leia nodded, gathering up the papers she had been trusted
with. "That we will." 

Anakin spoke. "Can I ask something? Would it be all right
if we did not speak of this to the others on this ship yet?
Since we may have hard things to go through, it would be
best if we kept this among ourselves, at least until we
reach Naboo."

"If we were captured, for instance," Luke said, "no one
would be able to give away that we were related to Amidala,
except for Leia, and therefore they could not use us as
tools to get things out of her." 

"Exactly," Anakin said. 

"Good night," Leia said. "I don't know if I'm going to be
able to sleep, but I need quiet for a while, to think." 

"Good night," Anakin said. 

And they all separated to their respective rooms, pondering
the wonder of being part of a family. 

END


=====
"Only light can conquer darkness. Only life can conquer death. Only love can conquer hate." -- tag line for the Only Light series by Amy Fortuna 
Website: http://www.slashcity.org/~amyfortuna
Fic List: http://groups.yahoo.com/group/fortuna_fic
Journal: http://www.livejournal.com/users/sunshinegirl/

__________________________________________________
Do You Yahoo!?
Get personalized email addresses from Yahoo! Mail - only $35 
a year!  http://personal.mail.yahoo.com/


From DummyAddressAndDate Thu Sep 16 11:42:17 2010
X-Yahoo-Msgnum: 134
Return-Path: <amyfortuna@yahoo.com>
X-Sender: amyfortuna@yahoo.com
X-Apparently-To: fortuna_fic@yahoogroups.com
Received: (EGP: mail-7_1_3); 4 Jun 2001 20:40:12 -0000
Received: (qmail 69278 invoked from network); 4 Jun 2001 20:22:07 -0000
Received: from unknown (10.1.10.26) by l8.egroups.com with QMQP; 4 Jun 2001 20:22:07 -0000
Received: from unknown (HELO web9501.mail.yahoo.com) (216.136.129.131) by mta1 with SMTP; 4 Jun 2001 20:22:07 -0000
Message-ID: <20010604202207.62039.qmail@web9501.mail.yahoo.com>
Received: from [129.219.8.222] by web9501.mail.yahoo.com; Mon, 04 Jun 2001 13:22:07 PDT
Date: Mon, 4 Jun 2001 13:22:07 -0700 (PDT)
Subject: FIC: All Over You (#9 Only Light series)
To: fortuna_fic@yahoogroups.com
MIME-Version: 1.0
Content-Type: text/plain; charset=us-ascii
From: Amy Fortuna <amyfortuna@yahoo.com>

Title: All Over You
Author: Amy Fortuna
Pairing: Han/Luke
Rating: NC-17
Summary: Night on shipboard. A PWP set in the Only Light
universe. Nine in the Only Light series.

****

A stream of light spilled through the briefly opened door,
rousing Han, who was dozing in the dimness of the ship's
cabin. He stirred lightly, reaching out a hand with the
instinct of a Jedi, pulling Luke into the bed with him. 

"What is the news?" Han's voice was sleepy. 

Luke snuggled into Han's arms. "Many things, Han. Some I'm
too tired to talk about." Luke looked up. "But Bail Organa
is dead." 

Han swallowed. "I have heard that he was a good man. How
did it happen?"

"A so-called accident over Coruscant," Luke said, voice
hard. "Han, I am afraid that Palpatine will come after us
next."

Han brushed a hand over Luke's hair. "You saw what my
Master did in the Temple?" he asked softly. 

"Yes, of course," Luke answered. 

Han smiled. "Master Anakin Skywalker has great powers. We
do not need to fear while he is with us. Be at peace,
Luke." 

"All right." Luke's voice was relieved but breathless, and
he shifted against his lover restlessly. 

"Don't want to sleep?" Han asked, picking up Luke's braid
and toying with it. 

"Not really," Luke said. "I never could sleep well on ship.
It's so cold." 

Han grinned. "Master always said that too. You're like him
in so many ways." 

"Yes, I'm beginning to see that," Luke said with a smile,
sitting up and leaning back against the wall of the ship.
"Come here and kiss me." 

Han shook his head. "Demanding, aren't you, kid?" 

"And you like it!" Luke laughed. 

"I do," Han admitted, and kissed Luke. 

They were beginning to develop a pattern of lovemaking. The
initial hesitancy of their first few encounters was
disappearing, to be replaced by confidence and trust in
each other. With swift movements, they stripped each
other's night clothes off, exchanging garments for kisses,
pressing openmouthed kisses to skin as it was bared. 

Their clothes thrown in a heap on the floor, Luke moved
under the sheets, pulling Han under with him. 

"Nothing complicated tonight, Han, I'm freezing," he
whispered. 

"Remind me never to take you to Hoth," Han said. 

Careful to keep the blankets over them, they nested down in
a warm cocoon, hands roaming gently in the almost total
darkness. Han's hands found Luke's erection and circled it
lovingly, moving with practiced speed to drive Luke wild. 

Luke moaned. Hands clutching at Han's hair, as gently as he
could, he forgot how to speak, going pre-verbal with the
intensity of Han's touch. Han whispered meaningless
syllables into the darkness, stroking Luke harder and
harder, until finally, body taunt as a whipcord, Luke came,
groaning harshly, gasping into Han's hair. 

For some moments the harshness of Luke's breathing was the
only sound in the room. Han's arms came around him, fingers
tracing lazy circles over his back, as he waited for Luke
to calm down. 

"That was...ohhh," Luke sighed at last. Then he smiled.
"Your turn now." 

Flipping Han neatly, Luke crawled on top of him, pulling
the dislodged blankets back up over their heads. For some
time, Luke merely lay over Han, enjoying the feel of their
naked bodies against each other. At last Han shifted softly
in the darkness, bumping the inside of Luke's thigh with
his erection. 

Han groaned. Luke smiled, and shifted downward, sliding
down Han's body, giving a playful nip to one nipple and
gently licking the imaginary hurt away with his tongue. 

Reaching Han's cock, Luke merely kissed it lightly for a
moment, and let go. Han made a non-verbal sound of protest,
but quickly stilled as Luke petted his balls with a
too-light finger. 

"Please," Han breathed, and Luke bent over him, lovingly
caressing Han's cock with his mouth, taking him in deep. 

Tentatively at first, Han thrust into Luke's mouth, sinking
into the wet heat with a tight groan. Luke encouraged him
wordlessly, humming lightly against his cock. The
stimulation was too much for the young knight, and he came,
shuddering, crying something that might have been Luke's
name. 

Languidly, Han pulled Luke up to lie beside him. They lay
still for several moments, then Luke shifted, arms going
around Han's neck. 

"I love you," Han said softly into the darkness. 

"And I love you," Luke answered. And in a quietly teasing
voice, "You are so beautiful. No wonder the princess was
looking at you." 

Han laughed. "She was looking at me? I thought she was
looking at you." 

"No, you," Luke grinned. "I know that for sure." 

Han pulled the slightest bit away from Luke, taking up the
teasing tone. "What do you think -- a princess and a guy
like me?" 

Luke snickered. "No chance, Jedi. You're mine, and besides,
you don't have enough of that rough-and-ready style. Women
love that." 

"Women like scoundrels?" Han said. "I'm hurt." 

Luke pulled Han closer. "Well, what if you were a scoundrel
of some type? Say, a spice smuggler? You'd look so
*dangerous* with your ship and all." 

Han's eyes lit up. "A ship like this one. And suppose I
came and rescued Lukey the farmboy from a life of absolute
boredom?" 

"Hey!" Luke whapped Han's head, very gently. "I'm no
farmer!" 

Han raised his eyebrows, and, picking up the padawan braid,
tugged Luke closer still. "I'm glad you're not," he said,
tone turning tender. 

Luke yawned then, and cuddled down into the warmth of Han
and the blankets. "Night," he sighed. 

"Night," Han answered, as Luke closed his eyes. For a long
time, Han lay awake, just watching the dim light dance
across his lover's body. 

"If you were a farmboy, my Luke," he said softly, "I'd
still love you with everything I am." 

END
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*****

"When a long journey is finished the weary soul wishes to
find rest among one's books, or in the simple pleasures of
life, or perhaps in the arms of a loved one. But more oft
than not, the journey has led the soul to believe that
there is more to the world than itself, and simple
pleasures no longer hold the same delight."

I can no longer remember who said those words first, but I
always think of them whenever I return to one of my hiding
places, whether it is my cabin in Canada, where the land
has not changed since the ice left ten thousand years ago,
or the small hotel just outside of Paris, kept practically
ever since Paris was a dot on a map, or the retreat in
northern India, high in the mountains, where the yak roam
the steep hills. It is in one of these places that I
disappear, after a notorious death, or a notorious life, to
re-emerge, like a butterfly, as a whole new person. 

I never could quite get rid of Adam Pierson. For one thing,
I did something I'd never done before, kept my friendships
after a flitting. I simply could not bear to give Duncan
MacLeod up -- and truth to tell, I rather liked Joe. For a
mortal, he came close to understanding me, I think.

But I do not think he will understand this new persona I
take on, starting today. Neither will Duncan, who never
changes, who has been in essence the same person for four
hundred years. Oh, beliefs, viewpoints, ideas, all may have
changed, but HE is still the same person. 

I don't work like that. I become my identities, playing
into them and off of them. I submerge the self that I am,
the self that is Methos, into the parts I play. The last
time, it didn't work -- Scott Stanley, New York sales
broker, simply didn't have the old spark. So I made my
fortune in the Internet stock companies, and when they all
decided that the boom was over in '01, I held onto a few,
sold most, and retired to enjoy the wealth. I bought a nice
house in London, and took a year off. 

Unfortunately for Scott, he died in a plane crash in
January of  '03, and the Immortal Methos was reported lost
again. Not even Duncan knows where I am now. And I know
they don't have a Watcher on me. They never could keep one.
For all the fuck-ups I went through as Adam Pierson, I
learned this one very important lesson -- watchers too are
fallible, and if they can't keep up with you, they can't
watch you. 

And they'll never find me now. Duncan MacLeod himself would
hardly recognize me, if I met him in a dark street. And
it's quite likely that he is the only one who would care. 

It shocked me, although it shouldn't have, (it never
should, it always does) to learn that Joe is dying, in a
hospital in Seacouver. I wished I could have done more for
him, but maybe a good portion of Scott's stock winnings
will ease his death. I can always earn more money.

Duncan came to see me about a month before Scott died, in
my New York home. I was helping Joe out with a couple of
things about that time, so Joe probably told him to come to
me. Apparently the years just past haven't treated Mac all
that well either. I heard that Connor, his cousin, is gone,
don't know how though. It happened about the time that the
Sanctuary was destroyed. 

I never put much stock in the Sanctuary's safety anyway,
and that was the ultimate reason why I never gave up the
Game, I couldn't be sure it would be worth it. 

We talked briefly. He said he'd been to Scotland lately. I
told him I might be disappearing. We could have practically
been perfect strangers who met on the street, for all the
confidences we shared. 

I didn't ask who the hell Jacob Kell was, nor inquire about
Duncan's current love life, and he didn't even blink at the
thought that, come a few months, I would be out of his life
permanently, unless we met over a sword someday.

I hate to say it, but good God, I'll miss him. 

****

I re-enter society carefully, as I always do. Ted Simmons'
papers have been ready for the last seven years. He is
twenty-three, brown-eyed, natural color of hair brown, but
he never wears his hair natural. He is a musician, a rather
bad one. He talks with a bit of a lisp, and usually wears
dresses after dark. For all that, he's not as effeminate as
it might sound. 

I circle my mouth with lipstick, slowly. How long has it
been since I've done this? There was the hippie streak back
in the late sixties, and the brief stint as a rock star's
groupie in the early seventies, what was his name again?
Brian something? I shake my head, I can't remember, and it
doesn't matter now anyway. 

I've done the lipstick too heavy as I've been absorbed, and
I wipe it off with a Kleenex and begin again. Once I go
into that club, I am Ted Simmons, and I am there for one
thing, to get laid.

Quebec, Canada, is a place that seems to be relatively
Immortal-free, so I shouldn't have any trouble tonight. Of
course, I have my sword, and I take a moment to bless the
wonders of modern technology that enable me to also carry a
gun, a very small one that won't kill but does a damn good
job of stunning, with me everywhere, even on the dance
floor. 

The drive into town is uneventful. I've gotten myself a new
car too, a pretty red convertible to go with Ted's current
green hair. It looks Christmasy, I think. 

Nothing like Christmas in August. I give myself a nervous
once-over, flame-red dress, green hair, dark lipstick --
yes, I've got the typical fashion sense of a gay man, I
congratulate myself. The shoes are high heels, killer to
drive in so they're on the seat beside me, and I've
sacrificed my leg hair for the sheer pantyhose.
Incidentally, I used Nair for the first time ever, and holy
FUCK it stings, though the effect is nice. 

I've also practiced my voice for days, and I don't sound
anything like the English Adam Pierson. Instead I have the
high-pitched tones and lisp of your stereotypical gay man.
I'm out to blend in this time around, and blending into the
gay scene in Quebec means being as flamboyant as possible. 

Ironic, but not the least of my intrigue. I pull up to the
"Flaming Star," gather my purse and put my shoes on,
blowing a kiss at my reflection in the rearview mirror. 

"Fabulous, dahhling," I say to myself, and head into the
club.

****

The scene inside is one that I've seen a thousand different
times, in a hundred different cultures, and all of them
look practically the same. Man seeks mate. Aggressively.
Female or male, usually younger than oneself. It's never
changed, the candles have been replaced by strobe lights,
and the money changes hands afterwards, not before, but
it's all basically the same. 

"Teddy," I say to the first person who buys me a drink,
when he shouts for my name over the music. He's
dark-haired, wears it long, tall, wearing the tightest
jeans possible, with just a spot of rouge on his cheeks. A
middle-of-the-road kind of guy, obviously. The make-up
wearing type who doesn't quite go as far as dresses. 

"Evan," he returns. He looks rather like Duncan MacLeod, I
think. The notion is incredibly arousing, because frankly
the thought of fucking Mac has never occurred to me
seriously, but suddenly it's there, and all bets are off. 

"Haven't we met before?" he says. Oldest line in the book,
but I'm willing. He's cute enough. 

Inside of ten minutes we're bumping and grinding on the
dance floor, inside of an hour we're doing the same dance
in his apartment. It's good. It's really good, to be with a
man again. I tend to alternate according to the personality
of the man I'm playing, and fucking a man feels just this
close to perfect about now.

I don't say anything when I come, I've learned over the
long years not to. Who knows what could spill out? But I'm
afraid the specter of Duncan was with me the whole night,
and I'll confess that I *thought* his name, when I came. 

"God, that was good," he says when it's all over. I get up
from off the couch, where we'd ended up. 

"You have no idea," I answer. And I gather my clothes and
leave.

*****

I have no reason to be *post coitus triste*, that I can
see. It was a great lay, and my cover worked perfectly. He
bought it, hook, line, and sinker, was certain that I was
one hundred percent who I said I was. I have no reason to
be sad.

But I am. Unaccountably. I miss...I want...Duncan MacLeod.
I don't want to be Adam Pierson again, but I want Duncan
back in my life. Not even to fuck him, just to...be there.
Make sure he's doing all right. Steal his beer. Whack the
psychopathic women he's loved before. Chatter over books
and argue about the value of this or that piece of
furniture. 

It'd be nice if I could have him too, though. I could go
out to gay clubs with him, and flirt with him, flaunt our
relationship in the faces of the world. Wear dresses and
makeup just for him. 

I wonder if he fancies green hair and dark red lipstick.
I'd go pink for you, Duncan, I whisper to nothing. Of
course, though, I'd have to get a new car, if I did that.
Red and hot pink simply do NOT mix.

Ah, I'm just too far gone in this role, enjoying it a bit
too much. I don't feel assimilated, quite, yet. There's
just a leetle more of Methos just below the surface,
waiting to strike. 

I slip out of the dress, hanging it up carefully. Wipe the
smudged makeup, part mine, part his, from my face, then
splash water rather carelessly to clean it all off. I hate
sleeping in makeup, it's so...tarty.

Rub my face off on a dark towel, regardless of my girlish
complexion. It'll grow back. Take a moment in front of the
mirror to admire the sight of my own legs in high heels.
Kick them off, and collapse into bed, naked, curling in on
myself in that almost-fetal position I sleep in no matter
what personality I've adopted. Tuck the pillow under my
head, watch pictures of Duncan MacLeod in my head for a
while, just smiling, and fall asleep. 

*****

A few days pass, and I'm settling in. I never pick the same
guy to go home with, though Evan tried. Strangely, I always
choose dark-haired men just a bit taller than me. 

"It's a fetish," I tell my mirror one night after fucking--
and immediately burst out laughing at my own silliness.
Crazy over Duncan MacLeod. The darling boy isn't even in
the same country as me, far as I know, and still I pick out
fucks that look like him. 

I shake my head at myself. "Don't commit," I say sternly.
"There can be only one." I turn away, and suddenly turn
back, facing myself. "Would he love you like this?" I hiss
to my reflection, makeup smudged, in the mirror.

I see the face of Methos-who-is-also-Teddy staring back at
me. I haven't taken off my little black dress yet, and it
clings tight to my chest, outlining my nipples, still hard
from the sex earlier and the cool of the ride home.

My face. The nose still the same -- thought about surgery
or something, as it's one of my major liabilities, but
decided against it. I like my nose. Eyes colored with green
contacts tonight, glittering out of my face. Lipstick
smeared across my mouth, very dark red. Neon green hair, in
spikes. 

I have no idea. He'd be shocked, yes, but surely he would
know that there's more to someone than appearance. 

Briefly, I wonder what his reaction would have been had I
met him for the first time like this, instead of the
mild-mannered Watcher I was playing at. 

I breathe in hard, and put the thought away for another
night. I begin to take off my earrings, but only get one
off before I suddenly can't look at myself in the mirror
anymore. I stalk away, kicking off my high heels as I walk,
and grab a beer from the fridge. Collapse on the couch, and
attempt to analyze what's going on, sounds like a plan. 

What is it? He couldn't even be your friend, Methos you
fool, so why think he would possibly be your lover? I talk
to myself, yes, but it's long been established that my
brain isn't always where it should be, especially when it
comes to beautiful people. 

And Mac is beautiful, no question about that. I'll never
get enough of his smile, and when he wore his hair long --
I had so many fantasies about that hair. 

I wanted our friendship. I fought for it with everything I
had in me, sometimes literally. I killed Silas for you,
MacLeod! It's not everyone I'd do that for. There are
sudden tears springing near the surface now. I choke them
back. My name may be Teddy, but that doesn't give me
license to cry on a whim. 

So at first I was treated like a mixture of sweet young
innocent Adam and the ancient who the long-suffering
MacLeod would put up with. Then I was treated like the dust
underneath MacLeod's feet, because of the Horsemen. Then I
was pushed away and pushed away, until a visit from the
Highlander was a rare thing indeed. 

And now, I don't even know where he is. So why am I still
pursuing this silly love thing? 

In spite of five thousand years of living in my head, I
have no answer. I only know I miss him and I wish he were
someone who would accept me for who I am. 

****

Much to my amazement, the next week saw me hired as a
singer in the Flaming Star. I'd done a little backup
singing in the seventies, where singing tended to be more
screaming than melody, but since then, had never played or
sung anything -- my personas didn't need it. I wondered
which of the guys I'd fucked had pulled the strings to get
me in.

It turned out to be Evan. Apparently he had taken quite a
fancy to me, and since his uncle owned the place, he had
insisted that I get the job. I was indifferent about it,
but he acted as though he had done me a great favor, and
turned up to my first rehearsal to go over what I was to
sing. 

I was wearing no makeup and ordinary clothes that morning
for the rehearsal, and that in itself was a bit of a shock
to the dark-haired young man. I suppose he thought I slept
in my dresses and only took them off to fuck. 

"No Barba Stresiand," I insisted to him. "I'll go crazy if
I have to sing any of her songs."

"But Barba's the greatest," he protested. "A true classic."

"Right up there with disco," I retorted, letting a bit of
the Methos underneath sneak out.

He wilted like a flower, poor kid. And I got to sing my own
songs, along with a few by Elton John, Queen, and R.E.M. 

****

That night when I sung, I started off with one of my own
rather ironic creations, "This Silly Love Thing." 

And when I got to the end of the song, I looked out at the
audience, really looked out at them, and realized that they
were paying attention. I was singing: "this silly love
thing is really dumb/this silly love thing is just no
fun/this silly love thing has got to go/this silly love
thing" -- and as I paused dramatically, flung a silver-clad
arm out at the audience, gasped out the last rhyme "Ah, but
OH NO!" -- I felt the shiver of Immortal presence. 

I kept my composure, calm, cool, collected and immediately
swung into another of my own songs.

"There's a man in the back," I sang. "And he looks really
hot." 

Almost as if on cue, Duncan MacLeod walked in. 

I tried not to drop the microphone, barely succeeding, and
continued. "He thinks he loves me, but I think NOT!" 

The crowd went crazy clapping for me. And I've yet to
figure out why. They were just silly rhymes set to music,
that's all.

After two more of my songs, the band and I went on a short
break. I collapsed in the small lounge area backstage,
trying to keep a feel for where Duncan was in the building.
As I thought, he was coming closer. I got myself prepared,
for any eventuality. It was quite possible he had
recognized me, but just as likely that he hadn't.

He didn't say anything as he approached, just looked at me
as though he were sizing me up. For the first time, I felt
what it must be to be a possible enemy of Duncan's. Not a
good feeling. 

I broke the silence. "Teddy Simmons, and I'm not into the
taking heads thing, unless I have to. Have a drink?" 

He nodded, sitting down on the lounge couch, and I poured
him a Scotch, without even thinking about it, and handed it
to him. When our fingers brushed, he looked up. 

"Thanks," he said, and his voice sounded tired. "I'm Duncan
MacLeod, and I'd rather not do the taking heads thing
either." 

I nodded and sat down beside him, lifting my own glass.
"Truce, then?" 

He clinked his glass against mine. "Truce." 

We sat in silence for a moment, then he looked over at me.
"You're probably wondering why I'm in here."

I nodded, for truth to tell, I was. 

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, and turned toward
me. "A good friend of mine just died. Another good friend.
A mortal this time, but one close to me, and it hurts. I
had to get away."

He looked me in the eyes. "Something called me to Canada. I
don't know why I came here. And then I felt the buzz
outside, came in, and saw you, up there on stage, and you
reminded me of someone I used to know. I had to meet you." 

I furrowed my brow. "I remind you of someone?" I asked,
even while my heart was remembering Joe, Joe whose death it
must be that MacLeod was referring to. 

He smiled, vaguely. "He was so alive, like you, always
ironic and sarcastic." His smile got brighter as he went
on. "And his nose was just like yours." 

"It's always the nose!" I laughed, almost forgetting for
the moment that Duncan did not recognize me. 

"I like your nose," Duncan said, laughing now with me. He
reached out a hand, and just like he had painted my nose
with the brush so long ago, he brushed a hand across it. 

With that touch, the chemistry exploded between us. I was
literally tingling in my silver and green dress, in very
interesting places. I reached up, not thinking, grabbed his
wrist, and kissed his fingers.

He shivered, visibly, and almost roughly pulled me to him
with his free hand. Our mouths met, crashing together
fiercely. We were kissing, finally kissing, and it was so
perfect, so right. For the moment I didn't care that he
didn't know me. 

Just then -- of course just then! -- the band came out of
their little room, talking loudly. We had to get back on
stage. 

I drew back, smiling foolishly at him. "I can't go on stage
like this!" I was laughing, and he was laughing with me.

"Oh, yes you can," he said. Evil man. "We'll continue this
later." 

My mouth dropped open, and I nodded. He gave me a little
push, and I fairly ran onto the stage. 

**** 

The rest of the set passed in a daze for me. Somewhere in
the vague fog of cloudy arousal, anticipation, worry that
he would change his mind, I was singing my songs and other
songs, laughing at the requests for Barba that came from a
few patrons. 

In this mix of all these emotions, it finally began to sink
in that Joe was dead. And in my last song, a cover of
R.E.M's "Half A World Away," it was Joe's death that
brought the tears to my eyes. Life and death. It was the
way it always was, but sometimes death just hurt. 

"The storm, it came up strong," I sang. "It shook the trees
and blew away our fear. You couldn't leave me here." I
looked out into the crowd and saw them all quiet, even the
ones who were totally drunk, listening. 

"This could be the saddest dusk I've ever seen," I sang
finally, slow. "I turn to the miracle of my life. My mind
is racing, as it always will. My hand's tired, my heart
aches. I'm half a world away." 

The lights went down, and I placed the microphone on the
stand as applause broke out. 

****

When I met up with MacLeod, about twenty minutes later on
the stage where we were tearing down, he said nothing, just
pulled me into his arms like he had a right to. 

"That last song was sung as though you'd just lost someone
too." He held me away from him, a bit, to look into my
eyes. "Have you?" 

I swallowed. "You might say that." 

We left together. I volunteered to drive, since his car was
back at his hotel.

For the first time the whole evening, I had a chance to
think of just what was happening to my conception of Duncan
MacLeod. My ideas of him suddenly lay shattered in the
dust. If he wasn't one hundred percent heterosexual, he was
a very different person than I had thought. 

And we were going to have sex. Sex, with Duncan MacLeod. I
could not restrain the shivers that broke out over my body
at that. To keep my mind off of what was going to happen, I
started teasing him. 

"You know, you could be doing something incredibly
dangerous by letting me drive you out to the middle of
nowhere."

He turned toward, and was that laughter in his eyes? "I
don't think so," he said. "There's something about you that
seems okay to me."

"Aside from the obvious," I snickered.

"Yes, aside from that," he said, casting a smouldering
glance at me that made me nearly drive off the road, park,
and have my way with him. 

I restrained myself, and a few minutes later we got to my
humble abode. 

"Want a beer?" I said, flipping on the kitchen light as we
came in the back door. 

"Sure," he said. I gestured toward the fridge and started
taking off my earrings, in front of the mirror. 

I watched him in the mirror behind me, admiring the way he
moved. It wasn't as though I'd never seen him walk before
-- hell, we'd sparred -- I knew what he moved like, but for
the first time I really allowed myself to watch. 

Beer in hand, he wandered over to me and placed his hand
over mine, where it was lying idle on the dresser. "You
okay?" he whispered.

"Yeah," I answered. "Better than." And suddenly I was
turning into his arms and he was kissing me, and the world
tasted of beer and Duncan MacLeod, and everything was
perfect. 

Well, almost perfect. He set the beer can down to wrap his
arms around me, and I started to pull at his shirt, trying
to unbutton it without removing my hands from his ass. 

Totally failing at that, I walked him backward into the
darkened bedroom, still kissing him. As I was a little more
comfortable in the dark, I breathed a sigh of relief,
pulled his shirt out of his pants, pushed him down onto the
bed (he did not resist at all) and started unbuttoning.

I've always loved undressing people. Everyone I have made
love to is so different and yet the same. So many react in
the same ways, but what may be a wonderful spot for one
person may leave the next cold. It's like a new game every
time, a voyage of discovery. 

Duncan liked having his nipples bitten, lightly. He was
also extremely sensitive in the neck area, but what
Immortal isn't? 

By the time he was undressed, we were both hard, both
gasping against each other. I was still wearing my dress,
though somewhere along the line shoes and hose had gone by
the wayside. 

"I think," he said, "I like that dress. I don't want to rip
it." 

I saw the look in his eyes, and pulled the dress off,
quickly. Climbed back onto the bed next to him, and cuddled
in, fingers wandering over the soft skin of his side. From
the gasp, I figured I'd discovered another hot spot. 

Duncan didn't give me much time to explore it though.
Almost instantly, his own fingers went wandering over my
body, and much to my surprise, went straight for my cock. 

Duncan MacLeod's hand on my cock. The reality was so much
better than the fantasy. I threw my head back and groaned. 

Left him open to attack. His mouth immediately fastened on
my neck. The stimulation of both neck and cock was so
wonderful as to be almost painful. I was panting and
gasping, hoping he'd stop before he came, praying he
wouldn't. 

My prayers were answered. His face over mine, my eyes
locked on his was all it took, in the end. "Duncan...waited
so long," I gasped out, not knowing what I was saying, all
my vaunted control completely gone. Then his face turned
into a thousand tiny sparks, and it was as if the universe
exploded into Duncan's hand. 

It could have been hours before I could move again. It was,
at any rate, a few minutes, for Duncan lay beside me,
spooned up behind me, just watching me. 

"It's been a while since I've seen anything as beautiful as
that," he said, a hand moving in slow caresses over my
thigh. 

"Mmmm," I declaimed, pushing back into him, trying to get
more of his hands and body on mine. 

He was still hard, and his cock slid between my thighs as
though it were made to fit there. His hand wrapped around
my ribcage. I was slowly hardening again, but it wasn't
something that was urgent, just a low hum of interest. 

We moved together, Duncan and I, as though we were one
being. Gently, without haste. His orgasm washed through
both of us like an ocean wave on a calm day. We drifted
into it together, and then, as though it were perfectly
natural to lie with him like this, we drifted together into
sleep. 

****

Consciousness came with the light, sneaking in slowly. I
woke up happy for the first time in weeks. Duncan was still
asleep, beside me, one hand still wrapped around my body. 

I disentangled myself from his clinging hold, and moved to
the other side of the bed, resting my head on my hand and
watching him sleep. For the moment I had almost forgotten
that he had never recognized me last night, but almost
certainly would now. 

And he did. Opened his eyes, looked at me, shook his head,
and woke all the way up, suddenly. 

"Methos?" And the tone of his voice held such a strange
mixture of hope, confusion, and anger that it cannot be
expressed. I merely nodded, for answer. 

He sat up in the bed, looked over at me again, and dropped
his head into his hands. 

"Methos," he said again, as though he were trying out the
name. "I slept with Methos."

I was trying very hard not to laugh at his confusion. "You
didn't recognize me!" I pointed. 

He raised his head. "You should have said something." 

I shook my head. "And run the chance of losing last night?"


He looked at me again, at my hair and the remnants of my
lipstick smeared over my face. "Pardon me while my thoughts
about you get rearranged," he said. 

"I know the feeling," I answered. "It was quite a shock to
find Duncan MacLeod kissing me." 

He laughed, for the first time that morning. "Oh, and why
would that be?" 

"I always thought you were totally straight," I told him. 

"And I always thought you were," he answered. 

"Oh, come on, MacLeod," I said, scooting closer to him. "I
lived in ancient Greece, for pity's sake." 

"But you adopt the dominant culture," he said. 

"And you've never had any other dominant culture!" I
retorted. 

"I can learn better," he said, and shut me up, quite
effectively, in the best way possible.

That was about the end of the discussion. It sounds
tremendously cliched to say we settled down into a domestic
existence after that, so I won't. 

But I will say one thing that is even more cliched: we
lived...happily (arguments over Duncan's hairstyle
notwithstanding) ever after. 

END
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****

I saw him standing above me. Some odd inkling of danger
woke me up and I looked at him in the starlight, holding a
long knife in his hands. Then I knew. He was going to kill
me. His bride, on our wedding night -- why?

I flinched as the knife sank deep into my chest. As I tried
to say faintly, why, why, I love you, why, on our wedding
night, my mind went black and I faded into oblivion. 

The waking was more frightening than the death. I could
suddenly feel again. Blood trickled down my neck. My blood.
And my face crumpled. I stared across the room at my
husband, whimpers of fear escaping my mouth. What was this?
What was I? What was he?

"Don't be frightened, Kate," he said, looking up from
bloodstained hands. "You're Immortal, we both are...."

My faint whimpers turned to cries of fear and anguish.
Immortal! I had heard of them, the folk who never died, but
who could never have children. 

"No!" I gasped, and stumbled out of the bed, leaving a
trail of blood. My shift was deeply stained with it. I felt
like a murderess for a moment, hiding her deed.

On the doorstep of our home, I paused, glancing back. He
was standing there, hands stained with my blood, and I
shrank from him in absolute terror. He was a monster, no
husband of mine. I ran into the rain, into the night.
Feeling the chain he'd fastened about my neck bump against
my skin, I yanked it off, throwing it to the ground. 

The river. I collapsed into the water, limply. The current
caught me. I was drowning, but I didn't care. Water filled
my lungs quickly. I let it, didn't even struggle. If the
man I loved was such an evil thing as an Immortal, if I was
one of them, surely, I thought, if I killed myself, maybe
God would forgive and I would still go to heaven. 

It didn't matter either way. The world went black for the
second time in ten minutes, and when I came to again, I was
lying on the bank of the river in my white shift. It was
morning. 

****

My clothing had been tattered by the rocks I had crashed
into during the night, but I was whole, perfect as the day
I was born, no scar or blemish on my body anywhere. I
dropped back to the earth and let myself weep. 

I was roused by a sudden sickening feeling that swept
through my body, and an awareness that someone was near. I
found I could move and sat up. 

It was a young man who walked around the curve of the river
toward me, every sense on alert and a long pale sword held
out before him. He saw me and his face did not relax.

"Who are you?" he said, as if he had a perfect right to. I
remembered my state of undress and tried vainly to cover
myself up. 

"Kate, sir," I said, trying to be courteous. "Kate Mac- --"


Well, I wasn't going to take the name of Kate MacLeod,
anyway. "Just Kate," I finished. 

He had reached me by this time. "You're not a Challenge,
are you?" he asked. 

I shook my head, bemused. "I do not know what you speak of,
sir," I said. Only then did he put away his sword and reach
down to help me up. 

"Just-Kate," he said, looking me over. "I'm Benjamin Adams.
And I assume you've just become Immortal." 

"I suppose so," I said. "If that's what you mean happens
when a person throws herself into a river and can't die."

His eyebrows went up, just a little. "Throwing oneself into
a river can play hell on the body, even if it doesn't die
every time. I'll bet you're still aching." 

Now that he mentioned it, I began to feel my very bones
aching all over and a strange thrumming noise going on in
my head.

"Yes, I think I am," I answered. 

"Come, then, let's get you to some decent clothes, and to
my medicine bag," he said. 

****

Benjamin Adams was a doctor. An Immortal too, yet no one
would have guessed. That began to give me hope that I too
could pass undetected through life, without becoming known.


He was my first teacher. For all his seeming youth, he knew
ten thousand tricks and I could never outwit or outguess
him. He taught me sword fighting, how to keep the sword
hidden on my body at all times, and the rules of the Game. 

Taking heads sounded horrific. I quickly made a decision
that I would never do it unless there was no other choice.
Benjamin heartily approved of that, but cautioned me to
keep in practice with the sword anyway.

I traveled with Benjamin to London, where we lived for
several years, domestic, but unmarried. Such a thing was
shocking to me, but I could not marry him, for I was
already legally wed, though I did not desire the
relationship. In all that time Benjamin never took a single
head. And he never told me how old he really was. Something
in me suspected he was ancient indeed, but he never would
give me a straight answer. 

I had almost completely forgotten Duncan MacLeod. I now
know that I never truly loved him, that he wooed me to the
beguiling of my own senses. 

Benjamin and I almost never discussed the day he had found
me on the riverbank. I had grown ashamed of my too-swift
reaction to my first death, and he simply never talked
about it. 

That was all about to change.

"They say a man named Duncan MacLeod is in London this
week," Benjamin said to me one morning, casually. "He's one
of us, and I have been warned to watch out for him."

The glass that slipped out of my fingers smashed unheeded
on the floor.

"Duncan MacLeod?" I whispered. "Duncan MacLeod?" 

"Kate, what's wrong?" He was on his feet in an instant.

My eyes welled up with too-sudden tears. I stooped to pick
the pieces of glass with my fingers. "Duncan is the man who
killed me for the first time."

I cut my finger on a piece of glass and watched it pulse
out blood for a second, then grow faint and heal. I looked
up at Benjamin. "He was also my husband."

I heard his sharp exclamation overhead, and then he knelt
beside me, helping me pick up the broken glass. 

"What do you want?" he said. "Do you want to face him? Do
you want me to face him?"

"No!" I shook my head. "I want to stay as far away from him
as possible."

He took my hand. "That's what we'll do then."

The next week we traveled to Italy. 

We stayed another two years in Italy. Benjamin was fluent
in Italian, so I learned it from him. I also began to learn
of the effect my body had on men other than just the two I
had known. 

And one day I questioned Benjamin about something I had
pondered many times.

"Immortals cannot have children," he told me. 

"How do you know this?" I asked. "Are you sure?"

"Certain," he said. "I have never fathered a child, and I
know of no Immortal, male or female, who has had children
of his or her own." 

"But," I started and then fell silent, wondering again. "If
I had not been killed for the first time, could it have
been that I could have had children, like a normal woman?" 

He shook his head. "I don't know," he said. And we fell
silent again on the topic. 

****

One evening, as I was walking home, sword carefully
concealed at my side, I felt the strange sickening that
signaled the approach of another of us, and reached for my
sword. 

The Immortal who found me had the appearance of a
middle-aged man. He smiled coldly when he saw who I was.

"Easy pickings," he mocked. "Maybe I can think of other
things to do with that body before I destroy it."

"Why not afterward?" I snapped back, and we joined swords.

It was a hard fight. I made a mental note to never wear
heavy dresses again but rather something light that would
not trip me up. 

He wasn't even trying to fight, I could tell. I had learned
from Benjamin Adams, though, and I could exploit all those
little tricks, while still letting him think I was easy to
take.

I drew him out into the darkened fields, under the cover of
the gathering storm, and we fought in the dimness of the
crops, slashing, parrying and cross-cutting. Much to my own
surprise, I found I could keep up. 

The end, when it came, was more of an anti-climax than
anything else. He slipped. Lost his balance, and fell. I
cut downward without thinking, and before I could stop
myself, I had separated head from body. 

The Quickening was strange and beautiful. It caught me into
itself, and I would swear that I danced in the fields,
laughing with some kind of maddening joy. So this was what
drove Immortals to take heads, this reward of knowledge and
power. Glorious!

And when it was over, I sank back into myself, limp with
the power and wonder of it. I still do not know how I made
it back home. I do remember the worried look on Benjamin's
face when I slipped through the door, my skirts tattered
and bloodstained. But there was triumph on my face. 

"It's wonderful," I found myself saying. 

"Are you all right?" he asked. 

"Oh, yes!" I gasped out. Slipped over to him, letting my
clothes fall to the floor. "Better than all right." 

"Is that so," he whispered, a hand reaching out from his
seat on the bed to tease at my breast. 

"Uh-hum," I whispered, straddling him and pulling his hair,
playfully. Somehow we got his clothes off, together, and
before long we were kissing, he was in me, and I was back
in that flying place I'd touched in the Quickening. 

In the morning, we spent some time talking. He told me, in
no uncertain words, that I, having now taken one Quickening
on my own, was ready to go out and try to live as an
Immortal by myself. He could not forever be my teacher. 

I heard the words, I understood them, but inside my heart
was breaking again, in a different way. I knew he did not
really love me as a man loves a woman forever, but I had
hoped that this would not end so soon.

But I smiled with new-found courage, and we parted soon
after that, he to somewhere else in Italy, me to the New
World to make a life on my own. 

I suppose, looking back at all this, I have succeeded.
Sometimes I miss my first teacher, but I have no idea where
he is. 

This is one thing I do have an idea about: someday I will
be the one to kill Duncan MacLeod. He was the one who
destroyed the chance I had to have children and a normal
life. He needs to pay for that. 

END
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*****

I want to be an actress. More than anything. And so I learn
how my body acts, in every situation. How I smile, the
lines of my frown, what angle I should cant my hips at to
get the best reaction, just how wide to open my mouth when
I sing. 

I am surrounded by mirrors, my own image flashing back at
me a hundred -- no, a thousand -- times a day. I know how
to pout, in a million different ways to send a million
different messages. I know what smile to give Toulouse's
newest prot�g� to both make Toulouse happy and tell
whatever adorable gutter rat he's dragged in that he's got
no chance 
with me. I also know how to smile a very different smile,
the one that pulls men to my feet, drooling. 

I know how to act. But somewhere in all this, I've
forgotten who I was before I felt so driven. What was I
like as a child? Did I know who I was? Was I anyone at all?
Or have I always been like this, studiedly desperate,
searching, reaching, dreaming with a radiant passion? Is
this all there is? 

I've had to make my body into a tool. To do that, I also
had to make my heart into iron. Is it worth it, this dream
of acting before Presidents and kings? 

I stare into my own image in the mirror and sigh, already
knowing how I will look. Am I merely my image, or is there
something deep inside me that has never been touched? Do I
still have a heart?

When will I begin to live again? 

END
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"So, Obi-Wan," Garen said after the ship was in hyperspace
and Anakin was safely in his cabin, "how are things going?
Really?"

Obi-Wan looked a trifle bemused. "How do you expect them to
have gone? I lost my master, I was declared a knight, I
took a padawan...." He spread his hands. "I've been busy." 

Trust Garen to cut right to the chase. "No time for a love
life? Are you still the same sweet celibate Jedi I
remember, or have you learned to live a little?" 

Obi-Wan caught his breath. "No time for a love life," he
said, eyes staring suddenly above Garen's head, lost in
memory.

Garen dropped down beside him on the sleep-couch; it sank
alarmingly under the bigger man's weight. "You can't fool
me, Obi-Wan," he said. "You were in love with Qui-Gon Jinn,
I can tell."

Obi-Wan turned his head to look at his old friend. "Nothing
ever happened," he said, quietly. 

"And you never expected it to, did you, my friend?" Garen
asked. 

"No," Obi-Wan said. "I--I didn't think I would...lose him
so soon."

Garen laid a hand over his friend's. "You thought there
would be plenty of time, but there wasn't. It's not like a
master/padawan sexual relationship is forbidden, you know."

Obi-Wan smiled. "So you're saying you and Clee Rhara...."

Garen smiled back. "Oh yeah." 

Obi-Wan leaned back against the wall. "Qui-Gon was...hard
to get along with, at times. I would have given my life for
him and I loved him desperately, but sometimes I think it's
better that we never...."

Obi-Wan took a deep breath. "And sometimes I don't.
Sometimes I wish we'd seized the moment, took whatever
there was, even if it meant a greater heartbreak for me in
the end."

Garen nodded. "I think I know what you mean," he said. "You
were always so divided between following what you saw as
the Will of the Force and your own common sense." 

"Yes." Obi-Wan stretched out on the couch. Following his
lead, Garen did the same, facing Obi-Wan, close enough to
almost touch his friend. 

"I was wondering," Garen said. "If I could do a little
seizing of the moment on my own here." 

Obi-Wan smiled. "Just remember, I have a padawan to keep up
appearances for now. Nothing undignified, all right?" 

Garen snorted. "Your padawan is going to grow up thinking
you're an old stick-in-the-mud if you don't watch out." 

Obi-Wan laughed. "So how shall we disabuse him of this
notion? Run down the hallways of the ship naked?"

Garen laughed with him. "Ooh, good idea. Maybe later. What
I had in mind, though, didn't have anything to do with
Anakin, and everything to do with you." 

"I'm intrigued," Obi-Wan said. 

"Just...this," Garen said, and pressed his lips to
Obi-Wan's. 

They were friends. Good friends with more than a spark of
chemistry between them, but they weren't in love. And
that's how it felt to Obi-Wan, not an explosion of lights
and colors and passion, just a kiss between friends, making
them a little more than just friends for the moment. 

"Mmm," Obi-Wan whimpered, sinking into the taste of Garen's
mouth. "That wasn't all, surely?" he asked as Garen broke
away.

"No, if you don't want it to be," Garen said, looking a
little hesitant for the first time.

"Tease," Obi-Wan whispered. 

"So you're not celibate," Garen said. 

"Not anymore," Obi-Wan answered and took Garen's mouth
again. 

They shared several long slow deep kisses, their bodies
moving in rhythm together. When they were both fully hard,
suddenly the need to get their clothes off became more
important than the feel of their bodies against each other.

With Jedi efficiency, they stripped, carefully laying their
clothes aside in separate piles, before coming back
together on the sleep-couch. 

Obi-Wan had grown up good, Garen thought. The boyish figure
of just a few years ago, when they had last seen each
other, had developed into a man, with the slight beginnings
of a beard, and silky-smooth reddish-blond hair, just
starting to grow out. 

And the rest of him wasn't too shabby either. Firm muscles,
everywhere, showing the evidence of strict Jedi training
both before and after his master's death, dark red nipples
peeking out from the light expanse of reddish chest hair,
taut stomach, and oh yes -- Garen grasped it in his hand --
a beautifully curving cock, long and thick. 

Obi-Wan sank back on the couch with a gasp, his eyes
fluttering shut. 

"You're lovely," Garen said. "Just perfect." 

Bending down, he kissed his way down Obi-Wan's body,
pausing to tease at a nipple and again to dip into the
navel for a second. Obi-Wan was grabbing at Garen's hair
before he finally reached his goal. He kissed the very tip
of his friend's cock. 

Obi-Wan's eyes shot open, and he stared delightedly into
Garen's eyes for a moment. "Yes," he said. "Oh please," and
thrust his hips upward. 

Garen thought Obi-Wan poised on the verge of climax was the
most beautiful sight he had ever seen. Hair wildly tossed,
all Jedi control blissfully shattered, he lay there like a
picture of wantoness.

Garen was hardly in control himself; just sliding his lips
and tongue up and down that beautiful shaft was enough to
drive him to the brink. With a fumbling hand he reached
down to caress his own erection, just as Obi-Wan opened his
eyes again. 

The sight of his friend above him, pleasuring him and
himself at the same time, took Obi-Wan over the edge,
gasping, into ecstasy. Garen followed him a moment later.

They collapsed together, nuzzling into each other's skin.
And just before Obi-Wan sank blissfully into sleep, he
heard Garen whisper: "Now that's what I call seizing the
moment."

They laughed together and cuddled in close, drenched in
sweat but not caring. There may be trouble coming, Obi-Wan
thought, but at least there is a friend who will stand
beside me. 

END
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"You're going to be bad for business, I see," I whispered
as his lips met mine. Just after that, everything narrowed
to the feel of his lips against my skin. I felt like I was
spinning across the clouds again, dancing with him in the
sky to the music of the rain. 

Christian. My Christian. Sweet untouched boy, mine to hold
and touch and teach. Mine to love. 

Someone I could be free to love, who would not leave the
next morning in a shower of golden coins or jewels.
Suddenly the simplest gift of even flowers would have been
precious at his hands, because they came from him; suddenly
my eyes were opened to see this silly love thing as more
than just a game. 

I felt like my head was spinning. Oh, this feeling inside.
I knew now what it was that Christian had felt that first
disastrous evening in the elephant. It had been love.

He loves me! Christian LOVES me. As the kiss finally broke,
I caught myself staring deep into his eyes, seeing
something I'd never even thought about with any of my
previous...lovers wasn�t the right word for those sordid
transactions. 

And suddenly I felt tears spring to my eyes, wishing that I
could have been the simple innocent girl that I never was,
for him. Someone who would be worthy of him, not a girl who
had been dragged through the sludge of high-class
prostitution, who already felt so jaded. 

Christian cupped my cheek in his hand; he looked back at me
with a tender expression on his face. 

"Never knew I could feel like this," he whispered. 

"Neither did I," I said, and leaned forward to kiss him. 

Our kisses were shared. I had never kissed anyone like a
lover. I had never been kissed as though I were a lover
instead of a temporary possession. I had never been kissed
like this.

Oh, Christian was not an expert at the art by any means. I
spared a jealous moment to wonder if he had kissed anyone
else, any girl in his hometown, any of the women out there
on the street, anyone, ever. And then I decided I did not
care. He was with me now and that was all that mattered. 

"My heart is singing," I told him, quietly, not quite
knowing the meaning of the words, but certain of the
passion behind them. 

"So is mine," he said, taking my hands. We danced across
the room to the music of an unheard tune, swaying together.
All that I could feel was him and me and the fragile ground
beneath our feet.

He started laughing then, gently, and spun me into his
arms. I turned slightly and realized why he had laughed --
we had danced our way over to the pile of cushions. I
smiled up at him, perfectly willing for the first time in
my life. 

"We don't have to -- " he looked a little nervous as he
said the words, "right now."

"What are you going to do, practice?" I asked, laughing.
"Come here, darling." 

We found ourselves on the cushions in the next few moments,
our bodies and hands and legs tangled up together, all our
clothes still on.  

More kisses. The taste of him, like alcohol and faint smoke
and subtle sea salt and a deeper, richer taste that was his
own and perfect. The way he laughed when I licked at the
juncture between throat and collarbone. The way he groaned
when I traced a hand down his spine. The way his erection
leaped against me when I moved under him. 

"H-how do you get out of this dress?" he asked me, finally,
looking helpless.

I smiled, wrinkling my nose at him. "Like this," I said,
and proceeded to turn over. "Unbutton it," I told him, and
he did, kneeling over me with a look of awe and more than a
little trepidation. 

The dress came off easily, but then there were the corsets
to unlace. I was almost panting when they finally came off
-- getting them to cooperate was always a struggle. But I
finally slipped out of them and knelt on the cushions
beside a certain awestruck lover, who was gazing at my body
with more than a little wonder. 

"Need a little -- help with that?" I said, beginning to
unbutton his shirt. 

"Ye-es," he gasped, and then looked into my eyes again with
a shy smile. "You're so beautiful." 

I had heard those words before, uttered in the same tone
before, a thousand times, but this was the first time my
heart leaped up in response. 

"You're not so bad -- yourself," was all I said though, and
pulled off his shirt, revealing a chest that was very well
muscled indeed for a writer. Briefly I wondered if he had
worked on a farm when he was younger, but laid the thought
aside for another time -- I had more pressing business. 

It was not business, though. It was love. Love. For the
first time ever, I was in love. Hopelessly, totally. 

Why, I didn't know. I don't think I'll ever know. I can
only say that I would rather be with him and be on the
street than live in a castle on the Rhine. 

Simple as that. I bent down to kiss him and my breasts
brushed against the light fur of his chest. 

It was that first touch, first feel of my body against his,
that sparked my desire. Suddenly I wanted him and I wasn't
burning on low heat anymore. I fell into his embrace, and
we started kissing again as we both struggled to get his
trousers off. 

I threw the offending clothing across the room, where it
landed with a solid thwack against the door. But we didn't
care; we were gone, lost to our passion. 

He kissed his way down my throat and across my breast to my
nipple. I pushed against him, liking the feel of his tongue
on my body. He was home to me, and my body responded to his
touch in a way no one else had ever brought out. 

He was shy, a little hesitant, a little nervous, but that
only added to his beauty. Everyone else had been so jaded,
touching me like I was just another in a list of thousands.
Christian touched me like I was a china cup and would
break. 

My fingers went up to tangle in his dark hair, and he
raised his head to kiss me again.

"Christian," I whispered. "I love you." My hands went
wandering, down the curve of his flank, tracing the backs
of his legs. I was not following the prescribed ritual of
arousal that all courtesans learn, but was exploring the
body of my lover. 

He seemed to like it. Our kisses grew more forceful with
the moments. When my hands finally brushed against his
cock, I felt him jerk against me and moan into my hair. 

"Are you ready?" he whispered. 

I smiled. "Are you?" And I took hold of him, gently putting
him inside my body. 

Inside me. And the wonder of it exploded over my senses,
startling me with the ferocity of it. I gasped out loud as
he began to move, slowly, so slow I could feel every ridge
and contour of his erection. He looked down at me, and our
eyes met. 

"Until the end of time," he gasped out. 

"Yes," I whispered, and it was part gasp, part answer. 

We moved together, back and forth in a gentle rhythm that
time before time had perfected. His body fit against mine
like it had been made for that very purpose, and I gasped
as I wondered if perhaps it had. 

We would have loved to keep up that slow pace forever, to
make love until the sun rose, but both of us were tired and
both of us were passionate. Little by little the tempo sped
up. 

At last he touched something inside me that made me arch up
off the bed. "Again," I groaned out. "Oh yes."

He did. Again and again and again, harder and faster each
time. He was breathing hard now and his eyes were closed
tight, thrusting into me with a single-minded intensity.

Suddenly he opened his eyes and looked into mine,
passion-glazed. "Satine, my love," he gasped out, and
almost immediately I felt the white-hot rush of him
spilling out inside of me. 

I followed him at that, stars exploding in front of my
eyes, sun and moon and tree and flower dancing before me,
the world fading to the feel of his body over mine and his
hands against my skin. 

It was a long time before I could move. Tiny aftershocks
went through my body whenever he shifted. I felt languid
and ever-so-happy.

When I finally did move, it was only to cuddle into his
body and whisper a final few words.

"I will love you until my dying day," was all that I said.
I do not even know if he heard the words, for he was
already asleep. 

I laughed under my breath, and pulled a blanket over us,
curling in with him. "Suddenly the world is such a perfect
place," was my last thought before I, too, fell into
dreams. 

END
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"You've always tried to protect me," Danny said, sitting
down on the log next to Rafe. "But I want to go on this
mission, Rafe, I want to go."

Rafe nodded, biting his lip. "I know you do. But inside
something is screaming at me not to let you." 

"As though you could stop me," Danny said. 

"You're right, I couldn't," Rafe said. "Or, at least," he
paused, "I won't try." 

For a few minutes they stared at the dying fire and the
dying sunset, each of them wrapped up in his own thoughts.
It was Danny who spoke again at last, hesitating.

"Rafe, I didn't speak quite right just a few minutes ago,
about Evelyn. I don't know how to say this, but I meant to
say that I hoped you didn't love her more than you love me,
not that she loved you more than me."

Rafe turned to face Danny. "I'm a little confused here." 

Danny laughed nervously. "Rafe, I, uh, I love you." 

Rafe looked even more puzzled. "Well, yes, of course you
do, that's not a secret. We're best friends, have been
since we were kids, and no one breaks that up, not even
ourselves."

Danny smiled. "Thanks for the words. But that wasn't what I
meant. I meant that Evelyn's nothing to me, beside you.
It's true that I'd never felt that way about any girl
before, but the reason I felt like that about her was
because she was yours!" 

The words had come out in a rush, and Rafe had to strain to
catch them all in the soft breeze.

"You loved her because you couldn't love me?" Rafe still
didn't sound as though he entirely understood. 

"Yes!" Danny slid over beside Rafe, sitting on the white
sand next to the fire. "That's right. I love *you.* I love
her too, but if you love her, that's okay, I wish you well
and I'll never say anything about loving her or you again."


"No, wait." Rafe caught Danny's hand in his own. "Tell me."


Danny looked up with a soft smile on his face. "Ever since
we were kids and you stood up for me when my dad hit me
that time, I've loved you. It about broke my heart when you
went away to England, and nearly killed me when I heard
that you were dead. And then Evelyn -- I could talk about
you with her. I told her so many stories about when we were
kids...do you want me to go on?"

Rafe was sitting still with Danny's hand in his own, eyes
downcast. "Yes, go on. Tell me everything."

"And then I -- I don't know what happened. I started
feeling all dizzy and fuzzy inside. I'd only ever felt that
way with you. The thought came to me that Evelyn was almost
a part of you, the lover you left behind, while I was only
your friend. And then I thought that maybe I could pretend
I was you and do the things you would have done with her.
So I took her up in the airplane to see the Pearl Harbor
sunset. When we got back," he paused, taking a breath, "it
must have been the moonlight or something. Touching her was
like touching you, I remember thinking to myself. The next
morning she knew it was a mistake, but I didn't. I didn't
think it was wrong until I found out you were alive."

Danny took another gasping breath, half-choked with silent
sobs, and covered Rafe's hand with his own. "Please forgive
me." 

Rafe reached out with his free hand and pulled Danny up
beside him and into a hug. "There's nothing to forgive. You
didn't do anything wrong. You didn't. I just got mad,
that's all. You've never been a lousy friend, I promise." 

Rafe could feel Danny nod against his chest. "Thank you,
Rafe," he whispered. They did not move apart. 

The night had completely fallen by now, and the fire was
dying to embers. The breeze was not cold and the sand was
still warm and soft. Gently Rafe slid down off the log,
Danny still in his arms, onto the sand. 

"Danny, I've been thinking," he whispered. He felt Danny's
head move against his shoulder in an indication that he was
listening. "We've got to work this out somehow. And I can't
see any way of doing it other than --" he bent his head and
kissed Danny's lips, gently -- "making everything go full
circle. I know you love me. And I know I love you. And we
both love Evelyn and she loves both of us."

"What will Evelyn say?" Danny wondered. "And how does that
work everything out?"

Rafe swallowed. "You marry Evelyn. I live with you and her.
No one knows. And we just love each other. That's all."

"It sounds so easy." Danny looked up into Rafe's face. 

"It is," Rafe said, and kissed Danny's forehead, just where
the errant lock of hair lay over his face. Danny sighed and
wrapped his arms around Rafe, holding on tightly. 

For long moments they just held each other, feeling the
night breezes surge across their bodies, each feeling his
heart thrill at the nearness of the other. The fire hissed
in its final death throes, embers glowing red in the
darkness beside them.

Neither knew who moved first to kiss; afterward Rafe said
it had been Danny and Danny thought it was Rafe. But the
coming together of their lips was a simple thing; it was
the passion that sparked between them finally finding a
home.

Rafe thought Danny's lips were like velvet under his,
smooth and soft and so sweet, the perfection of beauty.
Worlds clashed and died as they kissed; time spun to a
dizzying halt. And their eyes were closed, hearts saying
more than words ever could.

Danny was the first to change the pace, quickly sliding his
own body over Rafe's on the soft sand, still kissing him.
Touching Rafe wasn't like touching a woman, it was somehow
safer, more close to home. And for that reason all the more
dangerous.

"We could be kicked out of the Air Force for this," Danny
whispered, negating the urgency of his words with a lick to
Rafe's collarbone. 

"As long as no one knows, no one will care," Rafe answered,
sliding a hand down Danny's back to the gentle curve of his
ass.

And words were forgotten for the gentle slide of body
against body and the muffled ecstatic cries of two lovers
lost to passion.

Much later, they lay in each other's arms, still tingling
with joy and happiness. "It will work out," Danny
whispered. 

"Everything will be all right," Rafe answered.

END
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"You are dying, Satine." The words, in Harry's voice, were
cold, but steady. I heard someone make a small sound of
protest and realized after a moment that it was me. I
turned, the universe quivering before my eyes. I dimly
realized that I was coughing, and I struggled to suppress
the pain in my chest. 

Though I said his words might be a trick, I knew in my
heart that they were not. 

Someday I'll fly away. I thought it would have been
tonight, and with Christian, but no. It shall be a far
colder flight, into dream and shadow. And I shall die, and
dreams shall end. 

It is my fate.

Ice entered my body, and I felt cold and dark, everything
going into a dim haze around me. Marie hovered beside me,
fear written on her face. But no, Marie, I cannot die now.
I will not die now. 

I had seen this coming for many months. Since the night I
met Christian. I tried to brush it off with complaints
about the costumes, or the air in the room, or the pressure
I was under, but I knew. Knew something was very, very
wrong with my body. 

But when I was with Christian, nothing mattered. Time
stopped. The universe was perfect and wonderful. 

Tiny flashes of memory fly in front of my eyes. The two of
us wrapped in a sheet and each other's arms, staring out
the window in the early dawn, soaking in the warmth of the
beauty of each other. Laughing in Toulouse's apartment over
a bit of dialogue. Sharing an impromptu lunch in bed, one
day when the Duke was obliged to be out of the city and we
could be sure we were safe. Stolen kisses in my dressing
room. Lipstick all over his face, that dreadful night that
I was so sick. His love and trust in me, even when he had
every reason to believe that I was with the Duke that
night. His foolish promise not to be jealous. My amazement
that he had tried his hardest not to be. 

All those happy moments. And those would be the only happy
moments I would ever know. 

My desire to be a "real actress" had been pushed to the
background in the face of my love for Christian. I would
now rather have lived on the street than live without him. 

But I wasn't going to live. There were no choices to make.
All I could do was try to save Christian from the wreck of
my life. Maybe if he believed I didn't love him, it would
not only spare his own life, but also spare him the pain of
my impending death. 

Slowly I sank onto the sofa, and promptly fell asleep,
still watched over by Marie. 

*****

In the morning I carefully repaired my flaking makeup,
donned my warmest dress (it was so cold, so cold that day),
and made my way through the workers to the front of the
Moulin Rouge, and out the door. I found myself at
Christian's "humble abode" far too soon, and opened the
door without knocking. He looked at me as though I were a
stranger. 

And face to face with him, I found it very difficult to
pretend, to lie. There was something in him that called out
the honesty of everyone he met. 

Almost I broke down. I gathered my strength together,
looked him in the eye, silently thinking "it's for you, my
love, for your life," and told him that I was the Hindu
courtesan and I chose the maharajah. 

I left him heartbroken. I hoped I convinced him. I wasn't
one for prayer, but my heart was pleading with God to keep
him safe and far away from the terrible Duke, at whose hand
I had suffered enough. 

Now it was just to get through the day and the show. 

Busy as the day was, I took a few moments out of it in the
early afternoon, to write a letter to Christian. I could
not have him think I was leading a merry life as the
mistress of the Duke, after I had died. I wanted to tell
him I loved him one last time. 

"Dearest Christian," I wrote, "By the time you read this I
will be dead. I did not tell you, but I have consumption. I
did not know myself until very recently."

"Please forgive me for my deception. I wanted to save you
the pain of losing me. I never stopped loving you, come
what may, I promise you. I still love you, from beyond the
grave, and I see you happy, I pray."

"My heart is too full of the words I want to say, and I
think I've said many of them to you already. But this
remains: I love you. Not until my dying day, beyond it.
While the stars shine above us, I will love you. Forever,
Christian, I promise."

I signed the letter, and gave it to Chocolat, with an
injunction to give it to Christian after my death. I also
entrusted Chocolat with making sure that whatever money I
had was given to Christian. I had many jewels and other
gifts that belonged to me alone, not Zidler, and I wanted
to be sure that Christian got them. 

And so the afternoon passed, without a word from Christian,
Zidler, or the Duke. I was too busy to think, and was
constantly interrupted by fits of coughing. Marie gave me
dose after dose of her medicines, just to keep me on my
feet.

When the performance started, I searched the audience for
any sign of Christian. I did not see him, and breathed in a
sigh of relief. He had not come, then, and was safe.

It was a shock to see him appear in my dressing room, money
in hand, obviously wounded to the quick, demanding why he
shouldn't pay me like all the rest of my customers. I went
pale. 

"No, Christian, there's no point," I said as calmly as I
could. "Just go!" 

He refused. We stumbled, somehow, to just behind the doors
of the stage, and fell out into the lights in front of the
audience. I gasped my horror at the situation, but he
appeared to be master of it. He gestured to Zidler, but was
looking straight at the Duke.

"This woman is yours now," he said. Pulling out the money
he carried, he threw it at me, where it drifted down over
my dress. "I owe you nothing," he went on, speaking to me
now. I looked up at him, not believing my ears. "And you
are nothing to me."

And the love of my life stalked off the stage, and down the
aisle, pulling off the coat of the sitar player. 

I could only shake my head. I felt as weak as water. Harry
had to literally pull me to my feet. I was breathless and
shaking. 

He said his line, and I pulled away from him, trying to
stand up enough to get breath in my lungs. 

And suddenly there was a crash, and Toulouse's voice
shouting from above, "No! The greatest thing you'll ever
learn is just to love and be loved in return!" 

Just to love. I began to sing.

Somewhere in the middle of the first verse, I found my
strength. I forgot that Christian was going to be killed,
forgot about the audience, forgot about everything except
that my heart, my love, my life was walking away from me. 

"Come back to me, and forgive everything!" My chest caught
on the last note, and I tried to breathe, gasping for a
moment. "Seasons may change, winter to spring, but I love
you, 'til the end of time." 

Christian turned back to me.

And that moment was the greatest I have ever had. He took
up the song on the chorus, walking back up the aisle to me.


The joy that filled my heart could not be contained. We
caught each other's hands, went into each other's arms,
kissing. Laughing. The universe consisted only of the two
of us. We were blissfully unaware of anything else. 

The other actors must have guided us through the short bit
of play remaining, because I don't remember any of it, just
Christian's laughing eyes meeting mine.

And the curtain fell to thunderous applause. We were
gathering ourselves for curtain call when the sky dropped
in on me. I stumbled. My breath caught. And suddenly I
could not breathe. At all. I took in a choked gasp, and
collapsed into Christian's arms, senseless. 

A moment, and I revived. But I knew, deep inside, that this
was all. There would be a curtain call for me tonight, but
it would not be at the Moulin Rouge. 

Christian was panicked and sobbing above me, having seen
the blood on my lips. But I was calm. 

"You've got to go on, Christian," I said. "You've got so
much to give."

"Can't go on without you, though," he told me, face
breaking into tears. 

"Yes," I insisted. "Promise me. Tell our story, Christian.
That way I'll always be with you."

He nodded, sobbing, and my eyes closed, gently. There was
no pain. Christian's arms around me was the last thing I
felt as I sank peacefully into the warmth of death. 

END
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Part 1: Stand With You On A Mountain

"We did it!" Rafe took off his cap and threw it in the air.
The two eight year old boys were standing on top of a giant
haystack they'd climbed up, not without dislodging a good
deal of the hay on the way.

Danny snatched Rafe's cap from out of the air just as it
was about to go over the side of the stack. The two plopped
down into the warm, sweet-smelling hay and just sat staring
off at the fields for a while. 

Eventually they heard the noise of a plane flying overhead.
"Wonder if that's Dad," Rafe said lazily. 

"It don't look like your dad," Danny answered, sitting up a
bit more. "Plane's bigger."

Rafe sat up too, and they both stared as the plane, flying
slowly, came overhead.

"That's a war plane," Rafe said at last. "A flyer is
piloting it."

"Wow," Danny said, and they both went silent, looking up at
the brand spanking new military plane.

They were both so caught up in watching the plane, that
they didn't even see Rafe's dad walking across the field to
them.

"Hey, boys," he said. "Watcha doin' up there?" 

"Hey, Dad!" Rafe waved at his father. "See the plane?"

"Yeah."

"That's a war plane!"

"So it is," Rafe's father said. "But you've gotta come down
now, it's time for dinner."

"Wanna come to dinner, Danny?" Rafe asked.

"Sure!" Danny looked pleased; Rafe's family, unlike his,
always had enough to eat and to spare.

"Catch me, Daddy!" Rafe yelled, and slid down the haystack
into the waiting arms of his father.

*****

Part 2: Bathe With You In The Sea

"This suit is too big, Rafe," Danny said, after pulling his
shorts up for the third time.

"Well, it's too small for me," Rafe said. "Here, let's put
a safety pin in it to hold it up."

They rummaged around for a safety pin, finally finding one
in Rafe's mother's sewing kit. Danny gathered the extra
length of cloth together and held it away from his body as
Rafe stuck the pin through carefully, making sure not to
stick Danny.

Rafe's hand brushed across Danny's hipbone, and Rafe
suddenly felt a spark of brilliant arousal sting through
him, momentarily depriving him of his senses.

Fortunately, Danny did not notice the slight gasp he gave,
and the pin was fastened without a hitch. 

"There," Rafe said, stepping back and trying to keep his
composure, "all better?"

Danny smiled at him. "All better." He tugged at the
waistline of the shorts experimentally. "See?"

Rafe laughed and turned toward the cabin door. "Last one
in's a rotten egg!"

They raced toward the lake, arriving at almost the same
moment, and plunged into the cool water. The rest of Rafe's
family was already on the sand or in the water. 

Danny splashed Rafe. Rafe splashed him back. And in the
middle of their first water fight of the summer, Danny made
up his mind that this was the best vacation he had ever
had.

*****

Part 3: Lay Like This Forever

They were both breathing hard as they looked into each
other's eyes. They knew exactly what they were seeing --
the eyes of a friend, an almost-brother, and now, a lover. 

Rafe had not meant to confess his long-held feelings for
Danny. Nor had Danny expected to blurt out how he loved his
best friend just as much. But it had happened, in the
darkness one night in their shared room, and they were
silent as Danny slid into Rafe's bed, silent as they
stared, awestruck, into one another's eyes, before their
first kiss.

They kissed, long and slow and delicious, learning each
other. And to Danny it was like finding a home, forever, in
the taste of Rafe's lips. 

"Your mouth is sweet," Rafe whispered, lips kiss-close to
Danny's. 

Danny did not answer, but reached between their bodies,
tracing a slender hand down Rafe's chest on the way to his
goal. 

Rafe did his own exploring, hand making a journey down
across Danny's hip before finally touching his friend's
cock, slenderness coming alive in his hands.

Danny caught his breath in an almost-sob of pleasure.
Rafe's hand on his body was almost enough to make him come,
just in a fantasy, but it was so much better in reality.

"Oh," they gasped together, almost in surprise, and began a
steady simultaneous pumping, mouths crushing together in
passion.

Almost too quickly it was over. Danny pulled Rafe to him,
and they pressed body to body for a moment, limbs tangled
together. Their bodies were covered with a faint sheen of
sweat in the moonlight. They were both panting, not
speaking, overcome by what they had just experienced. 

Later that night, after they had slept curled together for
a little while, Danny crept back to his own bed. 

The morning found them facing each other with sheepish,
knowing smiles. 

*****

Part 4: Until The Sky Falls

"Danny, no, please!" Rafe was aware, with some faint part
of his brain, that he was shouting, and that everyone in
his crew who was still alive was watching curiously over
his shoulder. But he didn't care.

"Danny...Danny," he called, as Danny's eyes fluttered open
again. 

"Rafe?" Danny's voice was very, very weak. "I gotta go. My
dad is waiting for me."

Rafe bent down very low, close to Danny's lips so the
others would not hear. "Love you, Danny," he whispered.
"Had to tell you. I love you."

Danny smiled through the pain, and shifted up so that their
lips were almost touching. "Love you too, Rafe."

Their lips met, for the last time, as Danny's eyes closed
again, and his body went limp. And Rafe could not see
anything for a long time, because of the tears that kept
coming into his eyes. 

He cradled Danny's broken body to his breast, and silently
let his tears fall onto his best friend and lover's
clothes, until the Chinese roused him and took him away to
safety. 

END
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The wonder of your skin against mine fulfills a longing I
never knew I had. None of my other lovers touched me like
you do, as though I were something precious. They never saw
me as a person, never looked at the soul behind these eyes.
I was only their sex toy.

I am your lover. Pleasure is shared and explodes between
us. We smile into each other's faces when we touch. We gaze
and hold, and gaze again, each with eyes fastened on the
other's body as though we could never get enough of the
sight of each other. 

I am your beloved. I am not a prostitute when I am with
you, but a princess. You fulfill my every wish, and do it
with everything you have inside you. 

And I return the favor, pleasing you and myself at the same
time, getting lost in the wonder of your glazed-over eyes
when you explode in my hands. I watch you tremble against
my skin, feel your eyelashes brush against my bare shoulder
as you lean down to lave at a nipple.

"I love you." I whisper it by candlelight, by starlight, by
sunshine. Each time I say the words, your eyes meet mine in
what almost looks like an incredulous stare. And each time
I stare you down, saying with my eyes what you won't
believe from my mouth. 

Because I do love you. I love every breath of you. I crave
to be near you. When I can't see you, the world is dark and
cold. I do my best to try to turn my eyes toward my
Argentinean co-star during rehearsal, but inside I am
desperately wishing I could say the words to you. 

Never knew I could feel like this. Love was never an option
for me. Keep it simple, quick, and dirty, was what I was
always taught. Don't draw out your liaisons. Don't have sex
with someone more than once unless he gives you really good
presents. 

Diamonds, after all, are not a girl's best friend. I have
learned that a life without love is terrible. And I would
gladly beg on the streets, if you were with me.

With you in the world, how wonderful life is. How wonderful
you are. 

END
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****

It seemed that my hands were the sky as I covered you, my
body the earth and sun and air. The wind and the wonder of
it whipped through me. And I smiled. 

I cradled you to myself, your small head against my hands,
protected. "You are safe," I whispered into the roar of
fear. "Be still." 

I could not see your eyes but I felt your mouth move
against my skin. "I will." I did not hear the words, but
they resonated through my body. 

And I felt like a world-conqueror, then. You so delicate in
my hands, and my body your shield. I closed my eyes,
feeling the flames lick hot against my neck.

"Fear not, help will come," I sighed as the wind swept me,
still holding you, into worlds unknown. 

****

In the silence of my pain, I dreamed awhile of you, of your
blond hair and bright eyes, so trusting when you looked at
me. In a former life they called me Qui-Gon Jinn, and I was
a Jedi. 

I do not know your name. Though your small body is crushed
against mine, seeking the safety of my larger frame, I do
not know who you are, only that you are far too young to be
caught in this horror.

But the whirl of wind and flame sweeps me up, and I think
of you as you might have been, if times had been different,
if we had been different.

If the Jedi had only listened to common sense, instead of
relying on the Will of an untrustworthy Force that repays
devotion with slaughter and honor with chaos. If the Jedi
had only taken a moment out of contemplating the knit
fabric of the universe to watch the knit fabric of their
government, we would not now be caught here, last of the
survivors.

You could have been my padawan. Instead the one who was my
padawan lies dead on the hot floor, flesh slowly being
consumed by fire. How I wish I could have spared both of
you this death and this meaningless life.

For what purpose is there to this wholesale slaughter in
the Jedi Temple? I wish I could ask why here and now, why
this generation, but there is no answer. There will never
be an answer, for all generations equally deserved it. 

You are less than six years old and you are living your
last moments cradled by my body. No, no, we cannot say this
is fair, but what is fair? The deaths of the children on
Nare, is that fair? The destruction of Alderaan, is that
fair? The slavery on Tatooine, is that fair? 

The flames licking at your body and mine do not know
justice. They only seek revenge, doing the bidding of their
commanders.

The Sith. It still seems like a legend to me, the tale of
beings caught in evil so deep they can never be redeemed,
using the Force in fear and anger against their fellow
creatures. 

But they are not legend. They are very, very real. The heat
lapping at the base of my spine attests to that. 

And they caught us unprepared. Even Master Yoda was not
expecting this. He too, lies dead somewhere in this
building, this ruin smoldering down to ashes, leaving
behind a black hole in the glory of Coruscant. 

I never saw their faces. I never knew their names. I only
know they hated us.

I don't know why.

You stir slightly against my skin, huddling away from the
heat that reaches out to taste you too. I cannot sense my
body, and I dare not move, for fear that again I will
struggle against the pain I would feel. 

You don't make a sound. I admire your bravery. You would
have been a Jedi to be proud of. 

I cannot help but move. The agony bites at me as I struggle
closer to the wall, knowing that I'll live only a few
painful seconds longer because of it. 

In the light of the flames your eyes glitter up at me and I
slowly slide again into what might have been.

You could have been my lover. The thought makes me gasp,
not because I am shocked at it, but because it feels so
right. 

Tied to you, bright spirit, I could have made kings bow
before me. I keep on telling myself sweet lies, thinking
that this is what could have been, what should have been.
What is not. 

I think of you, grown up, laughing, the soft curves of your
lips beckoning me. I think of you, braid hanging down over
your shoulder, blue lightsaber caught timeless in the
Seventeenth Movement. I think of you, in Jedi whites, your
eyes looking straight and solemn into mine as I cut your
braid. I think of you, your body under mine in a far
different time and place, and a different fire raging
around us. 

I think of you:

--the taste of your mouth--

--the feel of your skin--

--the wonder of your love--

and I no longer feel any pain. 

I do not even realize that my body has been left behind
when I greet you, a smile of welcome gracing your lips, in
the fiery stillness of death. 

END
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Notes, Warnings: Main character death. Possible chan-slashy
elements (depending upon interpretation?) Very much AU.
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Title: Soar
Author: Amy Fortuna
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Rating: PG
Archive: Yes.
Feedback: Please. :)
Disclaimer: Rafe and Danny don't belong to me. I regret
that fact every day.
Summary: Danny reflects on Rafe; Rafe returns the favor. 
Notes: This is as close as I'll get to a songfic for "There
You'll Be."

****

Danny: 

I loved him. I hardly dare to confess the words, even now.
I only know that the sense of loss was so great when I
heard the news of his death that I could barely move or
speak. My mind and heart went numb; it was as though half
of my soul had been ripped away. 

I could only whisper "it's not true, tell me it's not
true." There was no answer to that. 

And with his death, new shadows throw themselves harsh over
the curve of gentle hill and winding river. Nothing looks
the same to me. 

Music feels deeper, richer, to my senses. The play of light
on the face of a beautiful woman, across her body --
nothing looks the same as it did when Rafe was with me. 

And at night when I lie in my bed staring out at the summer
stars, I see him. I remember the laughter we shared, what
seems like an eternity ago. I remember the joy. I remember
the pain. I remember the smallest things like the way his
lip curled when he got angry, or when he smiled, the way
dawn would break out on his face. 

I believe that I will see him again when I die. And maybe
then I'll get the chance to say the things I never could
here on earth.

****

Rafe: 

I loved him. I am not afraid to say it, because my Danny
was a hero who died in a hero's cause. 

But even his heroism cannot dim my grief. As I held him
dying in my arms, I could not understand that this was
real, that my Danny was being taken away from me and there
was nothing I could do about it. 

There was no one to push away, no way to stop the pain. Not
this time. Tear-mingled words, frantic pleadings, and a
last smile are all I remember. The warm weight of him in my
arms slowly becoming cold. The mixture of joy and grief on
Evelyn's face when a casket followed me down the stairs of
the plane. 

Faint snatches of memory from World War II. But before
that, I can see vividly. I can remember splashing Danny in
the swimming hole. I can picture the two of us sitting in
the treehouse we built, spying out overflying planes. All
the good times, all the laughter and happiness, like a
dream just out of reach. 

My Danny left behind a changing world. Because of him, it's
hopefully changing for the better. 

In my dreams, I will always picture him as his spirit must
have looked ascending to heaven -- soaring swift above the
sky. 

END


=====
"It's about love overcoming all obstacles...." -- Christian, Moulin Rouge
Website: http://www.slashcity.org/~amyfortuna
Fic List: http://groups.yahoo.com/group/fortuna_fic
Journal: http://www.livejournal.com/users/sunshinegirl/

__________________________________________________
Do You Yahoo!?
Make international calls for as low as $.04/minute with Yahoo! Messenger
http://phonecard.yahoo.com/


From DummyAddressAndDate Thu Sep 16 11:42:17 2010
X-Yahoo-Msgnum: 147
Return-Path: <amyfortuna@yahoo.com>
X-Sender: amyfortuna@yahoo.com
X-Apparently-To: fortuna_fic@yahoogroups.com
Received: (EGP: mail-7_3_1); 17 Aug 2001 22:10:01 -0000
Received: (qmail 51745 invoked from network); 17 Aug 2001 22:10:01 -0000
Received: from unknown (10.1.10.26)
  by l7.egroups.com with QMQP; 17 Aug 2001 22:10:01 -0000
Received: from unknown (HELO web9504.mail.yahoo.com) (216.136.129.134)
  by mta1 with SMTP; 17 Aug 2001 22:10:01 -0000
Message-ID: <20010817221001.28241.qmail@web9504.mail.yahoo.com>
Received: from [129.219.6.36] by web9504.mail.yahoo.com; Fri, 17 Aug 2001 15:10:01 PDT
Date: Fri, 17 Aug 2001 15:10:01 -0700 (PDT)
Subject: FIC: Sunlight Through Leaves 0/3
To: Fortuna_fic <fortuna_fic@yahoogroups.com>,
  OnlyDuncanMethos <onlyduncanmethos@yahoogroups.com>
MIME-Version: 1.0
Content-Type: text/plain; charset=us-ascii
From: Amy Fortuna <amyfortuna@yahoo.com>

Title: Sunlight Through Leaves
Author: Amy Fortuna (amyfortuna@yahoo.com)
Pairing: Methos/Duncan
Rating: NC-17
Archive: Please ask.
Disclaimer: Davis/Panzer would behead me if they knew what
I'd done with their Methos and Duncan. (But it was fun!)
Warnings: After spoiler space at the end of this post. 
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Warnings: This story contains the death of a main character.
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"One of the great strengths of Methos is that it would
still bear reading that every single thing he has ever done
has been a manipulation to get Duncan into a position where
he can kill him." -- Peter Wingfield, in Highlander: The
Complete Watcher's Guide, page 108.

****

The call was unexpected, but not unhoped for. Since Amanda
had been killed, shortly after the last of the bombings,
Methos was the only person left that Duncan wanted to hear
from. 
 
And in the post-apocalyptic world that was, Methos seemed
like a possible fount of wisdom. Five thousand years and
more, what had the man seen in his time? Surely a few
cities destroyed could be very little in the grand scheme
of things. 

That early morning in his country home, Duncan was sitting
on the porch, half watching the news, and half listening to
the birds singing, when his phone rang. 
 
Methos cut straight to the chase, as soon as the greetings
were over. "Listen, Mac, I haven't seen you in far too
long."

"It has been too long," Duncan agreed. "When shall I pick
you up?"

Methos laughed into his ear. "So quick to play the host,
MacLeod?" 

"For you, yes," Duncan answered, smiling. 

****
 
Their meeting was like an ancient plea coming back to life.
Silent, in an airport, crowds pushing past them, their
hands met once again, and fingers clung longer than was
deemed absolutely polite. 
 
It seemed like a dream, Duncan would have said, a gentle
slow slide of Methos' hand into his, and the way his hair
moved against Duncan's shoulder when he leaned forward into
a quick embrace. 

Methos had grown his hair out; it looked classically
beautiful on him, a sweep of dark brown locks over
shoulders, perfectly straight, no curls there. The ancient
immortal glanced up with a smile after the hug.

"You still wear your hair short to remember Richie," were
Methos' first words to him. 

"Yes," Duncan sighed. 

"I admire your devotion," Methos cast a soft, coy glance at
Duncan, who saw Methos, suddenly, in a whole new light. The

golden light that always had traveled about him seemed to
intensify, and Methos became godlike, eyes starry radiant.
 
"How have you been?" Duncan asked the question so no one
would wonder why he was staring at this man like the dying
gaze into heaven. 
 
Methos tilted his head. "Well." Another gentle glance into
Duncan's eyes. "And you?" 

"All right," Duncan answered, grabbing for Methos' bag. "Is
this all you have?"

Methos kept hold of the bag. "Yes, that's all," he said.
"Let's go home." 

Duncan made another grab for the bag, and Methos let him
have one of the handles, rolling his eyes with a sarcastic
sigh. 

They walked out together.

****
 
Methos paused, for the first time, at the door of Duncan's
home. "Isn't this where you ask me in, Mac?" he said,
softly smiling. 

Duncan turned, and the light in his eyes must have been
obvious. "Come in, Methos," was all he said. "Make yourself
at home."  

Methos' laughter was somewhat subdued. "Don't I always?" he
said, suiting the action to the word and throwing his bags
on the couch. 

Methos was different, in a way that couldn�t be pinned down
to merely the passing of a hundred years, Duncan thought. 

"Have you changed your name recently?" Duncan asked. Methos
glanced up from his contemplation of the couch, and stepped

forward, smiling.

"Yes," he said. "Who I am, well, you'll find out later."

"Why is that?" Duncan asked. "Are you in the Secret Service
or something?" 

Methos only raised an eyebrow. "That remains to be seen,"
he said. He stalked over to the refrigerator, purpose in
his eyes. "They have awful beer in China," he declared to
no one in particular, and pulled out a bottle, raising it
to MacLeod in a mock toast.

*****

The last hundred years had been the hardest Duncan had ever
seen. Connor's and Richie's deaths began the century, a
girl he had loved had been killed in the bombing of New
York, and Amanda had gotten herself beheaded in Paris three
years ago, 
exactly how Duncan never found out. Methos was the only one
Duncan cared about that was still alive, the only constant.


"The survivor," Duncan whispered. "Not the strongest, or
the quickest, but the foxhole warrior, the sneakiest." 

Said survivor was sprawled out on the couch across the
room, alternately dozing and reading, an empty beer bottle
beside him, while Duncan cooked a quick dinner. 

His country home was actually very simple. It only
contained two rooms and a bathroom, one large living room
with a kitchen at one end and a foldout couch at the other,
and a small bedroom with a big bed.

"At least the couch becomes a bed," Methos had laughed when
Duncan told him about it, in the car on the way home. "I've

slept in far worse, trust me, even recently." 

At that, Duncan had glanced over at Methos, noting the
strains of weariness in his face, and promising himself to
make Methos rest for a while. What had the man been doing
to get so tired?

"Flew from China last night," Methos had said, as though
answering the thought. 

That's not it, Duncan thought to himself. Not enough to get
him that exhausted.

He walked over to the sleeping Methos, and took him by the
shoulder, gently. Methos jumped up, hand making a move
toward his sword, then saw it was only Duncan and let his
hand fall. 

"Don't do that, Mac," he growled, suddenly primal. "I could
have killed you." 

Duncan backed up, spreading his hands, helplessly.
"Dinner's ready," he said.

***** 

to part 2
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****

After dinner, Duncan asked if Methos would like to see the
rest of the property. Methos smiled and assented. They
walked out into the twilight, and Duncan pointed out the
small stream, rushing swift along a small canyon next to
the house. They climbed down the canyon, clutching at a
rope rigged to two trees, the wind blowing Methos' hair
about his face, making him look even younger than he
already did.

At the bottom, Methos drew a hand along the edge of the
canyon cliff, and picked out a small rock. He handed it to
Duncan, quietly.

"A fossil," Duncan said. "Do you know what kind?" 

Methos shrugged. "No, just a old shellfish." He smiled,
wryly. "So you can remember who's with you here. That thing
is older than I am."

Duncan raised his eyebrows. "You sure about that?"

Methos spluttered, pushing at Duncan's shoulder. "Of
course, infant," he laughed.

And in the deepening twilight, amid their laughter, Duncan
felt he could be comfortable, just being with Methos, until
the end of time. 

****
They were deep in the country, in an old house Duncan had
bought thirty years earlier. Not many houses still remained
this far in the country, for either they had been sold to
companies and eventually assimilated into the city, or they
had been abandoned by their owners and left to fall to
pieces. 

A short while after the general flight to the cities, what
was spoken of now as "the apocalypse" had broken out, and
several of the major cities had gone up in one giant burst
of flame. Los Angeles was gone, New York destroyed, Seattle
exploded into small pieces in the ocean -- and that was
just in the United States. The world had duked it out with
nuclear weaponry and settled at last to a mere whimper of
what it once had been. It had been a horrible time, for no
Immortal knew where it was safe to be. 

Duncan remembered his own fears during that time,
frantically trying to reach his friends, not finding many
of them, finding that others were dead. Amanda was the only
one who had joined him, flying from her latest profession,
which had turned terrifying -- international spy. 

Together they had left Paris for good, striking deep into
Russia to hide. After the cease-fire was declared, though,
they, having grown good and tired of each other, had gone
separate ways.

And Duncan returned to the United States and bought a small
home in hill country.

People who could were desperate to get back into the
relative safety of the deep countryside, but that option
was only available to those who were wealthy. Duncan had
been one of them. 

At last the world had trickled down to peace again, and
Duncan had discovered that there were no more Watchers
existing as a group. They had been scattered in the wake of
the bombings and could not be located. 

Perhaps Methos had been involved in trying to find them,
Duncan thought the next morning after Methos arrived, after

breakfast. Almost he had turned to ask, but hesitated.
Methos had been gentle, too careful, with him, making sure
Duncan was as happy as possible. 

He volunteers information only when he feels like it,
Duncan thought. I can at least be courteous enough not to
ask. 

Methos looked happy, as though it was the first time in
years, Duncan reflected. He sat in the sunshine, book lying
neglected in his lap, staring off at the growing trees and
the grassy meadow, intercut by the stream and its waterfall
that thundered down into the canyon, and the forest beyond.
He looked beautiful, ethereal, not of earth. A golden
radiance, more than sunshine, seemed to float about him. 

Methos looked up, catching Duncan's eyes, and smiled, open,
wanton, bright. 

Duncan went down the steps to him, feeling the tug of an
irresistible impulse, knowing his desires were shared and
returned, without even having to say it. Methos took his
hand and drew the Highlander down next to him in the soft
grass. 

"I love you, you know," Methos whispered, and tossed the
book away, pulling Duncan into his arms. And Duncan could
not help but be swept away by the fierceness of Methos'
passion. 

"I really do," Methos said. Was that a sob in his voice?

And then Methos was kissing him, and it was so good, so
perfect. "Over five thousand years of training for this," a
small voice seemed to whisper in the back of Duncan's mind.
He ignored the cynicism of his own brain, and lingered in
Methos' mouth instead, dwelling on the taste of his lover,
the warmth of his body, the surging heat against his thigh.


So right. They tumbled backward onto the grass, embracing
with a fierceness Duncan had known could be inside Methos,
but had touched so rarely. Methos' hair tumbled across his
shoulders, wildly, and Duncan ran gentle fingers through
it, breathing hard. 

"I don't know who or what you are, Methos, but you have
bewitched me," Duncan sighed.

Methos smiled, an odd maddening kind of smile. "Good," he
said, and reached for Duncan's hand. "Let's take this
inside. I don't know how many neighbors you have, but I'd
rather not have an audience."

Duncan got to his feet, with difficulty, taking Methos'
hand into his own. "If I can walk," he said. "God, Methos,
what are you doing to me?"

Methos smiled that smile again. "Just think, I've only
begun!"

****

to part three
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****

Inside, Duncan was quick to take the lead, pulling Methos
into the small bedroom, and tumbling him onto the bed.
Methos laughed, delightedly, and yanked on Duncan's hand,
pulling him down onto the bed also, and into more of those
ravishing kisses. 

Duncan found himself unable to keep his hands out of
Methos' hair, running his fingers through it and twining it
around his hands, until Methos pulled away. 

"Clothes -- lose 'em or lose 'em," he joked, pulling off
his shirt. Duncan complied, as hastily as possible,
watching Methos strip and throw his own clothing across the
room. 

They were both laughing when their clothes had all been
thrown over the floor, and socks tossed at each other,
playfully, in a mock fight. Methos stepped out of his
boxers, hastily, almost before Duncan was ready, and
launched himself at the Highlander, wrapping himself around
the slightly taller man with a laugh. 

"Marry me!" Methos joked, mouth moving against Duncan's
nipple. 
 
And Duncan drew Methos down with him onto the bed, looking
at the laughing, radiant Immortal with something akin to 
wonder in his eyes. 

"You never cease to amaze me," Duncan said. 

A strange wild look came into Methos' eyes. "I hope I never
do," he said. Then laughed again. "Shut up and kiss me, my 
Highland child." 

And Duncan did. 

They fell into an easy slide of give and take, kissing each
other, discovering the special places that made bodies
thrust and erections come alive. When Duncan licked a slow
trail down Methos' neck, Methos shuddered hard against him,
and when Methos traced a line down Duncan's spine, Duncan
gasped into Methos' mouth. 

Methos pulled away at last, just before the point of no
return. "I damn well hope, Highlander," he said fiercely,
"that you have something resembling lube, because I really
want you" -- he grasped Duncan's cock and placed it poised
at his entrance -- "right here." 

"Yes," Duncan gasped, almost undone by the touch of Methos'
hand on him. "Yes." And he reached over to the bedside
table, opened the small drawer, and drew out a small bottle
of hand lotion. "Should work." 

Methos nodded, letting go of Duncan's cock and drawing up
his legs.

"Don't you want to be facedown?" Duncan asked,
lotion-covered fingers moving to just below Methos'
erection. 

"Nah, I want to see you," Methos answered, pushing Duncan's
hand downward to tease at his entrance. Together they 
stretched the small hole, their fingers moving in sync,
Methos gasping at the sensations. 

Fingers tangling around each other, they drew back out of
Methos' body as Methos finally exclaimed "Enough!" Duncan
gently replaced their fingers with his cock, and Methos
groaned faintly as Duncan pushed inside. 
 
"It's been a long time," he said in answer to the
questioning look Duncan gave him. 
 
"Good," Duncan whispered. 
 
And they eschewed talk for more worthy pursuits, feeling
their bodies joined together, Duncan deep inside of Methos,
holding on with sweat and love and passion. 
 
When orgasm finally hit, it was like the double Quickening
-- that was all Duncan could compare it to. Methos' groans
were loud in the room, mixed with Duncan's faint whimpers
of pleasure. And they were joined now as they had been
joined then, only this time both willingly, both in
love...Duncan fell over the edge of ecstasy, feeling
Methos' body clench around him in his own orgasm. 
 
And in the total silence that followed, Duncan heard an
almost-suppressed sound. A broken sob from Methos. 

****
 
Another night, another few days, Duncan and Methos never
talked about themselves, just completely absorbed in the
wonder of loving each other. Duncan watched as Methos grew
gentle and silent and still, except when they made love.
Then he became impassioned, pleading, sometimes laughing,
but always with a fierce undertone of something
indefinable. 
 
"Promise me you'll always love me!" Methos said once as
they embraced. "No matter what happens, promise!" 
 
"I promise," Duncan had said gently, and pushed away from
Methos slightly to look in his eyes. But there was nothing
there, no passion, no love, no hate, no fear. No peace. 
 
The thought was chilling. 

Near the end of their tenth day together, Methos coaxed
Duncan into taking a walk across the meadow into the forest
with him. Duncan looked at the clouds and pondered the
wisdom of such a course, but Methos could be...persuasive. 

They buckled on swords, put on coats, and headed across the
meadow, wandering casually, slowly, talking of nothing.
When 
they reached the forest, it seemed as though they were
entering another world, dark trees covering the earth,
ancient, some of them partly burnt. 

"We are older than most of these," Duncan whispered, mostly
to break the silence. 

"Or all of them, in my case," Methos whispered back. 

The sun was setting behind them, casting long shadows of
trees in front of them, throwing entire sections of the
forest into shadow. At last they reached a small open glade
with a large flat rock on the edge of it. They sat down
together, Methos reaching for Duncan's hand, and watched
the lights fade across the dying sky. 

"I've been many things over the past thousands of years,"
Methos said. "I'm content to be yours, for the moments that
we both have."

Duncan leaned over to kiss him. "And I yours," he
whispered.

Methos turned away after a brief kiss.

"Do you know why we are here? The larger purpose behind it?
I didn't just come here to seduce you, you know," Methos
said, staring up at the sky, throat exposed. 
 
"You didn't?" Duncan turned to Methos, shaking his head
with a smile. 
 
"We are the last Immortals," Methos said then, far too
casually, looking into Duncan's eyes. "I've come to kill
you, or die."

They were still holding hands. Duncan held Methos' tighter.
"I wasn't sure whether we were the last or not, but we
don't have to fight," he said. 

Methos jerked his hand away and stood up. "Yes, we do!" he
said. "The Game, MacLeod? The Prize? Don't you want it?"

Duncan stood up too, swallowing tightly. "You're all the
Prize I could ever want," he sighed. 

Methos shook his head. "What about me? I may not want you
forever!" he said. "We'll get tired of each other, fight
over something silly and end up one of us taking the
other's head anyway! Better to do it while we still love
each other." 

Duncan could see the wisdom of this, but stood still. "I
can't do this," he said.

"Oh yes you can," Methos said. "Here, I'll help you!" And
he rushed at Duncan, sword coming out of nowhere. With the 
reflexes of five hundred years training, Duncan's sword
came out too, blocking the blow. 

After that the fight was fast and furious in the dying
sunlight, parry and reposite flying faster than mortal eye
could see over the dank ground. 

"Think of it this way, Mac-love," Methos panted out once,
standing on the rock above Duncan. "Either way this goes,
we'll be together forever." 

Then he had lunged back down, giving Duncan no chance to
reply. 

Duncan was the better swordsman, either that, or Methos was
losing deliberately. As the light slowly faded into night
and the stars came out, they fought on, waging a battle of
wills more than of swords. 

Animals stayed far away from the glade that night. The
fight of Duncan and Methos was like the clash of Titans in
the beginning of the world, like angels warring. In the
nearby town, people wondered if there was a fire in the
forest, for their swords rang so hard against each other
that they sent up sparks. 

"I haven't fought like this since Kronos defeated me for
the first time," Methos gasped out, pale, sweating,
clothing wet. 

Duncan wasn't in much better shape. Long ago he had stopped
trying to talk. It must have been only Methos' iron-hard 
endurance that kept him going, for Methos was not the more
skilled of the two. 

The night wore on, slow, pale, sad. Sometimes they fought
fast and hard and furious, other times it seemed they were
moving in slow motion.

Long ago they had forgotten the deliberate provocation for
the fight and merely fought on because they could not stop.


When dawn began to touch the sky, Methos grew progressively
slower and weaker, almost as the sun rose. At last Duncan 
caught him with a backhanded motion, ripping the sword out
of helpless fingers. 

Methos knelt, baring his neck to the blade, staring
helplessly up into the Highlander's eyes. "You are the
One," he whispered. "I love you." 

Duncan could not stop to think or breathe. He was entangled
in his lover's gaze, hopelessly mesmerized. 

"Do it," Methos urged, almost in the same tone he used when
begging Duncan to take him. 

Duncan nodded, laying the blade against the tender flesh of
Methos' throat. As if giving in to an irresistible impulse,
he bent for the last time and took Methos' mouth with his
own, kissing him with a desperate last passion. 

Methos sprang. Twisted on his heels, grabbed the sword. In
an instant their positions were reversed, Duncan on his
knees, Methos above him.

A litany of grief and world-worn words spun through
Duncan's mind -- "used, betrayed, faded, destroyed, lost,"
and he bent his head, exposing his throat, much like Methos
had just done. "Are you my betrayer, then, or did you
really love me?" he asked.

"I am Death," Methos said, breath catching in his throat,
and swung the blade, silver steel flashing in the early
morning sun. The last thing Duncan saw was the soft shimmer
of the sunlight on the leaves.

END 

=====
"It's about love overcoming all obstacles...." -- Christian, Moulin Rouge
Website: http://www.slashcity.org/~amyfortuna
Fic List: http://groups.yahoo.com/group/fortuna_fic
Journal: http://www.livejournal.com/users/sunshinegirl/

__________________________________________________
Do You Yahoo!?
Make international calls for as low as $.04/minute with Yahoo! Messenger
http://phonecard.yahoo.com/


From DummyAddressAndDate Thu Sep 16 11:42:17 2010
X-Yahoo-Msgnum: 151
Return-Path: <amyfortuna@yahoo.com>
X-Sender: amyfortuna@yahoo.com
X-Apparently-To: fortuna_fic@yahoogroups.com
Received: (EGP: mail-7_3_2); 27 Aug 2001 18:35:37 -0000
Received: (qmail 26323 invoked from network); 27 Aug 2001 18:12:30 -0000
Received: from unknown (10.1.10.26)
  by m8.onelist.org with QMQP; 27 Aug 2001 18:12:30 -0000
Received: from unknown (HELO web9501.mail.yahoo.com) (216.136.129.131)
  by mta1 with SMTP; 27 Aug 2001 18:12:30 -0000
Message-ID: <20010827181227.15679.qmail@web9501.mail.yahoo.com>
Received: from [129.219.71.110] by web9501.mail.yahoo.com; Mon, 27 Aug 2001 11:12:27 PDT
Date: Mon, 27 Aug 2001 11:12:27 -0700 (PDT)
Subject: FIC: First Embrace 1/1, D/M
To: DuncanSlash <duncanslash@yahoogroups.com>,
  Fortuna_fic <fortuna_fic@yahoogroups.com>,
  HLSlash <highlanderslash@yahoogroups.com>,
  Methos-Slash <methos-slash@yahoogroups.com>,
  OnlyDuncanMethos <onlyduncanmethos@yahoogroups.com>
MIME-Version: 1.0
Content-Type: text/plain; charset=us-ascii
From: Amy Fortuna <amyfortuna@yahoo.com>

Title: First Embrace
Author: Amy Fortuna (amyfortuna@yahoo.com)
Rating: PG-13
Pairing: Duncan/Methos
Archive: Gladly!
Feedback: Yes. Ohh, yes. Is that what you want to hear? ;)
Summary: Methos meets an old friend. Ficlet.
Notes: I just wanted to see if I could pull this
off...'this' being a ficlet set five thousand years in the
future, which in all that time, Methos and Duncan have
never yet had sex. :)

****

The drift of my skin against yours is like eternity finding
a home. I whisper into the wonder of your eyes my deepest
secrets, my highest longings, my greatest fears. 

I am ten thousand years old and the only thing that has
stayed the same since we first met is the way you look at
me. 

Silence, and the softness of your touch. I know nothing
here outside of you and the desperate way your fingers
clench before they gentle, and brush against my skin. 

I focus deep, deep, on you, and see the pain-limmed light
glowing in your eyes, the newly-waked wonder of those
ancient days long gone. Strange to say it is now I who sees
the worlds with new eyes, who finds new meaning in your
every touch. My longing has crashed with yours and brought
us here. 

For we are here, and both willing, and both loving. The
slow slide of time has brought us to this point. You
understand me, and, I, I know you. You love me and I trust
you. 

Yes, and this is right. Far too soon the demands of our
bodies will take over, claiming the rite of passion between
us. For now, though, we merely gaze, entranced, hardly
touching. 

The years that have ripped us apart and thrown us together
a thousand times have drawn us back at last to each other,
never to part again. I see the promise of eternity in your
eyes, the world-weariness fading from the tight stress
about your lips. 

Yes, we've broken. The worlds have changed. Time itself is
no longer what we know, but who we are. You and I both kiss
our hands to people long dead, forgotten, their descendants
forgotten in turn. 

And the time that has moved so slow to them, the ponderous
weight of years, shows itself only in the darkness of your
eyes and the way your lips tighten at every unexpected
sound.

Are we that young and old, both of us, Duncan? Are you
finally my equal?

You are the first to break the shocked silence as we meet,
arms sliding around me with the right of a lover, though
we've not yet spoken. 

"Dearest Methos," is your whisper, and my lips along your
jawline the only reply.

END
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**** 

My eyes close of their own volition, again. It is midnight,
and I cannot keep them open for much longer. I wait,
silent, staring at the computer screen. The music I'm
listening to washes over me in a soft ecstasy of sound, and
for a moment, I let my body thrill to it. 

I am waiting here, waiting for a man halfway around the
world to pop up on my Messenger screen with a word of love.
Since I am not with him now, I feel free to indulge in a
bit of sentimental speculation. 

What are you doing right now, Duncan, I wonder? Let's see,
it would be early afternoon in Paris, yes, though it's
almost past midnight here. 

He, of course, has no idea where I am, just that he can
reach me at a certain Yahoo! Id. When we last talked on the
phone he told me he would, tonight. Inaccessible as I may
be by phone, plane, or pager, the Internet will always
reach me eventually. It's rather frightening actually. 

Finally the message pops us, and I click on the window. 

"Darling," is all it says, "love you." And nothing more. 

I click into the message box, too quickly. Maybe he's still
online, maybe I can catch him with a swift word of my own.
For the moment, that's my only thought. 

"Duncan," I type, "sentiment returned. Very much." And
before I can take it back or think better of it, I hit
send. 

Before I can log off, I see another message from him. "What
are you doing, waiting by the computer for me to page you?
:)" it says. 

I roll my eyes. Of course that's what I'm doing, Duncan,
sweetie! 

"Wipe the satisfied grin off your face," I reply. "Yes, I
am." 

Send. No immediate reply. I wait. Maybe, just maybe...ahh,
there! 

"Why don't you come home?" 

Oh, MacLeod. Tough question, that. I don't want... 

Another message. "I'm going back to Seacouver in two weeks.
If you'd like, meet me there." 

I hesitate. "All right. No certainty on time-frame though."
And I send, close the box and disconnect, before I can
reply. 

I'll see you then, my Duncan. 

END 
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**** 

"We can't make this work!" Methos frowned at the maddening
Scot hovering nervously beside him. "It's just..." he
thought for a moment, "we aren't each other's type." 

Duncan MacLeod of the Clan MacLeod laughed. "And what do
you think *is* my type?" he asked, placing a firm hand on
Methos' suitcase to keep it from going anywhere. 

Methos shrugged. "Lively, outgoing, vivacious people who
don't drink beer and who do have breasts." 

Duncan looked up, thinking back. "Well, then, must be time
for a change. I wouldn't want to be predictable." 

"Heaven forbid," Methos stated sarcastically. "No, Duncan
MacLeod, it's been nice. I'll even say it's been good. But
I wouldn't want you or me to get stuck in a rut, so I am
outta here." 

Yanking his suitcase out from under Duncan's hand, he moved
toward the door. 

"Where are you going?" Duncan's voice was just a little
less than calm. 

Methos turned in the doorway. "Back to Paris," he answered.
And walked out. 

**** 

It was about three months before Methos even tried to call
Seacouver. And then he picked a time when Duncan MacLeod
was
sure to be out of the loft...early morning. 

Three rings, and the answering machine connected to the
upstairs loft picked up. Duncan's voice fairly flowed over
the wires to Methos and, though he tried to replace the
phone on the hook and walk away, he couldn't help but
listen to the answering machine message. 

"If you're calling about antiques, you found me. If you're
trying to sell something, don't bother. If it's anyone
else, you know what to do. I'll call back soon. And oh yes,
if this is Paris, I still love you." 

The telephone fell to the table with a dull thud and
disconnected. Methos found himself staring out the window
into a grey day, feeling totally lost and turned upside
down. He had assumed MacLeod would move on, forget what had
gone so right and wrong, find another love interest, and
put Methos behind. Apparently, that hadn't happened. 

Methos had left without any way for Duncan to get in
contact with him. No phone numbers, no address, nothing. He
had
thought it would be better that way. 

And so Duncan had taken this foolish step of broadcasting
his love to all his friends -- all *their* friends,
something inside Methos insisted -- had hoped and wished
that Methos would call him, had believed that Methos would
call one day.... 

"You've been outmaneuvered, old man," he said to himself.
For there was no defense against simple, undemanding love. 

And it was lonely in Paris without Duncan MacLeod. 

Three days later he called again. The message he got was
slightly different this time. 

"I'm going up to an antique show this weekend; I'll be gone
until Sunday. But I'll call you when I get back, Sunday
evening. And oh yes, if this is Paris, I still love you." 

Methos waited for the tone and left a number, quietly, and
nothing more. 

**** 

Duncan's heart was beating like a hammer as he dialed the
number he'd gotten that afternoon on his answering machine,
in what sounded like Methos' voice. Had his lover finally
broken the silence of three months? 

Duncan heard three rings and then: 

"If you're calling about my heart, it's yours. I should
have listened to it a little more. I've been a fool for
leaving you." 

There was a breath, almost a gasp, on the other end of the
line, and Methos continued: "And by the way, this is not a
machine. This is Paris, and I still love you." 

For a moment their shallow breathing was all that could be
heard over the line. 

"Shall I come to you?" Duncan said finally. 

"Yes," Methos whispered the word fiercely. 

"I'll be on the next plane," Duncan said. 

"I'll meet you at the barge," Methos replied. 

**** 

Their clothes were half off before they even got into the
barge, disheveled by kissing and touching, reassuring
themselves that the other was real and wasn't going
anywhere. 

Just inside, Methos pulled Duncan down to the floor, but
instead of the hardwood, Duncan met a pile of blankets. 

"Thought we might need these," Methos said, pulling
Duncan's shirt off. 

Duncan paused, looking at Methos, who had laughter in his
eyes. "You are impossible!" Duncan shook his head,
laughing. "You do love me!" 

"Yeah," Methos whispered just before Duncan's mouth covered
his own. "I do." 

(fade to the sound of ripping clothing and a yell of "Hey!
That was my favorite sweater!") 

END 
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****

Night fell on Tatooine with winter severity, clothing the
land in almost instant darkness. In the dim warmth of the
small slave quarters, two slaves huddled together
underneath the blankets for a bedtime story. One was a
woman, younger in years than the story her face told, the
other was a small boy, her son, less than eight years old. 

"Tell a story, Mom," Anakin Skywalker said, crawling into
his mother's lap. "About Jedi," he added, putting a finger
almost absent-mindedly in his mouth. Shmi removed it.

"All right," she said. "Don't do that, Ani." Anakin nodded,
pulling his hand  away and clenching his fists tight to
keep himself from forgetting. 

"Once upon a time," Shmi began, pulling the blankets
tighter around herself and Anakin, "long ago, in a star
system far far away, there was a race of people who tamed
and rode fire-breathing dragons." 

"Dragons!" Anakin said, happily. 

"Yes, they rode dragons, in spite of the danger. They tamed
these dragons, and even though every once in a while some
would misbehave, or not obey their dragoneer, most of the
time, the dragons were safe to ride." 

Shmi paused, taking a deep breath. "The dragons were so
safe that people got complacent, and started taking them
for fun or to go visit friends, almost forgetting that
these really were dangerous animals. Evil people saw this,
and they hated the dragon-tamers, they hated the people who
lived on that planet. So they came, and got trained as
dragoneers by the people of that planet, who had no idea
that bad people wanted to destroy them. 

"But the Jedi knew, right?" Anakin said, twisting around to
look up at his mother. 

"No, the Jedi didn't know," Shmi said sadly. "The Jedi are
only people too, you know, Ani." 

"How bad were these evil people?" Anakin asked, beginning
to look a little scared. "Badder than Jabba the Hutt?"

"Yes, Ani, badder than Jabba. Or just as bad. And one day,
four different dragons were taken captive in the sky by the
evil dragoneers. On one of the dragons, the people riding
the dragon wouldn't let the evil person take over and they
shoved him off. But no one else on the dragon knew how to
fly him. That dragon crashed to the ground, dead."

Anakin hid his face in his mother's shoulder. "Then what
happened?"

"On the other three dragons, no one knew what was happening
until it was too late. Two of those dragons were persuaded
by the evil dragoneers to attack the great two-towered
castle. The other one attacked the fort of the people."

"But the people fought back?" Anakin said, raising his
head.

"You can't fight back against a fire-breathing dragon,
Ani," Shmi said. "Thousands of people died along with the
dragons and the evil dragoneers. The great towers of the
castle collapsed in ruins, killing many people."

"But the Jedi," Anakin said.

"But the Jedi," Shmi smiled at Anakin's persistence, "came
to rescue those who were still alive, trapped in the ruins.
Many Jedi died too, trying to rescue them." 

"The Jedi have the Force," Anakin said. "How can they die?"

"Because Jedi are people and people die," Shmi said. 

"So what happened in the end?" Anakin asked. "Did they live
happily ever after?"

"No," Shmi said. "This story doesn't have a "happily ever
after" ending. Many people died, many people were hurt and
sad, but those who lived learned something very important."

"What?" Anakin asked.

"They learned to love a little more," Shmi said quietly.
"And that was worth everything." 

Anakin looked up at her in wide-eyed silence for a few
moments. There was complete stillness in the small room,
though outside the winter wind raged. 

"Go to sleep, Ani," Shmi said at last, letting go of him
and getting up. 

"'Night, Mom," he said as she sat down in the chair in the
corner, taking the candle with her, to work on repairs for
a while. 

Silence, only broken by the sound of Anakin's regular
breathing and the small clinks Shmi's tools made, reigned
for a long time. At last Shmi put away her work and
prepared to go to bed herself. Before she did, though, she
walked over, holding the candle so the light shone down on
her son's sleeping innocent face, to look at him. 

"I wonder, Anakin," she whispered, "if you'll ever learn
that love is the most important thing." 

Then she blew out the candle; there was only darkness and
the sound of the wind whipping sand against the windows. 

END
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****** 

I always thought the word Master was a bit of a joke;
Obi-Wan and I have been more like good friends than the
ordinary master/padawan relationship tends to allow. 

I was taken as his padawan with absolutely zero training,
so Force knows there's a lot I didn't understand at first.
Hey, there's a lot I still don't understand; like why it is
so hard for most Jedi padawans to do the simplest things?
Some can't even levitate a feather! And some (I can't
believe this; I was doing it before I was ten) can't even
read the superficial emotions that float vaguely off
sentient beings to be picked up by any passersby.
Obviously, the Jedi, as a group, aren't quite as powerful
as I believed in my childhood. 

But back to my master--he's never been a puzzle for me to
figure out. I've had him pinned since we met. He has three
things on his mind mostly -- guilt, Qui-Gon, and sex. In
that order. Sometimes oddly combined. 

Yet lately my name has been turning up in his head a bit
more, sometimes even in connection with the last of the
three. 

Well, it's about time! I'm sixteen, for the love of the
Force, not a child anymore. 

And I'm finally taller than him, too. Thought it would
never happen, but now it's so enjoyable to see his slight
twinge of jealousy whenever he looks at me. 

I've taken it into my mind that I should seduce my master
until he's senseless with infatuation. It sounds like a
good idea. And so much fun. 

With that in mind, I tried an experiment last night. I've
already begun sitting closer to him, laying a hand on his
body whenever I can, and generally looking at him more like
a lover and less as the dutiful padawan. 

And he's received it quite well--poor man, starved for a
touch and terrified of being unfaithful to Qui-Gon! He
hasn't touched a soul for the past six years; I should
know. 

So last night, I went to bed, pretended to go to sleep, let
my outer shields fall, and replayed one of my most vivid
dreams. 

In that dream, I was having my wild way with him, kissing
him madly, stroking his cool skin with fiery fingers,
wrapping hands and mouth around his erection until he was
begging incoherently for more. 

Sixteen I may be, but I know what I like, and what he
likes. 

He likes being taken, so in my dream I plunged my cock deep
into his eager welcoming body, leaving him screaming,
crying and finally exploding in a wild thrashing orgasm. 

He like pillow talk too, so after the frantic sex in my
"dream," he pulled me up beside him, kissed me hard, and we
-- 

But at this juncture I heard him moving around in the
common room. His mind had gone suspiciously silent at the
beginning of my "dream" and for a moment I was sure he knew
everything and I would be severely reprimanded. Then he
sank back on the couch with a sigh, dropping the datapad
he'd been reading, and paid mild attention. 

As the loving in my dream intensified, his breathing grew
ragged. At the dream-climax, he closed his eyes and I could
sense his aching arousal under his so-serene Jedi robes. 

After a moment, he stood up, walked over to my door,
hesitated a moment, then knocked. 

I got a bit nervous; I wasn't ready for a confrontation so
soon. When I answered, sleepily: "yeshmashter," he opened
the door, standing gloriously profiled in the light, and
said coolly: "Padawan, your shields are slipping." 

Then he turned, shut the door quietly, and went into his
own room. I firmed up my lax outer shields quickly, but
continued to watch him secretly as he tugged his clothes
off and fell with a groan onto his bed, stroking his own
cock half-roughly, replaying my "dream" in his mind. 

Oh, yes, I'm making progress, after all I can't expect him
to succumb to my charms on the first night. But soon
enough, he'll be in my arms and I'll be in his luscious
body. 

That will be a sweet night indeed. 

***** 

My master is the type who will only notice sudden changes
in things. In fact, most of the Temple is that way--no one
seems to catch the subtle nuances that I do. Like when the
Etruscans were going to attack on our last mission--I knew
the night before. But Obi-Wan was going around all that
evening complaining that he had a "bad feeling about the
negotiations." He could have asked me. Bad feeling, right,
I would have said. They're going to attack in the morning
-- that's why you have a bad feeling. 
  
Still, today proved he's more than catching on. 

Yesterday I overheard a snippet of conversation between two
Knights. "Kenobi projects only two things, determination
and angst," one of them said, laughing. 

So true...but that's not all. 

Determination and angst. The first to train the hell out of
me -- literally -- the second over Qui-Gon's death and far
greater than it ought to be. 

We were sparring as a warm-up exercise, and I deliberately
left my chin open in the same mistake Qui-Gon made six
years ago. 

He gasped out loud and laid the handle of the saber against
my chin, very slowly. 

"I thought you knew better than this," he said quietly,
holding the saber still in place against me. 

"I forgot, Master," I answered, frozen. 

Flipping the blade off, he reversed the lightsaber, like
he'd just smacked me hard under the chin and I was
recovering from the blow, and brought it down, touching my
side in the same move that killed Qui-Gon. 

"A Jedi does not forget," he said, with something of steel
in his voice, then drew back, looking into my eyes and
stated: "I relive that move every night in my dreams. I
lost my master to it, and I refuse to lose my padawan the
same way. So we'll practice it
here until I'm certain you won't make the same mistake
again." 

I nodded and assumed the position of warrior-ready. 

"Wait, not that," he said. "Lay your saber down and stand
behind me." 

I did so, and he edged back until we were standing a breath
away from each other. 

"Place your hands over mine," he ordered and I complied,
smiling secretly at his nearness against me. 

Our bodies pressed together, we moved through the steps in
tandem, sweeping forward, back, and sideways, with his
lightsaber, in slow motion. When we approached the steps
I'd erred in, he paused. 

"What were you doing just before you left your chin open?"
he asked. 
  
"Defending a frontal attack, Master," I answered. 

"Precisely, and you drew your saber too far to the side,
leaving the other half of your body open." 

We continued through the steps and when I tried to move to
the right with the saber, he pulled it to the middle and
said: "There's your mistake. Correct it in combat now." 

We ran through a combat kata that used many frontal attacks
and defenses, and this time I blocked every one of them
smoothly. A little too smoothly. 

After about fifty successful parries, he paused and looked
up at me keenly. 
  
"Were you actually having trouble with that move, Anakin,
or did you make that mistake for some other purpose?" 

Oooops! 

I was fairly caught there. 

"I--some other reason, Master," I said as calmly as I
could. 

"What reason?" he asked, looking at me with almost--I
couldn't quite sense whether it was fear or just curiosity.


I breathed out slowly, opened up our bond as much as I
could, and threw myself on the floor at my Master's feet. 

"Master, I--I'm sorry," I heard myself say. 

"Padawan," he warned. "Tell me now." 

I laid my lips on the toe of his boot and then raised
myself to my knees. If he did not buy my next words, all
would be lost. 

"I knew of no other way," I paused briefly, "to get your
attention." 

He drew his breath in sharply, and I looked up to see
unshed tears glittering in his eyes. 

"Padawan," he said again, and this time the voice was a
plea. 

"Master, we've spent six years together and you've
never...never stayed with me when you could be somewhere
else, never asked me who I am or what I care about, never
even bothered to find out the name of my mother, for
Force's sake!" 

Throwing out a gentle mental probe at our bond, I found a
raw bundle of quivering nerves. He had realized all too
swiftly that I was right. And it had hurt badly -- old
wounds left to fester were being opened up. 

Reaching down, Obi-Wan took my hand and pulled me to my
feet. 

"Pad--Anakin," he said. 'You are right. I haven't
been--well, consider my attention gotten. But I never meant
to--" 

*Hurt you*. 

The unspoken thought was almost tangible. 

I was overwhelmed. Not in all my dreams had I dared to
expect him to do or say this! 

"Master," I breathed. "Can we--now? Can we make it right?" 

In answer to my question, he laid both hands on my
shoulders and drew me against him for the first time ever,
resting his head for a brief second on my shoulder. 

"I have much to make up to you, Anakin," he said. "Yes, we
can--we can talk about anything you want for as long as you
like."

Then he moved away, and I let him go reluctantly. 

"Would you like to talk in our rooms, Padawan?" he asked. I
nodded, and began to follow him to the door. 

At the doorjamb he turned, leaning against it, watching me
thoughtfully. 

"Anakin," he asked, musingly. "What is your mother's name?"


****** 

The rest of the day was nothing more than a source of
unmitigated joy for me. He did indeed learn my mother's
name, as well as far more about podracing than he really
wanted to know, I'm sure. 

We began talking when we got to our rooms, with deliberate
intensity, rather forced at first. But by lunchtime we were
giggling at certain hilarious stories Obi-Wan was telling
about his experiences with Qui-Gon, some even acted out,
just a bit, and told with humor and enthusiastic laughter.
Obi-Wan is striking when he smiles, and deathly beautiful
when he tells a joke, slyly humorous, but when he laughs,
the stars fall out of their courses to hear him. 

We snatched a hasty lunch from what we had there, not
wanting to break the spell, and continued our round of
shared stories and discussion. For some reason, I learned
more Jedi philosophy from him in a few minutes than I had
in a year of classes. 

Curled up on the couch, sometimes touching, sometimes not,
we debated, discussed, laughed, even argued a bit just for
fun. 

I'm certain the people in the next rooms must have wondered
what was going on. 

Though we still addressed each other as master and padawan,
it was clear to me that the titles were quickly becoming as
much of a joke to him as they had always been to me. The
shells we hid ourselves in had been broken and we were only
two human beings, lives intersecting in the purpose of the
Force, bound to each other by a dying promise. 

"I wish I had been bold enough to cry, as the ritual
demanded," Obi-Wan said at one point. With the last
afternoon shadows streaming in our window, the talk had
finally turned more sober, remembering Qui-Gon's life and
death. 

"Why didn't you?" I asked. Pausing for a moment, he shifted
closer to me and sighed. 

"The only tear I've shed in the last six years-the only
tear I ever shed for him-he wiped away with his own hand." 

Obi-Wan reached up and gently drew a warm finger over my
cheek, lightly. My skin burned where he touched. "I have
never yet cried for him, whether out of pride or perhaps
the mask you cracked today, the false serenity I hid
behind." 

Some store of sympathy in me welled up; I held out a hand,
offering my self, my heart, and my life for his comfort. 

"You can cry now." 

The intensity of his reaction should have surprised me more
than it did; he flung himself abruptly at me across the
couch cushions, I gathered him into my arms, almost as
though I were the master and he the padawan. 

"Anakin, Anakin," he whispered softly, lips against my
shoulder, body draped over mine. "Thank you." 

And in the light of a dying sun over the Jedi Temple,
Obi-Wan cried, tears falling silently onto my tunic, for
the first time in six years, the serene facade finally
forever dissolving. 

****** 

Eventually his storm of weeping subsided and he lay slumped
against me, obviously too exhausted to move. So we didn't.
I pulled a cushion out from under my back and placed it
carefully behind my head, stretching out as much as the
couch would allow. His body lay almost completely over
mine, limp. He pressed his face into my tunic and, like a
child, drifted away into dreams. 

Odd, that he was twice as old as I was and I was taking
care of him. I enjoyed it, rather, in spite of the slight
cramps I was sure I'd have in the morning. With the feel of
his warm welcome weight against me, I fell silently,
naturally, into sleep. 

And for the first time I dreamed Obi-Wan's dreams. He
hadn't been kidding when he said that he dreamed about
Qui-Gon's death every night. But this one was different; I
could sense his feelings of confusion through our bond and
knew that, on some level, even sleeping, he was aware of my
presence and trusted it. 

*Obi-Wan was standing behind a red tinted wall, watching in
terror as Qui-Gon fought--no, it wasn't Qui-Gon fighting
the Sith this time, it was *me*, blond hair with its braid
flying, lightsaber slashing fiercely. * 

And even in the nonsense of a dream, this frightened me --
the Sith looked up, directly at my face. Our eyes met, and
they were the same -- my eyes in the body of a Sith,
looking out of place against the red and black that covered
the rest of his body.

I wanted to kill. I wanted to embrace. 

I did neither. 

I woke up and Obi-Wan with me, gasping. Light was just
beginning to creep in through the windows. 

Obi-Wan moved off of me, and I sat up, a bit stiffly. We
smiled shyly at each other, not speaking, before he stood
all the way up and walked over to his room. 

When he returned, looking much more like a serene Jedi
Master than the man who had innocently, chastely, fallen
asleep in my arms last night, I had thrown together a swift
breakfast. We ate nearly silently, both a little shy of
each other after the previous night's wild emotion. Almost
before we finished, Obi-Wan's comm beeped. 

A quick glance at me, and he answered it. Already changing,
he was, a day earlier he would have taken the comm into his
own room. "Kenobi." 

It was Mace Windu. 

"Knight Kenobi, have you and your padawan taken the Coralie
retreat yet?" 

My master's eyebrows raised and his smile could not be
quite hidden by the comm against his mouth. 

"No, we haven't yet, Master Windu. We were...awaiting
assignment?" he questioned. 

"Been changed. You're to report to Coralie today. Under
strict orders to relax. I'm tired of seeing you wound up,
Knight." 

"Yes, Master Windu. Kenobi out." 

Obi-Wan dropped--dropped!--the comm onto the table, and
came around it, nearly dancing, almost pulling me into a
hug. 

"Coralie? What's that?" I asked. "A good thing?" 

"Yes!" he answered, more emphatically than I'd ever heard
him speak before. "Coralie's the secret retreat of the
Jedi, on Alderaan. And we're to go there today, with
commands from the Council to get rested." 

I laughed. The Jedi weren't, then, all about Code and
living like monks. There was a streak of ordinary lifeform
about them. 

This could be fun. 

****** 

"I'd forgotten you never were an initiate, so you wouldn't
know about Coralie already," Obi-Wan said to me by way of
an explanation, once we were on our way to Alderaan on a
Jedi courier ship, standing next each other staring out the
viewport. 

Alderaan was beautifully blue, hanging in blank space. I
had a sudden vision of a dark hand reaching down and
squeezing the planet like a fruit. I shuddered and pushed
the thought away hastily. 

"So, initiates go there?" I asked. 

"Yes," Obi-Wan answered. "They're taken there at the ages
of four and nine for lessons in the Living Force of nature,
which they can't get in purest form on Coruscant. It's
considered the most fun and exciting part of the training,
looked forward to by all initiates. After that, masters, at
the direction of the Council, take their padawans there two
or three times, just to relax." 

"But what is Coralie, where is it, and why is it secret?" I
wondered. 

"It's a small island deep in the great sea of
Alderaan--only the Council and a very select group of
pilots know exactly where it is. It is secret because it
would be the last refuge of the Jedi in great danger. And
it's a beautiful place, I promise you," he answered, a bit
mystified. He fell silent as we entered planetfall and I
watched the stars fade behind the shifting clouds. 

When we landed, the ship's engines did not shut down;
apparently we were only being dropped off. Obi-Wan leading
the way, we walked out of the ship, and my eyes went wide. 

Grass, dark green and cropped short, spread out just beyond
our small landing pad, broken only by a light brown dirt
path that led into the distance, where I could discern
gardens a little way off. Flowers scented the air lightly
and provided glorious color to highlight the green. Beyond
that, low houses stretched out in the sunlight. 

I could hear the slow pounding of the sea, leisurely, like
the rhythm of lovers, washing up to the shore. 

Ten seconds here and I was already certain, this was
paradise.

**** 
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****

We were met by an ancient man and woman who greeted us
effusively, patting Obi-Wan's cheeks like he was ten and
not over thirty. They tried to pinch mine, but I ducked out
and away, seizing the bags from Obi-Wan, leaving him to the
embraces of the guardians. 

For that's what they were, I learned later, guardians and
caretakers of this retreat, who just simply *lived* for the
influx of Initiates twice a year. They had been active duty
Jedi for many years, and finally were chosen to retire
here. I couldn't help but think they'd gotten off with an
easy life, until I saw the calluses on their hands. I also
learned later that the man did all the cooking for the Jedi
on retreat, and the woman had planted every single flower
in the gardens. 

Their names were Jedi Masters Damian and Lorna and their
padawans were all masters themselves now. Lorna's first
padawan had been killed in the Deep Mine affair of Corneth,
and lines of remembered sorrow were written across her
face, though her smile was brilliant. 

Finally they showed us to the small cabin we would be
occupying for our stay here. We were the only Jedi
currently on retreat, so we got the best cabin, almost on
the beach. Down a short series of steps, the ocean rolled
gently in, bluer than blue. 

Obi-Wan had to tell me several times to unpack before I
could drag myself away from the view. 

After a short argument, half in play, over who got the
biggest closet in the two-room cabin, we stepped out onto
the porch, breathing in the salt air. I had seen oceans
before but never one this lovely, and the sight of so much
water always took my breath away. 

"Shall we go swimming?" Obi-Wan said, observing my longing
look at the water. 

"Thought you'd never ask!" I exclaimed, and raced out of
the cabin, down the steps to the beach. Obi-Wan followed at
a more sedate pace, having stopped to pick up towels. 

I barely stopped to take off my clothes and fold them
hastily before jumping into the ocean. The water was
wonderfully warm around my ankles as I turned, watching my
master approach. 

"By the Force, you're beautiful!" I called out to him on a
sudden impulsive whim. He laughed, took off his own
clothing and joined me in the water. 

"I'm beautiful, huh?" he asked. And splashed me. 

It was a good thing he did so. Gave me a chance to get out
into deeper water, where my quickly-becoming-obvious
arousal could not be seen. Laughing, I swam away, until the
water was lapping at my nipples. 

Then I turned, and watched him some more. Ah, beautiful
didn't begin to express it. He was nothing less than a
perfectly-trained manifestation of the Force, made for my
pleasure. And soon, soon, he would be my pleasure. 

**** 

The sun was beginning to go down when we finally left the
water. Both of us were slightly reddened from the sun and
both of us were unbearably aroused by the presence of each
other. For the moment, we kept that to ourselves, each
hoping the other did not notice. 

Well, but I hoped he didn't notice that I'd noticed. 

We shared a quiet dinner with the guardians on the patio of
the dining hall. As we ate, the guardians shared some of
the history of Coralie with me. 

It was Lorna who spoke. "Coralie is ancient indeed. In the
memory of the Jedi the beginnings of this place as a refuge
are not recorded." 

"The island is small," Damian said. "So it is thought that
perhaps here was the very beginning of the Jedi as an
organized society of Force-users. Here they could hide, far
away from the mainland, the only island in a giant sea." 

Lorna turned and pointed toward the middle of the island,
where a large rock stood. "That is the Rock of Blessing,"
she said, "or so it has come down in our traditions. It is
said that once when the Jedi were desperate for fresh
water, the rock split in two, letting loose the stream
inside. Thus was Coralie ever supplied with water." 

Damian went on. I wondered briefly if this was the same
speech that they gave the initiates, in a less formal
setting. "We eat fish here as a major part of the Coralie
diet, because fish was what kept the Jedi alive in those
dark times." 

"Fish and berries," murmured Obi-Wan, speaking up for the
first time in the conversation. 

"Here, we learn of the deep connection between ourselves
and all that lives. Yet, to keep secret the place of
refuge, you will forget the name of this place when you
leave, and only remember it if you need. It will be locked
deep in your mind, and you may call it out, if you need a
hiding place. Under no other circumstances will you
remember it." 

The concept of Force-forgetting was familiar to me; I had
watched Obi-Wan interrogate a farmer on Darshan about
whether soldiers had passed that way, and when he had
gotten the information, my master had simply gestured with
his hand, saying quietly, "forget." It had never been done
to me, though, and I was uncertain that it would actually
work. 

**** 

Later that evening, we watched the stars slide out into the
night sky and the small moon of Alderaan rise over the
horizon. Obi-Wan and I had strolled down the beach to a
sheltered nook near the mouth of the River of Light, the
river that sprung from the rock. 

"You know that stone I always carry with me?" Obi-Wan's
voice broke the silence. 

"Yes," I said. "The one that sometimes glows with Force." 

"Qui-Gon found it here when he was just a boy, in this very
river." 

"Oh," I whispered, seeing another side of my master's
master. It was hard for me to imagine Qui-Gon as a boy, but
I tried, kneeling down on the soft sand to sift small rocks
through my hands. 

"He was nine years old when he found it. He told me years
later that he ran to share his discovery with the rest of
the initiate class, and not one of them could see the
Force-lines that ran through the rock. One of the masters
could though, and she told him to keep the rock, that it
was special." 

Obi-Wan dropped down gracefully to sit on the sand beside
me, raising his head to look up at the stars. "And he did,"
he went on, "and gave it to me. On your Knighting Day, I
will give it in my turn to you." 

I was silent for a moment, just looking at him with his
hair and beard gleaming reddish gold in the starlight. And
a sudden fear took me over; that I would never see
Knighthood, never know what it meant to be Obi-Wan's equal.


"Master," I said, my voice soft, and curled up next to him,
feeling suddenly vulnerable. He laid a hand on my shoulder,
gently, sensing my fears. 

"Don't be afraid, Anakin," he said. "It will be all right."


But later that night, lying lonely in my own bed, I wasn't
so sure. 

**** 

The only thing that remained of my arrogant determination
to seduce my master was my desire to; the possibility of it
happening got more remote as the days went by. And if
anything was going to happen, I finally decided, it
wouldn't be because I thought it would be a nice challenge
to bed Obi-Wan Kenobi, but because I really cared for him. 

For we grew closer as the days went by, but at the same
time farther apart. We shared our confidences, bathed
laughing in the ocean, and denied that feelings existed
between us. 

I knew he wanted me, but suddenly that wasn't enough. Not
enough to desire me for my body only. I now wanted him to
desire me for my heart. And I well knew how strange I could
be, how full of fear and deception. But I wanted him
anyway. 

When the explosion of desire between us finally came, it
was totally unexpected -- not on the sand under the stars,
but lying on Obi-Wan's bed in the afternoon, discussing the
Living Force. We had been chattering for the last hour or
so, in the quiet afternoon of the day, with the windows
open and light shifting subtle across the room. 

In a physical demonstration of how the Force was like the
fingers on a hand, Obi-Wan had twined his fingers with my
own, and apparently forgotten to remove them. I had no
opinion on whether or not the Force was like a hand, but a
good deal of opinion about keeping his hand in mine. 

Our fingers played with each other almost as though they
were not part of ourselves, massaging pressure points,
caressing, enfolding. And after some minutes of this, I
decided that was all the teasing I could take. 

I leaned in and kissed my master. 

Dimly I felt him give a soft "oh" of surprise just before
our lips met, and then I was sinking into his mouth,
licking at his lips for entrance. His beard tickled my skin
as I threw myself into the kiss and my arms went around his
waist without a thought. 

Sweet wet warmth for an instant, and then he drew away,
looking at me fondly. 

"I hope you know what you're doing here," was all he said.
I laughed. 

"No, the question is whether or not *you* know what you're
doing," I answered. 

"I've had a lesson or two," he replied, taking my face in
his hands, leaning in, and stealing my breath away. 

"If this was what you wanted, why didn't you just ask?" he
said, after another long kiss, his forehead pressed to
mine, both of us panting. 

"You weren't ready," I said, and drew a hand down his
robe-covered body to grasp his erection. "But now I can see
you are,"
I laughed, petting him. 

Obi-Wan rolled on top of me, taking my hands and pinning
them to the bed, grinding his hips against mine with
delicious force. "Careful," he growled. "Your body could be
classified as a dangerous weapon on about twenty planets." 

I writhed underneath him, canting my hips so that our cocks
came into contact. "Want you," I breathed out, my clothing
suddenly feeling far too warm. 

He gave me himself. For moments we lay together, our first
sudden wild ecstasy fading into sweet calm. When the
beating of my heart had subsided to a measured time, he
drew away from me, and began to pull his clothes off. I lay
for a moment, just watching, then realized that this was
real, and I'd better get mine off too. 

Our Jedi clothes ended up beside the bed, in a scattered
heap. I waited, kneeling on the bed, for him to finish
undressing, and laughed delightedly when he threw himself
at me across the bed. 

"You want this," I said, more teasing than anything else. 

He smiled, and took my hands in his own. "Yes, Anakin
Skywalker, I do," he said, and his voice was completely
sincere. 

"Do you love me?" I asked, feeling a trifle uncertain. He
raised an eyebrow. 

"How could I not?" he answered, and there was nothing of
the liar in him, he spoke the truth, but I simply was not
sure it was the kind of love I wanted, that possessive
thing that grabs and holds and does not let go. 

But I did not push my luck. I leaned forward and kissed him
instead. Our bodies melded together like sand and waves in
the afternoon breeze. 

I found myself kissing my way down his body, getting lost
in the salt flavor of his skin. Tiny scars dotted his chest
and belly and I wondered if these were ancient lightsaber
burns or badges of courage for heroism in negotiations on
war-torn planets. 
  

"What do you want?" Obi-Wan asked, smiling up at me,
looking far more beautiful than I'd ever imagined in my
silly fantasies. I turned my head to nuzzle his thigh with
my lips. 

"You," I whispered. And then took a deep breath. "Inside
me." 

My master grinned like a wyldkit, and pounced. I went from
being in charge to most deliciously out of control in a
matter of seconds, flipped over, and Obi-Wan's oil-slicked
fingers sliding into me. 

Warmth shone from his eyes as he brushed fingers deep into
my body, stretching me. He said nothing, just looked at me,
when he finally pressed his cock all the way home, touching
off a small explosion in the center of my being. 

And I was lost, lost to him, the feel of his mouth on my
skin, licking at the tender skin behind my knee, his cock
so far inside I was wondering if it would ever really come
back out. The look on his face was one of tortured ecstasy
as he waited. Finally I smiled, and that must have been
some kind of signal, because he started to move. 

Taking my own erection into his hand, he moved his hand
with the rhythm of his thrusts, so that we were rocking
back and forth to a beat not unlike that of the ocean
outside our window. The sweet sea breezes swept over me,
sensual and warm, making me feel like a god among men. 

I waited out his perfect time, and at last it was the look
of frozen bliss on his face that sent me over the edge. 

For a long time afterward, there was only silence, and the
feel of him, drained, against my skin. 

**** 

Finally the time came to leave. We packed our things, and
with a last look around the island, which had grown
precious -- we had made love in so many places in that past
two weeks, on the beach under the moonlight, next the
waterfall on the Rock, on the porch of our small cabin,
that I was already desperately waiting for the time we
would come again -- we stood waiting for transport. 

Damian and Jorna had said their farewells some time
earlier, so we waited alone for the aircraft to pick us up.
We spent the time in kissing, Obi-Wan somewhat frantically,
as though we could not kiss whenever we wanted to, now. 

When the plane arrived, we boarded together, and the Jedi
pilots took our bags for storage. We were told that
immediately upon arrival, we should report to the Jedi
Council for a possible mission. 

Obi-Wan smiled at me, and kissed me one more time for good
measure, then the pilots took off, lifting away from
Alderaan. 

I stared down at the green and white island we had just
left, and a sudden dizziness overcame me. I struggled
against it, but to no avail. 

I found myself lying on the floor, several minutes later.
Obi-Wan had apparently turned around when I fell and caught
me, but he was now just staring out the window again,
coldly. 

"Are you all right, padawan?" he asked. 

"Of course, master, just a momentary dizziness," I replied.


"Where are we going?" I said after a few moments, still
confused. 

"Home," he answered. 

"But I thought," and paused, wondering, "we were just
there." 

Obi-Wan turned and looked at me, hands tucked into sleeves,
face perfectly composed. "Are you sure you didn't hit your
head?" 

"I might have," I conceded. Then a thread of memory hit me.
"Weren't we, I mean, you and I, uh, didn't we...?" 

Obi-Wan looked sad and stern at this. "It's typical for
padawans to have crushes on their masters, but I expected
more from you, Anakin. Please it to keep your fantasies, no
matter who they may be about, to yourself." 

I shook my head, completely mystified about the odd
memories popping up in my brain, and sat down, seatbelting
myself in for the jump to hyperspace. 

"Amazing how the mind can play tricks on a person," I said,
quietly, and Obi-Wan merely looked at me, worlds removed
from the man I thought he had become. "For a moment, then,
I thought you loved me." 

Epilogue: 

Vader stared out the viewport of the Death Star, reflecting
on the threats he had used to try to get Princess Leia to
talk. She was as brave as the Jedi once had been, he
thought, before fear had made cowards of them, and led them
screaming to their deaths or as slaves to rich masters. 

But that had not been the fate of all of them. Some had
escaped. A few were deeply involved in the Rebellion,
hidden there. Others were hiding on desolate planets,
waiting to die. But many of them could not be found at all.


Vader had examined the documents of the Jedi for any hidden
code. He had searched the Temple, before he burned it. He
had tortured the Jedi initiates. He had examined his own
memory. And still nothing. 

"Approaching Alderaan, sir," a meek technician dared to
tell him. He turned, cloak sweeping the ground. 

"Good," he said. "Send Tarkin to me." The Princess was
brave, but at this she would crack, he was sure of it. 

**** 

"But Alderaan is a peaceful planet. We have no weapons,"
Leia said, voice finally beginning to tremble. 

Tarkin pushed a little more, and she finally revealed,
"Dantooine. They're on Dantooine." 

Wrong answer! Vader expected Tarkin to continuing
questioning her, but he turned away, making hand signals to
the technicians. 

A blue blot of light shot out. Before Leia or Vader could
understand the significance of the light, Alderaan
exploded. 

Vader turned to Tarkin, close to killing the man for
destroying any hope of finding where the Rebel base really
was, but pain suddenly raced through his head. Millions of
souls released at once to the Force screamed in agony. Most
were not Force-sensitive, but a surprisingly large number
were very strong in the Force. 

"What is it? Why?" Vader found himself asking. Probing out,
he found only a mental block where a memory should have
been. With the strength of the Dark Side, he reached in and
smashed the barrier. 

And suddenly he remembered everything. Coralie. Damian and
Jorna. The River of Light. The soft sand between his toes,
the warmth of the seawater. 

Obi-Wan Kenobi kissing him with surprising passion under
the moonlight. Gentle lovemaking in the early dawn. 

Jerked back suddenly to the Death Star, he heard a small
alarm going off, and felt an awareness growing in his mind.


"Obi-Wan is here," Vader said, stalking off to meet his
master, and for the final time, to forget what had happened
on Coralie. 

END 
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~~~~~ 

It's sudden, this quiet explosion, like bleeding deep under
the skin without pain. I close my eyes and lean into the
agony, whispering that it can't get much worse, knowing
that it doesn't get much better. The words were cutting
knives slicing me to ribbons, and you, you were the hand
that held the blade. 

I'm bleeding. This kind of wound doesn't heal with a tingle
of quickening and won't go away with time. 

I trusted you with my life. It sounds naive to say it now,
but I did, I would have. I've been at your mercy and you at
mine, and we never could be serious about killing each
other. 

I'm not even serious about it now, because I know I
couldn't fight you. If you came to kill me, I'm afraid I'd
kneel quietly down in front of your blade, bowing to your
years, struck for the last time by the beauty of your eyes.


Your hands on me were rough. We'd never so much as touched
each other like that before. "No. No. It's not enough," and
your voice a deadly weapon against my skin, even while your
hands and eyes fought to quell my naivet�, to teach me a
lesson about trusting ancient Immortals. 

And you started it. But I finished it, and I'm not proud to
say this, with the words that finally broke you. "We're
through." Easy words, so easy to say then. I could not have
thought of any others. 

But I wish I'd said the words that would have been so much
more difficult -- a simple "I forgive you. Let's move on."
That would have flayed me open, but maybe now I would not
be bleeding, my heart torn between you and her. I would
have
chosen, and it would have been the "wrong" choice, but I
would feel... 

Complete. With you. 
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****

I kiss him, on the corner of his mouth, somewhere between a
lover's mouth-kiss and a friend's casual buss, when I
leave, now. It's yet another symptom of how things have
changed between us, without a word spoken on either of our
parts.

At first it was nothing at all. We never touched each
other, except when we were fighting. The first change came
after Byron's death, when he left the bar late that night,
first laying a hand on my shoulder, casually, as I sat
silent, lost in my own thoughts. That was all. Just the
touch, meant to comfort, I'm sure.

And the death of Richie shook him up, shook him to the
core. It was then that I first took him in my arms, in the
deep stillness of the night, as he lay heartbroken on the
floor of the barge, eyes stark open, not even lifting his
head when he felt my buzz.

I simply walked in, locking the door behind me, knelt down,
and put my arms around him. We lay there on the floor for
the rest of that night, not speaking.

And in silence, when it came to the worlds of emotion
between us, we drifted through several years, just as
though everything had world and time enough.

Then September 11th, 2001, came crashing down on our lives,
disrupting the normal fabric, shaking into the deepest
foundations of what I thought was myself.

Oh, it isn't that I haven't seen death and pain and tragedy
before. I simply had never seen this before, this sudden
shaking of a world I thought was safe and happy.

It wasn't even that I had any particular commitment to
America. It was a good country, as far as countries go, not
perfect, not the dreamland so many thought it, but solid
and strong. It was the sudden appearance of things that
were beyond my control -- because even Immortals can't have
survived those buildings falling, because it could have
happened on any day, to any tall building. It was the fear
that haunted my footsteps for weeks later. It was finally
knowing what it could have been like to live in the days of
the Horsemen and be a simple villager.

It was having my world shaken.

I saw new lines, new sorrow in Duncan's eyes when I came to
see him late in the evening of that day. And as I left, I
kissed him for the first time. I don't even know why,
exactly. It just felt like something I had to do, like
giving money to the Red Cross.

Only this wasn't charity. It was deeper and higher. It was
something I'd hardly dared to admit to myself out loud.

It was love. And in that pain, the knowledge of my own
passion for Duncan felt like sacrilege. How dare I live and
love when so many have died?

Because you have to, something deep inside me whispered.
Because you survive. And you can't survive without love.

And that makes as much sense as anything else.
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"If a great wave shall fall, it will fall upon us all." I
glance from you to the boy, and know where my place in the
Force is, where my place in you is. 

I have just had my life's vision, and it closes with me
waiting out the years on desert sands while the boy you
chose ravaged the worlds with his mind and terrorized the
peoples with his power. 

I do not choose that fate. Rather would I die now, rather
would I leave the boy in your hands, than take him in my
own. He is dangerous, Master. Dangerous for me to touch, to
guide, to handle. He may not be for you. 

I close my eyes in meditation and always see the same
thing, the Sith you fought on Tatooine returning, and you
dying, and I promising to train the child at your last
command. I am helpless before your requests, you know that,
Master, and yet you would demand this world-destroying
thing of me. 

I open my eyes, and see nothing but a charming child and a
blissfully unaware Master. I shake my head as I ponder what
I must do.

I am the only one who knows. I am the only one who can do
anything about the fate that speeds toward us as surely as
we speed toward Naboo. 

"Jedi Obi-Wan, what is it that troubles you?" It is the
voice of the young handmaiden Padme, in her flame-colored
robes. She sees deep, like me.

"Anakin," I blurt out before I can think, and instantly
regret the word, for she likes Anakin. Who doesn't like
Anakin? 

Her brow furrows. "Go on."

"He feels...wrong, in the Force, somehow." 

"The Force!" She laughs. "Deep matters, Jedi. Too deep for
me, I see more simply." 

"What do you see?" I ask it humbly, for I am desperate for
an answer, a confirmation. 

"I see a child who is afraid."

"That --" I begin, but she cuts me off, raising her hand. 

"Of not being in control." 

And of course she has arrived at the answer. My face
suddenly clears, and she smiles. "Was that your answer,
Jedi?"

"Yes, I think." I dip my head slightly. "I thank you." 

She leaves without another word, and I go back to my
thoughts.

Afraid of not being in control. And of course fear leads to
anger, anger to hate, and hate to Darkness and suffering
and leaving the worlds broken like children's toys.

I could not teach him to learn to let go, for my own fears
lie in that area. You, my Master(and I smile as I
remember), are far better than I at living in the moment.

And with that thought my decision is made.

Quietly, I return to my own quarters. I set my things in
order and I write a note, simple, short, and to the point.
I tell you that I love you, and that I do not do this out
of despair or anger, but from a Force-vision. I send a
message to the Council expressing my regret and warning
them of what I have seen. 

Then I don my robe and straighten my Jedi clothing. I lie
down on the bed and place my lightsaber against my heart.

If a great wave shall fall, let it fall. I refuse to be
part of it. I take a deep breath, close my eyes, and let
brilliant blue flash through my body. 

END
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The world is bleeding. I whisper up to you, and the touch
of your hand is like stars flying against my skin. 

I touch you. Gentle. The darkness of your hair surrounds me
as I lie underneath you, lost to the power of your smile.
Your body feels like home to me. 

You seduce me into you. I am overcome by the wonder of your
words, lost desperate to the kisses from your mouth. You
have ruined me, Highlander. All my defenses are helpless
against the simple passion of your fingers stretching deep
into my body and your mouth sliding to take all of me. 

Swallow me, Highlander. Make me part of you forever. I want
to be the atoms whizzing around you. I want to be the stars
in your sky. I want to be every person you ever touched.
Make me yours. 

The words fly from my mouth to your ears. "Do you want to
be truly mine?" The whisper is light against my ear. 

Ah yes. End this life. Let me live on inside of you. 'Tis a
consummation devoutly to be wished. I want to be overcome
by you, in all ways, to be you, to be in you. I begged for
it at our first meeting, and now I beg for it again. 

Night is for lover's meetings, they say. Sweet night, where
darkness and clouds cover the Quickening storm. Good night,
which I go gentle into. I hardly bother to play with my
sword against you, but kneel before you. 

"The One," I whisper. "Win for me." 

You speak in a voice choked by tears, which I do not
understand. Why would you cry at my heart's desire? "Yes."
The word is sweet to my ears. 

"Make it clean." I look earnest into your eyes. You smile,
a slow, quiet, sober, kind of smile. 

Then the blade whistles downward, and I feel eternity
seizing me and pulling me into you. 

And I am overcome by you. 

END 
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*** 

I gasp for breath and catch the scent of his skin, taking
it deep into myself. Oh, I'm far gone, lost to the sound of
his sobs above me. My body aches and I am in some slight
pain, but that is nothing, nothing compared to the feel of
his body against mine. It is the weightlessness, the
complete lack of pain that warns me I'm dying -- that and
the blood that seeps out of my body with every breath. 

He's sobbing, helplessly, holding me. I am desperate to
comfort him, but what could I say? 

"You can't die, Danny! Danny!" He is almost yelling it now,
as I sink into the sweet warmth of his arms, breathing
shallow now, not quite able to get enough air. "You're
going to be a father...Danny," he's whispering now,
coughing between sobs and words. "You're going to be a
father." 

Oh no. No. I won't. And I laugh. This body won't bear me
another few minutes, let alone another nine months. Inside
the pain I almost rejoice at the thought, for now I can
give him my own gift, the gift of the girl I thought I
loved, that I thought we both loved. That Rafe deserved,
not I. 

"No," I say, and my voice isn't quite loud enough, can
hardly make him hear through the sobbing anguish. "No." And
he looks at me, face twisted in an agony of grief. "You
are." 

I try to raise my hand to place it on his shoulder, but the
effort is too much. I sink back, drowning under the feel of
his hands cradling me. With my last strength I strain to
hear his words. "Land of the free, Danny, land of the
free." 

"Home of the brave," I think, and go out like a candle. 

END 
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I have loved you. I have loved you to my own loss, to my
own helplessness. I have loved you with an ache so deep
that even the words of the Elves cannot express it. 

And now I must leave you. I must leave you. For my hair has
greyed, even as yours has stayed youthful and bright, dark
tresses against my dark tresses in my younger days. 

The face of my wife, like yours, shows no trace of age or
pain -- she could be mistaken for one of her own daughters.
But the years have ravaged me, taken me as their captive,
and bear me inexorably onward to a doom that I cannot
escape. The lines in my face are deep, and my arm can no
longer defend my land. 

Your laughter left me cold when last you visited. You knew
things I could not comprehend, and shared smiles with my
son that left me wondering. Do you move on from generation
to generation of mortal men, once the first has grown too
old for your love?  

Indeed, late at night, you leapt into my bed like a
night-bird and even then you left me cold. I felt nothing
at your kisses and caresses. At last you departed, smiling
with a sober touch, as though you already grieved. "Such is
the way of mortal Men," you said only, leaving me with a
kiss. 

Such is indeed the way of mortal men. And so, loved
Legolas, I say farewell, as mortals must, to you and to
your love. I have loved you. Beyond the stars, I will love
you. 

But it is my time, and so, I leave you with only the memory
of my love. May it bring you joy in the days to come, and
for all days, until Eru Illuvatar shall unmake the worlds,
and maybe bring me back to you. I wait for that day. 

END 
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The days after King Caspian's funeral had been busy for the
newly-crowned King Rilian. There was so much to attend to,
not least of which was becoming used to the sun and air
again. Sometimes the light would strike his eyes too hard,
and he would shy away, hiding his face from the sun.
Sometimes the breeze caught him at an unexpected moment,
and he would stand in amazement for a little, feeling the
wind against his skin. 

Honors were given out, dutifully, to Trumpkin (who could
hardly hear the King's speech and kept muttering about how
"his royal highness' father never whispered so"), to the
dancers of that midnight revel who had rescued them from
the hillside, and finally, to Puddleglum. 

The Marshwiggle was shy about receiving his honor, though.
And at last it was Rilian who came to him, riding his horse
across the land, as kings of Narnia were wont to do, in no
fear of danger. He dismounted at the beginning of the
marshlands, and handed his horse off to a young knight, who
had ridden with him, his only companion. 

"Retire to the hunting lodge not far off, friend," he said.
"I will send one of the Talking Birds to fetch you, when I
am ready to return." 

The young noble saluted, and trotted away, leading Rilian's
horse. Rilian himself stepped into the marshlands.

It wasn't hard to find Puddleglum's wigwam, situated as it
was near the shore, next a small inlet. Puddleglum had
become somewhat of a Narnian celebrity in the last few
weeks, and had moved his wigwam so that people who were not
wiggles could easily access it from shore. 

Puddleglum was alone, though, and fishing in the inlet, not
making a sound. He heard Rilian walk up behind him, and
turned. Rilian smiled.

"Friend Puddleglum," he said, the wind blowing his hair
into his eyes, "I have a charge for thee." 

Puddleglum stood up. Rilian drew his sword out, and placed
the tip of it against Puddleglum's shoulder, in the manner
in which Narnians were made knights by all except Aslan (to
whom they knelt). 

"I, by the grace of Aslan, bestow upon thee and thy heirs
the noble Order of the Table, to be perpetually noble as
long as Narnia shall last." Rilian said it slow and solemn,
as befit a king making a loyal subject into a knight. 

Puddleglum's mouth dropped open, and he looked amazed.
"What have I done to deserve this? Is there a war? Dragons?
Calormen is attacking?"

Rilian smiled despite himself, and placed his sword back
into his sheath. 

"You saved my life at great risk to your own. That deed in
the witch's bewilderment was bold, truly, and you should be
honored for it." 

"It was only what I should have done much sooner,"
Puddleglum said. "If I had been really on my guard, the
witch never would have been able to put a spell on us." 

Rilian laid a hand on the marshwiggle's shoulder. "If she
could keep me cozened for ten years, think it not
surprising that she fooled you for ten minutes. And I have
not finished speaking all your deeds. You kept Jill and
Eustace on the right track to find me. You yourself went
into great danger. No doubt it would have been easier to
stay in your own home, but you chose to venture into the
wilds after a prince you were not sure was living any
longer. You led us out of the diggings, and kept our
spirits high. You deserve the highest honor I can give." 

A sudden shift of the sunlight made Rilian wince as it
moved directly into his line of vision. Puddleglum, seeing
this, led the way into his wigwam and closed down the tent
flap. It was dim in the wigwam, but not dark. 

After settling down on one of the beds of straw, Rilian
continued, stretching out full length on his side, facing
the marshwiggle. "I would ask a question of you." 

Puddleglum, looking a little nervous, nodded. 

"How did you know the giants of Harfang were evil? From
what I have heard, you found recipes for man-pies and
marshwiggle preparation, but that was already after you had
decided the place was dangerous. What made you certain?"

Puddleglum was fidgeting. "It was the Talking Stag," he
said at last. "They served him for lunch. Anyone who would
kill a Narnian subject and eat him is undoubtedly evil and
dangerous."

Rilian looked sick to his stomach for an instant. "Ought we
not wipe the earth with their dust for wantonly misusing
our subjects?"

Puddleglum looked a little startled. "Is that why you
knighted me, to make a warrior out of me?" 

Rilian laughed, shaking his head. "No, my friend. And I
see, Narnia should never attack in a war, no matter the
outrage. We should, instead, instruct our subjects to be
cautious and beware the North."

There was silence as they studied each other, man and
marshwiggle, and each found the other beautiful. Silent
thoughts turned to deeds slowly, each knew, and carefully
they began to examine the worlds their minds were tracing. 

Rilian was blond-haired and bright-eyed. Accounted a beauty
in the first early promise of his youth, he had lived up
the promise. Still his cheeks were pale with long time away
from the sun, but there was laughter in his eyes and in his
voice. Puddleglum thought him a king to be proud of and
"the woman that wins him should be as fair as he," he
whispered under his breath. 

On the other hand, Puddleglum was tall, and very thin, with
hands and feet that were almost webbed, and long gray hair
that hung down his back. He smelled of reed and marsh, the
wild free smell of the outdoors. Rilian thought him more
beautiful than the river god in his splendor. 

And so they watched each other, Rilian at last closing his
eyes and falling asleep, for he was still exhausted from
the stress of the last weeks, and Puddleglum's bed was so
warm, so comfortable. 

Puddleglum watched him for several moments, then turned
away, muttering to himself, "it's not right, he wouldn't
dream of it, it's better to keep quiet, as though any son
of Adam could love you anyway." 

Rilian slept for about an hour, then woke at the touch of
Puddleglum's hand on his shoulder. "The sun is setting,
lord king," Puddleglum said in explanation. Rilian,
dewy-eyed, looked up sleepily, smiling at his friend. 

"Yes?" Rilian said, and sat up. Puddleglum put out a hand
to help the young king up, and Rilian took it, rising to
his feet. He did not let go of the marshwiggle's hand, but
walked out with it still in his possession. 

The sun was setting, and it shone over the marshes with a
last dying light.

"I should return," Rilian said, breathing in and turning to
face Puddleglum. A sudden impulse seized him, and he put
his arms around the marshwiggle's neck, drawing his face
down, and kissing him, quickly, on the mouth.

They both drew back, staring at each other, the slow blood
mounting into Rilian's cheeks. "Do you regret that?" he
whispered at last.

"No," Puddleglum said. "Do you? After all, any relationship
between us is bound not to work."

Rilian laughed. "With that attitude then, may I stay here
tonight?"

They were both laughing now. "Yes," Puddleglum answered. 

They took hold of hands, and ducked back into the wigwam.
And before the night was over, Rilian had learned to love
the smell of the marshes, and Puddleglum had admitted that
maybe it would work.

END
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London, 1795

"They tell us that America is the place to be in the next
century," Benjamin Adams said to his friend Julian Fremont,
as they were walking home from a joint call to the home of
a patient. For the last several years, Dr. Adams had been
helping Dr. Fremont build his practice in London, and now
finally was working with him on a semi-permanent basis. 

It was an early March evening, caught somewhere between
very humid and drizzle. Fog swirled about their feet as
they walked, not so bad that they could not see, but
definitely enough to be careful. 

The two Immortals, neither of which were married at the
present time, lived in a small flat together on the
outskirts of London. Methos had just returned from a trip
to India, while Julian had lost a wife to another man's
embraces, and had let her go graciously, for he had
regretted the marriage all too soon after the honeymoon. 

"I've been thinking of going there," Julian said, "when I
'retire.' I am sure America could use a few good doctors."

Methos laughed. "Isn't it time you took on another student
of your own? It's past time to give some unlucky infant the
treatment you took so well from me."

Julian preened. "Was I a model student? Did you teach me
well indeed? Ah, those were the days!" He laughed. "And now
if I kissed you on the street they would hang us both!" 

Methos laughed with him. "You'll just have to restrain
yourself until we get home, then." 

Julian glanced at his former teacher, eyes dancing. "I'll
try to be patien--" His voice broke off suddenly at a
strong rush of Presence, and immediately both men stopped
still, looking around steadily and warily. 

Two Immortals stepped out onto the street from an alleyway.
At first appearance, they both looked like boys, their
slender figures clothed in simple blouses and trousers,
allowing them the freedom to move with perfect grace. But
when Methos heard their voices, he knew they were not boys.

"We are the Amazons," the taller of the two declared. "I am
Hippolyta, and my companion is Artemis. We come take you
into us. We challenge you by sword in the ancient battle of
our race." 

Methos glanced carefully at Julian. They both well knew
that the Amazons were very old indeed, and very good sword
fighters. They would not break the rules by fighting two to
one, but would gladly engage one at a time, wearing down
their opponent for sometimes days at a time. They were
headhunters, and they were ruthless. They had probably been
following Methos and Julian for weeks now, tracking them,
and had caught them in the most deserted area they had to
pass through on their walk home.

"Shall we?" Methos asked. 

"Yes," Julian said. "My name is Julian Fremont, and my
companion is Benjamin Adams," he called to the women. "We
accept your challenge." 

Like dancers beginning a ballet, the four of them moved out
onto the open street and paired off, Artemis fighting
Methos, Hippolyta engaging Julian. 

-----

The Quickening was deep and hard, thundering into Julian's
bones, whispering across his spine, sensual as a hurricane.
Hippolyta was almost three thousand years old, and the
heads she had taken in her time were many. 

At last the breathless, quasi-sexual passion left him limp
on the ground, struggling to his feet, finding that his
clothes were torn and bloody. After dumping Hippolyta's
body in the river, he moved slowly back to his coat,
picking it up with a groan, and then picking up Methos'
longjacket, which lay beside it. He could still hear the
clashing of swords in the distance, which meant the battle
still raged between Methos and Artemis. He hurried toward
the scene, still holding his own sword. 

Just as he reached the quay where they were fighting, he
could see Artemis go down, losing her sword hopelessly in
the water. And then he heard her voice, pleading. 

"I'll give you anything you want, including myself," she
tempted. "And Hippolyta too. The three of us can have so
much fun together."

Methos looked up, meeting Julian's exhausted eyes over
Artemis' head. "I don't think you *have* anything I want,"
he calmly stated, and swung the sword, almost lazily. 

There was a soft thump as her head fell to the ground. Then
the Quickening started. Julian staggered over closer to
Methos just as the first lightning bolts hit, as Methos
groaned in sweet agony. 

A tendril of Quickening fire wrapped around Julian, firing
all along his overloaded nerves with a pleasure that
crossed the line into pain. 

There was a long moment of silence after it was over, both
of them on the ground, Julian sitting, quiet, eyes closed,
Methos lying full length on the quay. For a few moments,
everything was peaceful. 

Then, the faint echo of footsteps in the distance. They
both stirred and got up, immediately. Methos pushed
Artemis' body almost carelessly over the quay into the
water. It would rain later tonight and the blood would wash
away, he knew. 

"Your coat," Julian said tonelessly, and handed it to him.
Their fingers met, and a tiny spark of the Quickening flew
between them. Suddenly they were not quite so tired
anymore.

"By the gods of Greece," Julian whispered, all too quickly
coming alive. "I'll kiss you here, should I hang for it!"

Methos smiled, and their lips met in a long kiss,
desperate, sweet, and filled with the promise of what would
happen as soon as they got home.

"We have to be careful, though," Julian said, drawing back.
"You know what could happen."

Methos shuddered. "Remind me of that, and you'll kill the
mood," he said. "I do *not* want to be pregnant." 

"Me neither," Julian said. 

"So, no sodomy," Methos continued, grinning. 

"Right," Julian said. "Fortunately, there's a lot more to
love than that."

"Fortunately," Methos shot him a teasing smile that turned
all Julian's bones to water, suddenly. "Let's go home,
lover." 

They made their way through the darkened streets hand in
hand, slipping into alleyways to snatch brief kisses, not
caring for once who saw them. 

"Those clothes are a loss," Methos remarked to Julian just
before they got to their rooms, raking Julian's form with
his eyes. 

Julian nodded, and fumbled for his keys. Finally they got
into the rooms they shared and locked the door behind them.


Not even bothering to light a lamp, they let coats,
complete with swords, fall to the ground and for once,
simply left them there. No one else would disturb them
tonight. Their lips met, without a word spoken. 

A familiar fire sparked somewhere deep inside Julian as he
let go of his ancient teacher, both of them breathing hard.


"The clothes?" Methos' voice brought Julian back to earth.
"We can hardly do this with you dressed, *caro*." 

Julian smiled at the endearment, and quickly pulled off his
clothing, as Methos removed his. When they were finally
completely naked, Methos smiled, and took Julian by the
hand, leading him into the bedroom that was ostensibly his,
but that they actually both shared most nights. 

It was too cold to stand by the bed and kiss, but they did
anyway, feeling Quickening spark into their bodies, slowly
settling. The urge to take Methos inside himself was almost
overpowering to Julian for a moment. Carefully, he drew
back. 

"Under the covers," Methos whispered, eyes luminous. 

"I love you," Julian whispered back, as they settled into
the bed. Then, softly, "Methos, this is dangerous, this
desire." 

Methos seemed to understand just what Julian was referring
to. "Maybe we should sleep separately tonight," he said. 

Julian shook his head, crawling on top of Methos and
molding himself to the beautiful body of his teacher. "No.
Want to touch you." 

"Yes?" Methos laughed. Whatever he was going to say next
faded into a groan as Julian licked his throat -- one of
the most sensitive places on Methos' body. 

The next few moments were lost for Julian to the wonder of
Methos' body, mapping out all the sweet spots that made
Methos moan and clutch hands on Julian's shoulders.

At last Julian took Methos' erection in his mouth, and
Methos simply breathed out, half sigh, half moan. Methos
tasted like salt and smelled like snow, Julian thought,
sinking into the familiar feel of his lover, swirling his
tongue around the head of Methos' cock.

Quickening-stimulated as Methos was, it did not take too
long before Methos was groaning out release and Julian was
licking up semen, like a spoiled cat. Methos's eyes had
sagged shut, and he was purring, almost, lying sprawled on
the bed. Julian was still thrumming with repressed energy,
though, and crept up to lie beside Methos, waiting.

"Dear one," he whispered, lips moving against Methos' bare
shoulder. Methos stirred at the endearment, and lazily
opened his eyes, smiling the smile of the utterly satiated.


"Julian," he said, and his voice took on a mischievous
tone, "you haven't had any yet."

Julian shivered, not from cold. "Can't wait," he answered.

"Impatient child," Methos teased, but turned to take Julian
in his arms. The night was quickly growing colder now, so
they dared not throw off the blankets. Instead Methos
ducked underneath and pulled them up above both their
heads, so they were enclosed in a warm dark cocoon that
smelled faintly of sweat and semen. 

Their bodies came together without a thought, and Julian
felt himself get hard just from the feel of Methos' naked
body against his. Methos didn't seem to be interested in a
second round for himself, instead just concentrating on
making Julian have the same experience he had so recently
had.

Julian sighed as Methos' mouth attached itself to one of
his nipples -- Methos knew quite well how sensitive
Julian's nipples were. Julian was breathing hard with
arousal before Methos moved on, licking down his stomach to
his groin.

Methos was as good at giving head as he was at being
sneaky, Julian thought, shuddering at the feel of his
lover's tongue sweeping up and down his erection in long
strokes. 

Groaning, Julian felt the worlds divide into stars, tiny
sparks of light flying across the insides of his eyelids.
All his being was concentrated on the feel of Methos' warm
wet tongue on him, the feel of Methos's skin pressed tight
to his. 

Everything faded into light, suddenly, and Julian's body
shook with tingling thrills, for what seemed like several
moments. 

Dimly, he was aware of it when Methos let him go, and moved
up to put his arms around him. He turned into Methos'
embrace, and together they slept there until the dawn.

END
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It was in my ninth year that first he came to Rohan. Only
nine, and young though that may seem to find a hero, he
became mine. StarEagle, as we called him, was a mighty man,
a valiant man, who taught me first to hold shield, to wield
blade, and who also taught me one thing other, ere he
departed. 

He remained with us eight years. Those years were bright
with happiness, a fair sunrise for the day of my life that
would so quickly become grim. 

Long and glorious were the days I spent with him, traveling
far afield on small errands or great, both of us on one
horse. As the sun swept over the sky in the last heat of
the dying day, we would sit upon the banks of the Entwash
or another stream, staring into the West. 

And then he would tell me tales. Tales of Elves and Elvish
wars. Tales of the mortal man that loved an elf maiden and
brought her a Silmaril from the Enemy's crown to be her
bride-price. Tales of the ancient city Gondolin, and of the
lands that lay under the wave. Tales, finally, of the glory
and sorrow of mortal man, ever reaching for immortality. 

The words were strange. Long had I been taught that man's
life had no purpose but to do great deeds and leave the
country safe for those after him. Thus it was to my people,
and though I was born in Gondor, still I felt more tied to
my own land than many who had never set foot outside its
borders. 

His words hinted that there was glory beyond the grave, and
deeply they sank into my soul, to be forgotten only in the
whisperings of Wormtongue, and then only for a little
while. 

Eight years, and all sped too short. And now I look back,
and those years were the best of my life. 

StarEagle won glory in Rohan not as a fighter, but as a
guardian. Though he would not hesitate to draw sword at
need, he preferred to watch the borders, and keep the land
safe. 

He had given loyalty to my father at a time when many
doubted him. My father did not wish to rule Rohan, but to
stay in Gondor, yet custom demanded and he obeyed. And
StarEagle came to swear him fealty, riding up to Edoras on
a white horse, then placing his hands and head on my
father's knees, swearing honor and service. After he took
the oath, he raised his head, breaking tradition, looked
into my father's eyes and simply said, "For a time, my
lord. Not forever. Other lands will call me hence." 

That was startling to all, but he always said that he did
not belong in Rohan. "I belong to no country," he had
whispered to me one day. In the agony of being twelve years
old then, I had whispered back that I felt the same. 

And yet my father trusted him utterly. So did all the
people. There was a look of truth and justice in his face
that gave the lie to any who would slander him. He looked
young, but there was age in his eyes that gave him far more
than the twenty-odd years he claimed. 

My father trusted him, but I loved him. I had loved him
ever since we first watched the sunset together, on the
Hill of the Hall. He gave my fragile childish dreams
substance. It was later that I learned to love him in a way
far more intimate. 

When I was fifteen, and finally given charge of my own time
to use as I should choose, I decided to travel with
StarEagle on a mission south of Edoras to Dunharrow. It was
a simple message we had to take, no hurry about it, and
little danger. Though we could have reached our destination
in a day, we did not. The quiet lands were lazy and
beautiful, and the day was warm. We rode on separate
horses, now, but close together, sometimes racing across
the meadows, sometimes walking. 

We made camp before sunset fell upon us, by a small stream
that issued from the White Mountains and was icy cold. A
small pond formed by a waterfall beckoned me, and I
stripped off my garments, stepping into the water. 

The water was little better than melted snow, but was
delightful. Smiling, I beckoned with my hand for my friend
to come nearer.

"The water is perfect!" I exclaimed. "And we are in no
danger here. Will you not?"

"Indeed I will," he laughed, and unselfconsciously stripped
away his own clothing, but lay his bare sword near the
water's edge for use on unexpected visitors. 

I looked away, trying not to stare, deeming it impolite to
so look upon a man disrobing, but then looked back again,
unable to tear my eyes away. 

And that was when I knew for certain that my love for him
was far greater than his ability to tell tales, and far
greater than even I had suspected. 

For he was beautiful. Not beautiful as already I knew the
beauty of women, but beautiful as a man is beautiful, all
long lines and angles and muscles. 

I caught my breath and dived into the water, quickly, to
cool the fire that had leaped up in me at the sight of him.


He slipped into the water himself, and laughing, sent a
splash in my direction.

It became a battle. We laughed and splashed in the water
until the sun went down. 

When we finally left the water, which now seemed all too
warm, StarEagle lit a fire while wrapped in a blanket. 

"That was a daring deed!" I told him, laughing. 

"Nay," he laughed again. "The true brave deed would have
been to light the fire with nothing on at all." 

"Aye, that would have been no difficult task," I whispered
to myself, "if you spoke of the fire inside my body." 

Dressed again, we lay near the fire on our blankets and
spoke of many things. Sweet sensation swept through me when
he touched me, however brief. 

And at last I could not bear not to speak. I was unafraid
that he would despise me; we knew each other too well for
that. My only fear was that he would reject me. 

I turned to look at him in the firelight, the simple words
lingering long in my mouth.

"I love thee, StarEagle," was the form they last chose to
take. 

He looked at me in the light of the dying fire, and smiled,
slow and soft. "And I love thee, prince," he answered. 

"Love indeed," I said, and put my arms around him, just
waiting. 

And when, after an agony of dreadful silence, he bent to
take my lips, all my world narrowed to him and the wonder
of his kiss. 

"Come," I whispered. "Let this be a love that will be worth
a song." 

----

I am old now, and have seen many joys, but that, the first
awakening of love in my heart, was the best of all things.
Two years later he departed, and though we both grieved, he
smiled and whispered only three words in the midst of our
last farewell kiss. "I shall return."

"I shall return." And the years have come and gone, and he
has not returned, and I am near my last hours. Surely he is
dead by now, for he was older than I. 

But yet, in the face of Aragorn son of Arathorn, Ranger of
the North, I see lineaments like to those of StarEagle, in
a face older than the one I remember, but so like to it, so
like.

And I see the way he looks at me, the small tricks in his
voice that I remember as though they were graven on my
heart, and I, I am doubtful. Who is this man? And why does
he stir these memories so vividly? 

Is Aragorn StarEagle, and are there yet more mysteries to
be unraveled? And have I time enough to learn the answers?

I hear the sounds of battle outside the windows of the
Hornburg, and I turn as Aragorn comes in, closing the door
behind him. A few words about the battle, and my decision
is made.

"Will you ride with me then, son of Arathorn?" I say.
"Maybe we shall cleave a road, or make such an end as will
be worth a song, if any be left to sing of us hereafter."

He starts at my familiar words, and I step toward him, hand
held out. He takes it, and kisses it. His words, when he
finally speaks, are spoken in the tone of the young man he
once was.

"I will ride with you," he says. 

That is all I need to know, but his next whispered words
give him away. "Theoden, yet beloved," he says, letting go
of my hand. He turns away, leaving the room, and I stare
quietly after him, heart beating loud in my breast. 

I may now die in blessedness, with the sword of StarEagle
at my side. 

END


=====
"Duncan MacLeod of the Clan MacLeod. Have a beet." -- AU Methos #582
Website: http://www.slashcity.org/~amyfortuna
Fic List: http://groups.yahoo.com/group/fortuna_fic
Journal: http://www.livejournal.com/users/sunshinegirl/

__________________________________________________
Do You Yahoo!?
Yahoo! GeoCities - quick and easy web site hosting, just $8.95/month.
http://geocities.yahoo.com/ps/info1


From DummyAddressAndDate Thu Sep 16 11:42:17 2010
X-Yahoo-Msgnum: 167
Return-Path: <amyfortuna@yahoo.com>
X-Sender: amyfortuna@yahoo.com
X-Apparently-To: fortuna_fic@yahoogroups.com
Received: (EGP: mail-8_0_1_3); 23 Dec 2001 22:33:49 -0000
Received: (qmail 45516 invoked from network); 23 Dec 2001 22:33:48 -0000
Received: from unknown (216.115.97.172)
  by m9.grp.snv.yahoo.com with QMQP; 23 Dec 2001 22:33:48 -0000
Received: from unknown (HELO web9505.mail.yahoo.com) (216.136.129.135)
  by mta2.grp.snv.yahoo.com with SMTP; 23 Dec 2001 22:33:51 -0000
Message-ID: <20011223223350.12060.qmail@web9505.mail.yahoo.com>
Received: from [148.167.126.203] by web9505.mail.yahoo.com via HTTP; Sun, 23 Dec 2001 14:33:50 PST
Date: Sun, 23 Dec 2001 14:33:50 -0800 (PST)
Subject: FIC: By Evening's Last Light 1/1 (A/F)
To: tolkien_slash@yahoogroups.com, fortuna_fic@yahoogroups.com
MIME-Version: 1.0
Content-Type: text/plain; charset=us-ascii
From: Amy Fortuna <amyfortuna@yahoo.com>
X-Yahoo-Group-Post: member; u=44325746
X-Yahoo-Profile: amyfortuna

Title: By Evening's Last Light
Author: Amy Fortuna (amyfortuna@yahoo.com) 
Rating: R
Pairing: Aragorn/Frodo
Summary: A conversation turns into something more.
Schmoopy, very. 
Notes: This is based on the books, but imagined with the
faces of the movie. Also, a response to the mithril coat
challenge. :)

----

"If by life or death I can save you, I will." The words
echoed in Frodo's mind, time and time again as he recalled
Aragorn's sudden gentle smile. 

"It was Strider that saved us," his own words flew back to
him on the wings of thought. "I have become very fond of
him." A quick blush at the memory, even as he had blushed
then. "He is dear to me." 

"And he is. He is," Frodo thought, his heart welling up
with deep emotion that could not quite be expressed. 

Turning in the boat, he watched the Man in question. His
hair flowed out behind him, and his face was lit up with
the last light of the dying sun. Aragorn was, and there was
no other word for it, beautiful. Looking at him took away,
for a moment, the burden of the Ring, and the pangs of
grief for Gandalf that were still all too new. 

So Frodo watched him for as long as possible, until the sun
set behind them to the West, and they made camp. 

Legolas moved about on feet that seemed made of air, and
Gimli followed behind him, both of them gathering wood for
their small fire. Merry, Pippin, and Sam were securing the
boats, and dragging luggage to shore. Boromir had stepped
away into the trees on some errand of his own. Aragorn
simply sat on a large rock, looking out across the River in
the twilight. Frodo, sighing, walked over and sat down
beside him.

"What are you doing, Strider?" he asked, simply to make
conversation. 

Aragorn turned to look at him. "If you stay very still, you
can feel the vibrations of the earth under the feet of
travellers. I am trying to see if I can tell who or what
else is in this land."

"No one's supposed to be here, right?" Frodo asked. "This
is a land under no one's domain, as far as I know."

"You are right, Frodo," Aragorn said. "These are the Brown
Lands and are desolate. I do not know what deviltry of the
Enemy destroyed this land that must have been fair, once
upon a time. But for now, the only footsteps I hear are our
own."

A sudden splash from the river made them both look up. It
was too dark to tell what was out there, but Frodo saw,
just before night dropped over them, eyes peering over the
water.

Aragorn simply sighed. "But enemies do not need to tread
the green earth to follow us," he said. 

There was silence as they listened intently for a while.
Frodo, feeling the chill of the air, moved close to the
heat of Aragorn's body, and Aragorn, with a quiet smile,
just put an arm around him, and said nothing. 

Here, Frodo could be at peace. He felt perfectly safe with
this Man. Far from the unease Frodo felt whenever he looked
on Boromir, Aragorn inspired nothing but trust and hope. 

For a moment, the terrible burden of the Ring was gone, and
Frodo was a simple hobbit again, far from home, a little
frightened, and feeling deeply grieved. 

"Do not die for me, Aragorn," he whispered. "The Quest has
already lost too much to death." 

"It is not my desire to die, Frodo," Aragorn whispered
back. "Nor was it Gandalf's. But I will do as I must to
protect and aid you, as he did. If that means death for me,
so be it."

Frodo shook his head. "You shall not die!" he said. "You
have not fulfilled your destiny, and the land of Gondor
needs you."

Aragorn smiled. "The land of Gondor has its Stewards. My
destiny is bound up with yours. Gondor will not fail if I
am not her king. Gondor will fail if the Quest fails."

"The Quest must not fail," Frodo said. "Yet every day it
looks more hopeless."

"We do without hope if we must," Aragorn said, with another
grim smile. "We may only do what we know is right." 

Frodo could hear Aragorn's heart pounding steadily as he
rested his head against Aragorn's side. Strength and wisdom
and courage were bound up in this Man, this beautiful one. 

"I frightened you, did I not?" Aragorn asked, after a few
moments. "In the Prancing Pony. You were terrified of me." 

"Yes," Frodo confessed. 

"I am sorry, Frodo," Aragorn said. "I am not myself without
fear, and your vanishing trick seemed to me as though you
knew not what you carried, though Gandalf told me that
indeed you did know. I was afraid for you, afraid that you
were making light of the very thing that would seal your
doom. I was afraid that even I could not save you, foolish
children as you seemed."

"We have all grown wiser since then," Frodo said.

"Indeed," Aragorn said. "I thought I knew much about
hobbits -- for how many years have I watched your borders
now? -- but you and your companions have surprised me. More
to you than meets the eye, Gandalf said, and then he spoke
not of mithril coats." 

Frodo laughed though the pang of grief that seized him at
the mention of Gandalf's name. "Did that surprise you as
well?"

"Yes," Aragorn laughed, pulling Frodo closer. "I knew not
that hobbits had such beautiful skin. Are you wearing it
now?"

"Yes," Frodo answered. "I am."

"And your bruises have healed?"

"There is some slight pain yet, but I believe, yes, mostly.
The Elven healers are skilled indeed."

"I should look at you once more," Aragorn mused. "Simply to
ensure that all is healing as it should."

Frodo slipped out from under Aragorn's arm, and knelt
before him. "If you wish," he said. 

Aragorn glanced keenly around. Merry and Pippin were making
the fire, as Gimli commented. The Elf was standing still,
deep in meditation of some kind, listening to the wind and
the last birds of the evening. Boromir was helping Sam
unpack his cooking gear. All of them were quiet even in
their relief at being settled for the night. 

"Not here in the open," Aragorn said. "Come with me."
Taking Frodo's hand, he slipped into the trees, not far,
just enough for privacy. No one noticed them leave.

"Now," Aragorn said, "let's remove your tunic."

Frodo unbuttoned his shirt, feeling less self-conscious
than he had when Bilbo had asked him to put the mailshirt
on. This was Aragorn, who was not drawn to the temptation
of the Ring, but simply desired to protect and comfort
Frodo. The Ring hung loose from its chain around his neck,
but Aragorn did not so much as glance at it, instead
kneeling before him, and putting gentle pressure on the
wound through the mailshirt. 

"Does that hurt?" he whispered.

"No," Frodo said, then as Aragorn moved on, "yes, a
little."

Aragorn stopped moving, a hand on Frodo's side, and Frodo
looked up to find him simply staring, not at the Ring, but
at Frodo himself. They were at almost eye level when
Aragorn knelt. 

"Frodo," Aragorn said, in kind of a choked gasp. "Oh
Frodo." And then the world fell to blissful pieces as
Aragorn drew him close and kissed him. 

Aragorn's mouth was *bigger* than his, was the first and
rather prosaic thing that Frodo noticed about the kiss.
Then he realized that only made it easier for him to get
lost in the wonder of it. 

It was a long kiss, and a slow one, gentle as Aragorn
always was. The metal shirt clinked lightly between them as
they embraced, and the darkness of the trees shut them in.
Aragorn pulled him further into his arms, falling slowly
back to a sitting position against the trunk of a tree. 

Frodo was overwhelmed, lovingly. Aragorn's arms and legs
around him, he was wrapped deep in the Man who cared
nothing for the Ring or power, who instead cared only about
love and hope. 

Joy spread through Frodo's body with every touch, as
Aragorn ran light fingers over the mithril coat, letting
the feather-light metal ripple against Frodo's body.
Gasping, Frodo threw his head back and let the sensations
overtake him, lost on a sea of wonder. 

As he came back to Middle-earth, he heard Aragorn's gentle
words against his skin. "I would have never spoken of this
to you, but oh Frodo, oh Frodo, you are so beautiful when
you look at me like I am your everything."

"I am?" Frodo asked. Then "I do?"

"Yes, and yes," Aragorn said with a smile in his voice.

For a few moments, they were simply lost in the joy of
those words, then Aragorn said "Come, it's best if we
returned. They will be wondering." Letting go of Frodo,
Aragorn picked up the discarded tunic -- the only garment
of Frodo's that had been taken off, and gave it back to
him.

"But you --" Frodo said, overcome by the swiftness of the
moments.

Aragorn laid a finger over his lips. "All I desire is to
hold and touch you. That is enough for me. In life or
death, my Frodo."

"In life or death, Aragorn," Frodo replied. 

"Then that is all we need to know," Aragorn said, standing
up. "Come, let us return."

Frodo smiled, took the hand that Aragorn extended, and
together they walked back to the camp.

END
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My fingers comb through your fur with an almost
absent-minded laziness; it is a quiet evening, and I have
nothing to fear, not now. It is quiet in Hogwarts, and the
full moon is far away.

James sits on his own bed across the room, looking over
notes we are making for the Map. Peter is at the library
trying to find a copy of *The Four Founders: All About The
Houses*. We need it for our work. And you lie, in dog form,
on my bed, snuggled up next to me. 

We've discovered something about each other since you
learned how to transform. We understand each other, on a
very deep level. It's almost like we can read each other's
thoughts, when we are both transformed. You communicate to
me what you are and what you expect me to be. And I have
the will and the means to comply. You give me the ability
to control myself. 

And I can't keep my hands off you, when you're in dog form.
I keep petting you. You growl at James and Peter when they
try it, but you let me. You even seem to like it. 

It hasn't been easy for any of you, learning how to do
this. At first we were almost certain it couldn't be done,
not without learning all kinds of things that we wouldn't
be studying in class.

But we were wrong. It actually turned out to be rather
simple. Any decent witch or wizard could figure it out. The
most complicated part of becoming Animagi was choosing what
to become. 

James likes deer, and he thinks a stag is the most regal
creature under the moonlight. You insisted upon becoming a
dog, a large black dog, because you...well, you never
really explained, but I think I know why. And Peter decided
to become a rat, so that he could creep in and freeze the
Whalloping Willow. He also has a strange fondness for small
creatures. 

And I simply watch and research and stand amazed that
anyone would go to such lengths just to keep me company in
my full-moon madness. 

Of all of us, you like your form the best, I guess. You're
always transforming when we're in our bedroom. Then you
leap up into my bed, and snuggle down practically in my
lap. And you look up at me with those melting Sirius-eyes
and I just go to pieces. 

In dog form, you say a world of things to me, and I think
I'm beginning to understand them. 

I think you love me, Sirius. I think you love me. 

Am I right? 

END
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Her voice was still sounding in his mind, a welcome
presence there, for it reminded him of the bright Elf
maiden who had kissed him in Rivendell, pledging her heart
to him. Idly, Aragorn lay a hand over the white stone at
his breast, feeling its warmth seep through him. 

The years did not bring innocence. Time had washed the
youth from Aragorn, leaving in its place someone wary of
danger at every turn, someone who watched and waited
carefully, skeptical of new friends until he had proved
them.

He was suspicious of Boromir. The Lady had confirmed his
suspicions with a glance from her eyes, and Aragorn had
watched Boromir's blush of guilt set the seal to his
desires. Boromir wanted the Ring. Boromir would try to get
the Ring. Boromir would betray them all. 

"I do not count myself any stronger than you, Man of
Gondor," he whispered. "In that perhaps, is my wisdom. I
fear the Ring because I know well how fragile I am, how
easily I may be tempted to take it. But I will not be like
Isildur. I set this thing aside of my own free will, and I
pledged my life to the Ringbearer." 

His hand closed around the stone, and he shut his eyes.
"You shall not fall to the Ring, if I may have a say in the
matter. You shall not, Boromir." 

The heavy footfalls of one not of Elvish race was the next
thing he heard. Looking up, Aragorn smiled as Boromir
walked over and sat beside him on the carven root that had
been formed into a bench. 

"You said earlier, Boromir, that your people are failing,
and that you have no hope for the future, is that not so?"
Aragorn asked, quietly, letting go of the Elfstone and
laying a hand on the Man's arm. 

"Indeed it is so," Boromir said. "I fear that you will find
little more than a barren land to rule, if it comes to
that." 

"I do not fear so," Aragorn said. "I have wandered many
years in the wilderness, and found in all my journeys that
hope springs up in places least expected, and that Men are
stronger than Elves tell. Gondor shall not die."

He took a deep breath, and turned to face Boromir. "My name
is Hope," he said. "I was given the name Estel as a child,
and with that name I lived for my first years. Hope
pervades all my being. I cannot despair, as you seem to be
able to. Look up, Boromir of Gondor, and fear not. The Ring
shall be destroyed." 

Boromir turned to him. "The Ring!" he said. "Without the
Ring, what can Men such as you and I do against..." he
gestured to the East. 

"What we have been doing all along," Aragorn said. "Good
and evil do not change with circumstance. A ill deed is an
ill deed, justified or no." 

Aragorn moved close to Boromir. "We live," he whispered.
"We laugh. We fight. And we love."

The first kiss was feather-light, hesitant, Aragorn's mouth
brushing against Boromir's lips in a quest for entrance. 

Boromir gasped, startled, but let Aragorn kiss him,
yielding to his embrace. 

"Time is," Aragorn gasped, tearing his mouth away from
Boromir's, "short. I ask for no pledges of loyalty, not
now. All I ask is your willing love." 

A slow amazement spread across Boromir's face. "For the
days that are, I grant it." 

"Not many," Aragorn cautioned. "This I see with the
foresight of my people."

"And my heart echoes it," Boromir said. "I knew when I left
Gondor that I would never return. I would only desire that
my death be a noble one. I speak of vain things when I
speak of you and I entering the gates of Minas Tirith
together." 

"Hope never dies," Aragorn whispered. "And maybe even now,
the fate set before you may be changed, and you and I will
walk the streets of the White City." 

Boromir shook his head. "The Rohirrim have a saying. *Wyrd
bith ful araed!*"

"Fate is utterly inexorable," Aragorn translated. "I have
heard the words, and I do not believe them. You and I are
of the people of Numenor, Boromir, serving the Valar and
over them the One. Our choices govern our lives, not our
fates."

"And this you have chosen? To lead a Halfing to Mordor? To
die at Sauron's hand, begging for mercy?" Boromir said,
quiet anger underscoring his voice.

"Yes, this I have chosen," Aragorn said, and then smiled.
"But I do not beg, Man of Gondor."

"No?" Boromir asked, catching the change of subject,
turning, and drawing a line down the curve of Aragorn's
face.

"Never!" Aragorn laughed, his own hand coming up to drift
across Boromir's tunic, touching quietly.

"No more of grief or sorrow tonight, friend," Aragorn said,
and caught Boromir's hand. "Come with me." 

----

The Lady was aware of them, Aragorn could feel it in the
back of his mind as he lay next to a sleeping Boromir,
peace drifting across his features. She knew why as well,
and did not frown on them. 

"Yet hope remains while all the Company is true," she had
said, and looked at Boromir. Aragorn, silent, watched as
her eyes passed over them all. Sam was quick to blush,
while Frodo stood straight and silent, meeting her gaze
with his own, for a long time. At last her eyes came to
him, and her mind spoke to his. 

"I could give you the Lady Arwen, if you possessed the
Ring. I could not say you nay." 

"She is her own to give, and not yours." 

"It could make you king of Gondor, indeed of all
Middle-earth."

"If I must rule, I desire the favor of the people more than
all the power of fear." 

"Do you desire the Ring, Aragorn son of Arathorn?" 

He had smiled. "No, truly not. Such a trinket is not for my
keeping. Indeed, I do not even desire to look on it."

"There is one who desires it. And you may stop him, if you
can. Use all the wit and all the love you have within you.
Even so, it may not be enough. Keep sight of your duty,
Estel-child."

Their gaze had broken then, and she had turned to Legolas.
But still her words burned like fire in Aragorn's blood. 

"Frodo, Frodo, I pledged you my life," he whispered. "I did
not know that I would have to pledge love as well to guard
you."

For the first time in years, Aragorn felt helpless. Time
was speeding on, running out, and Boromir was on the verge
of betrayal. 

"It is time to leave this land," he said. "We are not safe
even here."

He sat up, and looked over at the sleeping Boromir. "It is
time to meet our fate, my friend," he said. "We can delay
no longer."

END
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There. I'll set aside the mithril coat and Sting for you,
Frodo. If time grants it to you and me to meet again, and
if you fly into danger, you shall need the weapons I used
once, long ago. 

The years have dealt all too hastily with me, and I feel
them each come creeping up, swifter than they should. A day
feels like a hundred, and my bones ache more with every
nightfall, even in the house of Elrond. I am old, Frodo,
and now I look it.

Sometimes I miss the Ring. Sometimes. I find myself feeling
for it, seeking it, not finding it, panicking. For a moment
only. The longing comes over me, and only the quiet moments
spent in the sun, or talking with one of the Elves of the
household, can ease my pain. 

Do you suffer too, in the Shire, Frodo, as I suffer here?
And do you miss me as much as I miss you? 

They tell me that the Shadow is growing. Out there in the
darkness, somewhere, Evil is stirring. And I know my Ring
is bound up with that somehow -- do not ask me how. I know
it as one knows the footstep of an enemy. Gandalf knows it
too. He has been on long journeys over the last few years,
trying to find out just what the Ring is.

Oh, but I shouldn't be talking like this. It's not the Ring
I miss so much as you. Just to have you here with me,
talking over trivial hobbit matters like the number of
potatoes Gaffer Gamgee harvested or what those two rascals
Merry and Pippin have been up to lately -- what wouldn't I
give?

Dear Frodo. I never even said goodbye. Not properly. All I
did was leave you a will and a message from Gandalf. Not
exactly the most hobbitlike of farewells. 

When I kissed the Dunadan goodbye last week, he was rather
surprised. But you would not have been. Ah, the customs of
hobbits. Even the Elves are a bit standoffish. No race of
folk is so entwined with each other as we. No others think
a kiss casual. All others would be shocked at what the late
nights at Green Dragon *really* mean. That's usually why we
don't let them see, you know. They simply would not
understand. 

No one *touches* quite as much as hobbits do. And, Frodo my
lad, I miss it. 

I miss you. Are you lonely there in Bag End, or have you
found a hobbit-lass to share it, or maybe haven't you? You
never were one for the girls, always off dreaming over a
book instead. I suppose that's my fault, but it's not a bad
fault to have. You have Sam, at least, don't you? 

And here I am feeling like a dirty old hobbit, prying into
my nephew's love life. But really I -- Frodo, I wouldn't
have taken it amiss if you had thought to make me part of
that love life. No. Not at all. 

It's far too late under a full moon, and here I am pouring
out my heart on paper in a letter I'll never send, even if
I could. 

I love you, Frodo. I miss you. And I'm waiting for the day
when you will come to see me here.

END
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"Life to us all in Middle-earth is but a fragile breath,
Aragorn son of Arathorn." Dimly, Aragorn heard the words as
though they echoed in his mind, and, moving slowly, one man
against what seemed thousands of Orcs, he began to fight a
doomed battle. 

"I have not fulfilled my destiny," was the litany that ran
through his mind, kept him strong, kept him fighting. But
one man alone, even one so mighty as Aragorn, could not
fight alone against the numbers that faced him. 

He was the only thing delaying them from reaching
Rivendell. His companion, Halbarad, had been sent on a
swift errand to Imladris, when they sensed the coming of
the army. Help surely would be on the way, but it would be
far too late. He was going to die, but at least those in
Rivendell would not.

"The Enemy is subtle indeed," he had told Halbarad. "He
wishes, I deem, to take the Elves unawares and wipe out
Rivendell, if his Orcs can find it. And if he should fail,
what is a company of Orcs to him?"

Such raids were rather common, and were sent out not from
Mordor, but rather from the Misty Mountains. Yet their
deeds were controlled and witnessed by the one Enemy of
all, and it was his will that ruled them. These Orcs were
doing his bidding and no other. And Rivendell was dangerous
to the Dark Lord, for there his enemies found rest and
succor. 

Aragorn had grown up in Rivendell and would have died
before it fell to the Enemy. And now, it appeared, he was
about to do exactly that. A swift stroke, and another, and
he was surrounded. 

Arrows came flying. One pierced his side, and he fell to
the ground, bleeding, for the wound was deep. Lying there,
half-swooning, he lay so still that the Orcs thought he was
dead indeed, and did not bother to check, for haste was of
importance. They had shaken off the sting that troubled
them, and their only desire now was all speed. 

Swiftly they passed over him as he lay, and sped toward the
valley of Rivendell, just a few hours south. 

When they had gone, Aragorn allowed himself to breathe
again, but could not sit up or move, dizzy from pain and
loss of blood. Slow minutes crawled by like hours as he
waited, and finally essayed to crawl, inch by inch, toward
the water of a small stream that ran nearby. He was almost
there when strength gave out, and he slumped to the ground.


The world faded into warm blackness and the scent of blood.

----

"Do not yet open your eyes," a voice said in the language
of the Elves, a voice Aragorn did not know. "You have
suffered, and grievously, but you are safe now, and will
soon mend. Rest, my friend, most valiant of Men."

"Who are you?" Aragorn said, obeying orders and not opening
his eyes. 

"I am Legolas, of the Elves of Mirkwood," the voice said.
Aragorn felt a cool hand touch his brow, in almost a
caress. "Sleep, Elf-friend, for so I perceive you are." 

"By the tokens I bear, I am Aragorn son of Arathorn, and
was raised in the house of Elrond as his own," Aragorn
answered, wearily. 

"I have heard your name and of your most mighty deeds," the
voice of Legolas said. "You are indeed valiant among the
foes of Sauron, but you have suffered grievous hurt. You
would be dead by now, had I not found you, on my way to
Elrond's house."

Legolas' hand was on his shoulder now, soothing and quiet.
"Sleep, Aragorn. Sleep in peace and be healed."

Some hours later, Aragorn awoke to find it was morning. He
opened his eyes and looked about. He was lying on the
forest floor, an elven-cloak spread beneath him. His
garments had been cleaned, mended, and put back on him, and
his wound did not pain him. 

A bright light walked through the trees toward him, and he
stared hard at it, trying to discern the features of the
Elf who had saved him. A moment, the light faded, and
Legolas dropped to his knees beside him. 

"The race of Numenor is hardy indeed," Legolas said to him,
fingers tracing Aragorn's forehead in an ancient gesture of
goodwill and blessing. "That arrow would have killed a
lesser man in a moment, and we can only thank the Valar it
was not poisoned." 

"I have lived many years in the Wild," Aragorn said. "I am
used to toil and pain."

"But Orc-arrows?" Legolas smiled. "Few make friendly
acquaintance with those and live to tell the tale." 

"Rivendell?" Aragorn asked. "Is Rivendell safe? How long
have I slept?"

"Only the night away," Legolas said. "And of Rivendell I do
not know. We can do nothing more to help Elrond. You are
weary and wounded, and I will not leave you."

"I sent my companion to warn Elrond," Aragorn said. "If
only he should come there in time!"

Legolas' eyes suddenly filled with sympathy. "Be at peace,"
he said. "Rivendell is defensible, and Elrond's powers in
that valley are great." 

"I know," Aragorn said. "It is my home, until I should find
another."

"The White City is your destiny, Aragorn," Legolas said,
suddenly, quietly.

"How much do you know of me?" Aragorn demanded.

"You are Isildur's heir," Legolas answered. "I have heard
your name in councils." 

"If you are a member of the Council, then I may freely
trust you," Aragorn said. 

"I represent my father," Legolas said. "But the last time I
was in the Valley of Rivendell was before you walked the
green earth." 

"That has only been seventy years," Aragorn said. 

"Were you of the Elf-kin, you would yet be a child,"
Legolas said. "But you are a Man, and thus wise beyond the
few years you have been given."

"I am only a Ranger of the North, requested by Gandalf to
protect the Shire, driven to protect Rivendell by my love
for it and the people who live there."

Legolas smiled, and took Aragorn's hand in his own. "No
mere Ranger are you," he said. "Rest again now, for we have
talked enough, and you must recover strength. I must also
rest, for I too am weary."

"Stay beside me, then," Aragorn requested. 

And Legolas did so.

----

They stayed in the woods for four more days, and Aragorn's
wound slowly began to heal. After a time, knowledge and
awareness of each other grew in their hearts, and Aragorn
could feel a tingle of beautiful wonder spark along his
spine whenever Legolas touched him. 

Aragorn did not know exactly when he had fallen in love
with the Elf. Was it while watching him tend wounds with a
tender hand and a gentle touch, or was it while they lay
sleeping close together? Could it have been far earlier
than Aragorn thought, when Legolas was only a voice in the
darkness, calling him back to the light? 

"Time brings all in Middle-earth to fruit," Legolas said on
the morning of the fifth day. "And it brings healing to
you, I deem. If we take the road for Rivendell today, you
will not be in pain too great. My horse will bear us swift
and smooth." 

Aragorn bowed his head, and allowed Legolas to assist him
onto the horse. Legolas leaped up behind him and put his
arms around him to keep him steady.

"Bear us with all speed to Rivendell, Lightfoot," Legolas
told the horse. 

The horse ran swift, but yet the wound of Aragorn was
painful. He let his head fall back onto Legolas' shoulder.
Legolas murmured words of quiet comfort as the miles sped
by. 

They cantered up to the steps of Rivendell, after
ascertaining that all the Orcs had been driven away, and
were almost immediately met by Elrond himself, along with a
young-looking mortal man, both of whom hastened to aid
Aragorn from the horse's back. 

"I reached Rivendell almost three hours before the Orc
army," Halbarad told Aragorn. "Not a single Orc will return
to waylay travellers on the mountain path." 

"We have been terribly anxious about you, Estel," Elrond
said to Aragorn. "Halbarad here told us you were trying to
delay the Orcs to buy him time. It was almost certain you
were dead. My children are still out looking for you." 

"I am alive," Aragorn said. "That is due to the ministry of
Legolas, who found me in the woods and brought me back to
life." 

"Our thanks are due to him," Elrond said formally. "This
Man is like one of my sons, and is very dear to all here in
Imladris, Legolas."

"He has become dear to me as well, in the last few days,"
Legolas answered, bowing. 

"Come," Halbarad said. "My lord must rest, for not yet is
he healed."

Elrond nodded. "And you as well, Thranduil's son," he said.


"I ask leave, Master of Rivendell, to watch over my
new-found friend," Legolas said, following Aragorn's
footsteps down the hall.

"And I grant it." Elrond bowed his head. "I shall give
orders that none shall disturb you. Doubtless my children
will disregard those orders, for they all love Estel
dearly. But pardon them only." 

Legolas smiled. "Elladan, Elrohir, and Arwen are welcome to
greet Aragorn when they return." 

Legolas followed Halbarad and Aragorn down a long stair and
into a room that opened on the waterfall side of the house.

There, Aragorn was bathed in the small warm stream that ran
through the floor, heated by some trick of Elrond's making.
At last clean, he stumbled across the few feet of floor to
the bed. 

"You are weary," Aragorn said to Legolas, who had also
bathed, much more quickly. "Come, the bed is large enough
for us both." 

"I will stay with you, and gladly," Legolas said, helping
Aragorn into the bed. Halbarad watched this, and quietly
departed, doubtless to stand guard at the door. 

"I thought my life was over," Aragorn whispered. "In those
moments, all I could feel was endless regret that my
destiny lay still in doubt. I have no heirs, and I shall
not live forever. Time draws to the point, and the Enemy is
mustering armies. Will you stand by me, Legolas of
Mirkwood, in my direst need?"

Legolas leaned over, placing both hands on Aragorn's
shoulders. "I will stand beside you. You have the strength
of my arm, I promise."

And Legolas kissed Aragorn, quietly, first on the forehead,
then once on either cheek, then once, swift and tender, on
the mouth. "I bind myself to you with the vow of a kinsman.
Where you need aid, there will I render aid. Where you need
counsel, I will give it. Where you need love, there will I
give love. Let nothing but death break this vow betwixt you
and me."

"Nothing but death," Aragorn echoed, and returned the
kisses, lingering long on each of them. 

In those first fragile moments, the vow-kisses faded into
love-kisses, and time stood slow and then stilled, tarrying
a little for happiness. 

"Are you well?" Legolas asked, concerned. 

"Well enough," Aragorn answered. "If you are gentle."

"I am always gentle," Legolas replied. 

And he was. The slow tenderness of Legolas' touch on his
body, bringing joy into his eyes, was in itself enough to
make Aragorn gasp and arch into the bliss of the Elf's hand
on him. Legolas was light, and time became as light as the
Elf-years, releasing Aragorn from its grip. 

"Even Valinor...itself...could not compare to you," Legolas
breathed as Aragorn sighed a long shuddering sigh, feeling
the pain and tension seep away from him. 

"Your hands...your lips, your eyes," Aragorn whispered. "I
have never known beauty so great."

"You jest, surely," Legolas said, smiling. "Have you never
beheld your face in a mirror?" 

And soft touches faded, slow, into sleep. 

----

They were awakened, hours later, by laughing voices from
the hall outside the room. Legolas woke first, and sat up,
drawing a light finger over Aragorn's forehead, soothing
away the exhausted look on his face. 

"Friends to greet you, I believe, son of Arathorn," he
said. "If I am not mistaken, the children of Elrond." 

Aragorn opened his eyes, smiling as he gazed up at Legolas.
"Gladly will I greet the ones who sought for me, though it
was another who found me," he said. 

"Seeking, finding, losing, gaining, winning, and
*keeping*," Legolas laughed. "You are my own, child of Men,
and my vow is bound to you." 

"And mine to you, if you would have it so," Aragorn sighed.
"Let them in." 

"Dearest of brothers!" It was Elladan's voice that first
reached Aragorn's ears. "We have traversed the whole of
Wilderland in a vain search for you."

"Not the whole of Wilderland, it would seem, brother,"
Arwen said, laying a hand on Aragorn's shoulder with a
friendly smile. "We may have missed a cave or two." 

"From the borders of the Shire to the borders of Rohan we
have sought," Elrohir said, approaching Aragorn in his
turn. "We delved in foul Orc-holds in the Mountains, stood
on Weathertop and gazed on the lands below, and no trace of
you could we find." 

"It is Legolas that you must thank," Aragorn said,
inclining his head toward the Elf, who had remained near
the door. "It was he who found me half-dead and nursed me
back to life." 

The children of Elrond turned to face Legolas, and all
smiled at him. "We know you from of old, friend," Arwen
said. "Why do you not come to our midsummer feasts?"

"My father kept me at home for these many years," Legolas
said. "But now he has given me leave to spend all the days
that I will traveling. On my journey here, I met Aragorn,
and now I will not leave him, for my heart has become bound
to his." 

"And our midsummer feast?" Elladan asked, smiling. 

"If Aragorn wills it and his duty permits, we shall be
there," Legolas said. 

"I do will it," Aragorn said, and laughed. "But I know not
yet if duty permits." 

"You have our promise," Legolas said. "Now, leave us in
peace for a while. My friend is not yet healed, and I would
have nothing that should further injure him."

Elladan bent, kissing Aragorn's forehead, while Elrohir and
Arwen each kissed a hand. Amid much laughter they departed,
giving all good wishes for Aragorn's swift recovery.

An inexpressibly tender look came over Legolas' face as he
turned back to Aragorn after closing the door behind them.
"Did we but dream our vows or did we make them?"

"You made yours to me," Aragorn said. "I made none to you,
and I would do so, if you wish."

"You are mortal, young one," Legolas said. "Well do I know
how fickle mortals may be. Elves are not so, for they find
one love and keep it, though the Ages march steady on."

"Then your vow was indeed a love vow," Aragorn said. 

Legolas sat down on the bed and took up Aragorn's hand,
raising it lightly to his lips, before he answered. 

"Yes," he said, looking deep into Aragorn's eyes. "It was a
love vow."

"Then I should also make my vow, and we should name the
Name," Aragorn said. He smiled, quickly. "Did you not wish
for betrothal bands of silver? I know the ceremonies of the
Elves far better than I know the ceremonies of Gondor. Will
it not grieve your father to learn of me, who you have
known but less than a month?"

"You are mortal, Aragorn," Legolas said. "A year to you is
as a hundred to me. I cannot wait another moment, if you
are indeed willing to make your vow and name the Name." 

"I shall not be fickle, beautiful Elf," Aragorn said. "If
you will bind yourself to me, the least I may do is promise
you faithfulness for the length of my days." 

Legolas bent and kissed him, swiftly, on the mouth. "I
would rather spend one lifetime with you than face all the
Ages alone," he whispered, hot, against Aragorn's lips. 

"Will you, too, plead before Mandos, desiring a different
fate?" Aragorn asked. "Or do you believe, as do I, that the
fates of Men and Elves are not forever separate, and that
one day, the races will mingle, walk together, and
understand each other?" 

"I have known few mortals," Legolas said. "But I cannot
believe that the One would separate those who love one from
another. We shall meet again beyond death, Aragorn son of
Arathorn. We shall." 

"Then I will make my vow to you," Aragorn said. "Until
death I promise you my sword in battle, my hand in your
need, my love at night. Until death I make you my constant
companion, to be separated from you only when duty wills it
so. I will share your sorrows, delight in your joys, and
comfort your pains. I will be your shield even as you are
mine. I will be yours to hold, yours to kiss, yours to
love. This I vow by the One, Eru Iluvatar, and by Manwe and
Varda." 

"I hear your vow," Legolas answered, in the words of
ritual. "We need no witness, for the One and the Valar are
our witness. I claim you, Aragorn son of Arathorn, of the
race of Men, for my own, now until death claims us in his
turn." 

Legolas bent and kissed Aragorn again. Suddenly the fire
that lay smouldering between them leaped into bright flame.
Aragorn pulled Legolas deeper into the kiss and they both
fell into the wonder of each other, smiling at the glory
they each found in the other. 

"Let me love you," Legolas whispered, drawing back from the
kiss. "You are weary yet. I only want to taste you and hold
you against me." 

Aragorn, breathing quick, laid a hand against Legolas'
cheek. "I will be a feast for you, my Legolas," he said.

Legolas laughed, and began stripping the light robe that
Aragorn wore away from him, who simply lay smiling against
the pillows, submitting to the Elf's handling. Legolas
nuzzled against his throat, not quite biting the tender
skin there, and slowly made his way down, combing through
the fine hairs of Aragorn's chest with fingers and mouth. 

Aragorn gasped as Legolas bit, oh so gently, at a nipple,
and then danced his way down the curve of his hip, where
nearby, Aragorn's arousal was making its presence known. 

Legolas only smiled, and licked all the way to Aragorn's
feet, then back up again. 

"How - slowly - does - this - elf - intend - to - feast?"
Aragorn groaned, gasping at Legolas' kisses to his stomach.


"A feast so excellent should last all night," Legolas
smiled, looking up. 

"The feaster should remember to pay courtesy to his meal,"
Aragorn said, pulling Legolas up to him for a kiss. "I am
famished, Legolas, starved for your touch."

"More in some places than others," Legolas laughed. "But
the reveler should save the best for last."

"No more, Legolas, I am nearly spent," Aragorn breathed.
"Embrace me with yourself, and let us complete this union."


Legolas did. Covering Aragorn with his own body and
covering Aragorn's mouth with his lips, they fell together
into one realm of the mind, where they both touched each
other in a sudden meeting. Bright figures hovered above
them as they seemed to stand together in a great hall. 

"This joining is true," Aragorn said. 

"We have willed it," Legolas replied.

"And we witness it. May you be blessed," the bright figures
said to them. 

And they fell back to Middle-earth, the demands of their
bodies aching at them for completion. It was not long until
the world of sight, hearing, and touch collapsed around
them in their embrace. 

Gentle, they came back into wakefulness. Legolas smiled at
Aragorn. 

"Are you tired?" he asked, quietly. 

"In body, a little," Aragorn confessed. "But in spirit,
never."

"Then sleep. Sleep, my love, and I will watch over you."

With the soft sounds of the waterfall outside and Legolas'
quiet breathing next to him, Aragorn slipped pleasantly
into dreams. 
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They say you find your destiny on the wide wings of song,
but I find it now here in your embrace. The voices of men
are faint to me, and all I can hear is the elven-longing in
your voice. 

Come into me. Be part of me. Beauty touches and embraces
you, and I am speechless at the sight of you. 

Legolas of the Elf-kin. Beautiful beyond words that tongue
can utter. Gladly would I stay here with you until the end
of time, were I permitted that long to love you. 

Alas, I am mortal. And the span of these few days is all I
have been given. But the joy of your presence in this time
is my delight. 

You are light, Legolas. Light in my arms as a feather, and
yet strong, so strong you could throw me across this room
if you desired. Your skin shines even in the dimness with a
faint elven-glow, which would light up the darkest night if
you stood forth revealed in your power.

And yet you love me. I am the weakest of creatures, but a
mortal man, but you love me.

It was only a short time ago that we first met, as you and
I count time. Fragile days that threw us together in the
wilderness, and the first sight of your face through the
haze of my pain. You tended me through the long dark nights
and bathed my wounds with athelas and your own medicine.
You brought me to Rivendell, and stayed at my side as I
recovered. 

You told me later that you had long planned a journey to
Rivendell, but were drawn out of your way by the rumors of
Orcs. Following their trail, you came upon me, lying as
though dead. Indeed, they had left me for dead, and had
taken all from me but my clothes. Even my sword was gone. 

And so we found each other and looked upon each other and
loved each other. I bound my life to yours in the ancient
ceremony of the Elves less than seven days after I first
learned your name, and you have promised me a ring to wear
in token that we are brethren. 

And now have we taken that final step that would make us
not only brethren, but bound to each other for life or
death. You will not become mortal, and I will not become
Elven, but in all other ways, you and I are one. 

One. One in blood, one in body, one in life. You will share
my days with me, and cut the ties that bind us after I die.
Then you will be free to love another -- and I wish that
being joy of you. 

So, Elf, you have chosen to share my exile. To follow in my
footsteps, to go where I lead. In exile or kingship, you
are my beloved, and I would not have any other. 

We go together into the woods on the morrow, hand in hand. 

But tonight. Yes, tonight we love. We simply love. My hand
brushing over your soft hair and your fair face, my mouth
finding yours in a frantic rush, my body settling into the
curve of yours as though it was made to fit there. 

Your hand and mouth and body, in return, pledging
wordlessly what we have already said. Our skin touching,
and worlds shattering around us. The beauty of your eyes
shining in the dimness, and the softness of your smile
breathing against my shoulder. 

Legolas. I whisper the name, and you nestle into me,
clasping your arms about me. And I think that all the kings
in Middle-earth are poor indeed, for they have never known
the wonder of your touch.
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The night is always colder when Aragorn takes the middle
watch, for he is the one who sleeps next to me on one side.
The other is Sam. 

We have gone through the watches three times now, which
means we have been on the road for nine days. Already we
are dividing into favored groups. Merry and Pippin stay
close to Boromir; they seem to have developed a liking for
him. I have not. I stay as near Aragorn as possible and Sam
stays near me.

Legolas and Gimli are trying to both stay close to Gandalf
and avoid each other at the same time. It is not working.
Already in spite of themselves they are beginning to be
friendly to each other, even working together for the good
of the fellowship. It is amusing and pleasant at the same
time, to see that. 

I am on the first watch tonight, then I will awaken
Aragorn, attempt to go to sleep, but fail because I am so
cold. When Aragorn wakes Sam for the last watch (it was
none of anyone's doing, he volunteered for that watch, and
has yet to complain of it), I will snuggle as close to
Aragorn as he will allow and try to get some sleep before
dawn comes. 

Aragorn knows a lot more about hobbits than one would ever
suspect a Man of being able to. Apparently, he has watched
the borders of the Shire for years, guarding it with his
Ranger-band at Gandalf's request, and so has watched me
grow up and knows me far better than I know him. 

It can be quite uncanny. He will, randomly, bring up an
episode from my past that I thought no one knew but I, or
that I had almost forgotten, and will apply it to my
present circumstances with devastating cunning.

"I know you can climb this stretch, Frodo," he will say,
when I am about to give up. "I saw you scale a waterfall
just as high as this when you were in your tweens."

And I'll remember the incident, and smile, and keep
climbing. 

So here I am, dreading the moment when my watch ends, and I
have to wake him up, and try to sleep and fail. Perhaps I
will ask if I can stay and watch with him. 

"Aragorn," I whisper and touch his shoulder as the moon
reaches the zenith of the sky. He slides into wakefulness
immediately, not moving, merely tensing under my touch,
then relaxing as he realizes it is only me.

"It's your watch," I say. 

"Have you seen anything unusual, Frodo?" He looks up at me
from where he sits on the ground. 

"Nothing," I say.

"Try to sleep tonight, Frodo," he says. "I notice that you
have not been sleeping while I am watching."

"I am cold," I say, and it is the truth. 

"An unfortunate side effect of being small in any case, and
too thin for a hobbit in yours," he smiles. "But there is
no reason you cannot stay with me while I watch."

"May I?" I say. He nods, and gathers my blankets, carrying
them to the small uprising we have watched from tonight. 

"Come here," he says. The moon is only half, and it is
dark, so I can hardly see him, but I follow him. He lays
the blankets down on the ground and sits cross-legged on
top of them. 

When I am standing next to the blankets, he simply reaches
out a hand, takes mine, and pulls me down into his lap.
Like a child, I think, and am both comforted and repulsed
by the thought. I am no child. 

"Rest, Frodo," he says. "You are weary, and you most of all
need to sleep, for you were wounded. Rest."

And I lay back in his arms, resting my head against his
shoulder. I close my eyes, and breathe in the scent of him,
of his hair that smells of smoke and salt. He is warm
against me, and breathes deep and slow. I feel utterly
content in that moment as he holds me. 

The night is silent. Nothing moves or speaks in these lands
except us. "Aragorn," I sigh into his shoulder, feeling the
emotions I had voiced to Gandalf, that Aragorn was "very
dear to me." I loved him, in so many ways that even I could
not count them all. 

Far more than that, I trusted him. I trusted him to keep me
warm, I trusted him to show me the way to Mount Doom, I
trusted him to be by my side. 

His arms tighten around me, but he says nothing, deep in
contemplation of the night. 

"You are not yet asleep," he says after several more
minutes. 

"No," I answer. "But I am resting, far better than the
nights before. At least here I am warm."

"Good," he says. He continues to hold on. I continue to
rest, breathing in his strength. 

----

What seems like several moments of bliss later, Aragorn
awakes me. 

"My watch is over," he says. "I must wake Sam. Then we can
both try to sleep until the dawning." 

"Yes," I say, and move out of his arms. He removes the
blankets to their customary position, and awakens Sam, who
does not look eager to watch the rest of the night, but
does not say a word of protest. 

"You should be sleeping, Mr. Frodo," he says.

"I'm cold," I say. "We do not get a fire, so I must rely on
Strider for warmth."

Sam smiles at me and continues to the outcropping, moving
wearily. 

Aragorn gets into the blankets and beckons to me. I move in
next to him, and he puts his arms around my waist,
carefully. 

"Frodo," he whispers in my ear. "Little do you know how
closely our fates are bound together. True, it begins with
the Ring, but I believe I would have loved you dearly if
there had never been a Ring to place you in my way."

I can feel my heart suddenly pounding fast. Tiny thrills
rush through my body where he is touching me now. It all
happened so fast, moving from friendship to an undefined
something more. 

I welcome it. I do not draw away. I find an answer in my
heart for him.

"Aragorn," I say, "I know I would have loved you, were you
the brigand of the wilds that you seemed, or the King of
Gondor as your destiny is. Our fates are bound together,
that I know well."

He draws me closer, and seems about to speak, but does not.
Instead he simply kisses me. 

He kisses me on the mouth, and time stands still. I return
the kiss, hesitant, quiet.

"Sleep, Frodo," he whispers, gentle. "Sleep."

I cannot help but obey him.

END
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Aragorn, I am so broken. 

I whisper the words out to an unhearing world. I am so
weary, so grieved. I wish I could pass this burden on, that
someone else could do this. 

But I cannot, because no one else can carry this. Galadriel
would fall too easily under its spell. Indeed, she is
tempted, very tempted, and I almost fear her now. A little.


Boromir is falling. Legolas and Gimli remain untroubled by
the Ring and its seductive voice, but for how long?

And you. I have never doubted you. You promised me. You
gave me a vow. And I trust that. I trust you. 

But I am so broken. 

You would not let us cry when Gandalf fell, though I saw
agony write itself across your face. You led us, saved us,
protected us. 

You would not let us cry. Oh Aragorn, you would not let us
mourn then. You would not mourn then. 

Oh Aragorn, I am so broken! He is dead, and now the tears
will not come.

----

Silence writes itself across the afternoon of a Lorien day,
and I lay down to try and sleep. You have been away from
our side all this morning, talking with the Lady, I
believe. No one else is here with me; even my faithful Sam
has departed.

And you come to me, footsteps almost as silent as a
hobbit's, and creep into the shelter of the tree where I
lie. 

"Frodo," you whisper. "Are you well?"

"I am grieving," I answer. Sadness wells up inside me, and
I seize hold of your hand, pulling you down beside me. "I
cannot cry enough."

"There is a time for grief," you say, hand brushing across
my forehead, fingering through my hair. "And there is a
time to let go." 

"You're saying it's time to let go," I state, coldly, and
push myself away from you.

Your next words surprise me. Your eyes go tender, and you
draw me back to you, into your arms. "No, Frodo," you
whisper, your hands in my hair. "Grieve a little longer. I
too loved him. I too miss him."

Your voice breaks, and suddenly I am weeping into your
shoulder, shaking hard against you. You simply hold me as I
cry, laying kisses on my forehead, in my hair, kisses meant
to comfort. 

And I am comforted. The grief in my chest unknots, and I
feel weak. Carefully, you lay me down on the blankets,
silent, curl your body around mine, and close your eyes.

I bring your hand to my lips and kiss it.

"Thank you," I whisper, and though your eyes do not open, I
know you hear me.

END
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One does not speak of these things, though it is common
knowledge that they do happen. I am, perhaps, breaking
custom in even thinking of it. It is wrong to want to
worship the body of a hobbit with lips and hands.  

But mine is a different love, and no children will come of
it, no danger to the one I love. Too often the man-children
begotten on a hobbit-maid will break her open in the
birthing. I wonder why, knowing that, men still seek them
out, for what must be the mere satisfaction of lust, no
love.

I, as Chieftain of the Dunedain, have often threatened to
slay myself any of my men caught casting looks at a
hobbit-girl. It is dangerous to love them, I say. Let them
keep to their own kind -- are there not women in the lands
of the North for you to love? 

I have never had to follow through with my threats. I hope
I never will. 

For I have broken my own rules, and I should, if judgment
were true, be first to face the sword. 

Do not desire the Halflings we guard. It is my law, and I
have failed at the keeping of it.

I first saw Frodo Baggins when he was but a child, not even
in his teens yet. He never saw me, though, for over the
long years I have learned to walk as silent as any elf --
or any hobbit. I had just returned from long journeying,
and was still establishing my rule over the Dunedain of the
North. For years now they had kept watch over the Shire in
my absence, and I knew that to become familiar with them, I
had to live with them and learn their ways.

So it was that it fell to my lot to watch Hobbiton. Indeed,
I often chose to watch there, for Bag End was a place of
special importance to Gandalf the Grey. 

And I watched Frodo grow from mischievous child to graceful
youth, spying upon his every move with a delight that
almost frightened me. My caring for him was different
somehow than my love for Arwen, and I did not recognize my
desire until it was far too late. 

It was in the year 2997 in the reckoning of Gondor that my
heart betrayed itself. Frodo was in his late tweens then. 

It was a night that all hobbits should have spent indoors.
Rain pouring down, a sudden spring storm blown up suddenly.
Wet and cold, and miserable in the way only spring rains
can be.

And Frodo was not in Bag End. No, he was wandering the
borders of the Shire, near the Brandywine River. Perhaps he
had desired to spend a night with the Brandybucks, his kin,
and had lost his way.

In any case, he was afraid. He was young, cold, and wet,
and I could not see him suffer. 

I followed him from tree to tree as he edged his way along
cautiously, looking for a path. He was making steady
headway until a bolt of lightning crashed hard in the
forest not far away. He gasped, tripped over a dead branch,
stumbled, and hit the ground face-first.

In a moment I was there. As the thunder rolled around us, I
lifted him from the ground. He was not hurt badly, only
very much frightened.

"Who are you?" he said, startled.

"A friend," I said only. "Come, we must get you to shelter.
This is not a fit night for you to be out, little one."

Apparently Hobbiton folk had never heard the stories about
mysterious Rangers that they tell in Bree, or I would have
had more caution from Frodo. As it was, he wondered of my
motives, but did not say a word of protest.

I carried him swiftly down a secret path I knew to a small
cabin set aside for the use of Rangers, just outside the
borders of the Shire. 

Once there, I lit a fire in the fireplace with the wood
that was stacked up on the floor. I did not remove my cloak
and hood. I did not want Frodo to see my face.

"Remove those clothes, hobbit," I said, more coldly than I
wished. "I do not wish you ill from the cold and damp."

He said nothing, but turned away and did as I asked,
throwing each piece of clothing toward the fire as it was
removed. I laid the garments across the logs in front of
the fire to dry.

"Get into the bed," I said then. 

"Who are you really?" he asked, obeying me.

"I need no name," I answered, finally removing my cloak,
for now only firelight lit the room, and it was too dim to
tell features by. "I am your protector, Frodo."

"My protector?" he asked. "I did not know I had one."

"Few among your people do know," I said. "We move in
secret, and guard your land from those who wish you harm.
You must never speak of us to your friends, for we do not
desire to be known. Your uncle Bilbo, maybe, knows a little
of us."

"But who are *you*?" Frodo pressed.

I moved out of the shadows into the firelight, still not
letting Frodo quite discern my face.

"You may call me Estel," I said. 

"'Hope,' in Elvish," he said. "Are you Elvish?"

"No," I answered. 

My own garments were soaked through, and I had no others
with me. 

"Is there room for another in that bed?" I asked,
permitting myself a smile.

"It is a very large bed, Estel," Frodo answered. Well, I
suppose to him it was. To me it would have held two men, if
they desired warmth from more than blankets. 

I stripped off my garments, noting Frodo turn his face to
the wall as I did so. More modest than the average hobbit,
perhaps, or was the figure of a Man so distasteful to him?

"How long have you watched me?" he asked as I slid into the
bed beside him. 

"Since you were nearly a child," I said. "Many years. Not
all the time, but I have seen far more than you would care
to have spread in tales about the Shire. Your first kiss,
perhaps."

Much to my amazement, Frodo burst out laughing. "That was
rather an amusing moment," he said, "as I look back on it.
No fond lover expects to be greeted with a tree trunk when
he tries to kiss his lass for the first time."

"It was your own fault for shutting your eyes too soon," I
laughed. 

"So I have learned. I kiss with my eyes open now," he said.


"The maids of Hobbiton do not care for that, do they?" I
asked. "Why is so beautiful a hobbit and one with money
enough not already snatched up?"

"I find none to my liking," he said. "And I feel that
marriage is not what I desire, not my purpose, as it may be
for so many other hobbits. I like my own life as it is."

"Indeed," I said. 

He looked thoughtful. "I want to have adventures, and sail
on ships, and do great deeds like my uncle Bilbo did. I
don't want to marry and be tied to the Shire for the rest
of my life...I want to be free. I want to travel and fly on
the backs of eagles and learn to fight with a sword."

"Maybe someday your time will come," I said. 

"I'm still cold," he said, changing the subject with
hobbit-like abruptness. 

"Come here then," I said, and he slid into my arms, our
skin touching. 

It was warm, yes, it was suddenly too warm, and I felt hot
desire sting under the skin at the feel of his small body
in my arms. 

"I don't even know what you really look like," he said,
"and here I am, curled up with you as if we were lovers." 

He swallowed hard, and I could tell instantly that he felt
the same way I did. 

"Estel," he gasped. "Let go." I did so, immediately,
dropping him as though he were a brand from the fire. But
not before I felt his arousal spring to life against me. 

Our eyes met, and whatever Frodo saw there, it answered in
his heart, for he moved back to me, leaned up, and kissed
me. 

I died a thousand deaths in that moment of temptation.
Before I could think to resist, I was responding, careful
not to crush him with the desire in my lips. 

"Just one night," Frodo said, breathing hard. "We can
pretend this never happened, and we will never speak of it
if we meet again. Promise?"

"I promise," I said, even as I bent over him to take his
lips in another passionate kiss.

The fire only burned hotter at every whisper, every gasp he
made. I traveled down his body, tracing it with my lips,
learning every curve. My hands were shaking as I touched
him. 

"Can I," he broke off the words to recover breath, "be
inside you?"

Desire had been a presence in the back of my mind, and now
suddenly made itself known to me as everything I was.

"I can deny you nothing, Frodo," I said. "I have loved you.
I have loved you so long." 

He pushed me down onto the bed, and I went gladly. His
hands seared along the skin of my back, traveling down to
the source of his desire. 

There was nothing to ease the way, but he was a hobbit and
I a man. It was simple. 

I could not see him, but knew from the way he gasped that
he was finding joy in me. 

"Estel, oh," he voiced, the name a moan. 

"Frodo," I whispered in return. 

And liquid heat spilled out into me. Time stood still for a
long moment as Frodo held me tight in his arms. 

"Beautiful," I heard him whisper. "Why can't we stay like
this forever, you and me, here in this bed for all time?"

"I do not know," I answered, for truly at that moment I did
not.

I had not been satisfied yet, and suddenly he seemed to
remember that. Sliding out and off of me, he crawled up the
bed to kiss me again. 

"Turn over," he said. "Your time has come."

I smiled. 

He kissed me again, with the lazy long-drawn kiss of
someone thoroughly at peace. His mouth was so small against
mine, and I had to be careful not to crush him as I moved. 

But he was no innocent. The years had brought him more than
mere kisses to unresponding tree trunks. 

His small mouth moved on me, trailing wet fire down my
body, tasting the still-damp skin. 

As I lay against the pillows feeling him dance his way down
my body, I suddenly saw him with other vision. Frodo became
translucent, filled with light, and was revealed to me as a
figure familiar in my dreams. My fate was bound up with
his, I knew. 

"Frodo," I whispered, and he looked up for a moment,
smiling. Then he bent and licked me, just where desire
burned hottest. 

I made no sound as passionate delight overcame me. Time
faded from before my eyes, and the world of sound and touch
grew dim. It was a long time ere I could summon the will to
move.

And Frodo curled up beside me, almost instantly falling
asleep in my arms.

The next day dawned bright and fair. Long before he woke I
was gone. 

----

The years have been many since then, and I have grown
older. But I think Frodo still suspects. Still remembers.

"I think, Strider," he says, "you are not really as you
choose to look." 

And I smile, grimly, at him. 

"No, Frodo," I say. "I am not." 

"I think," he goes on, "if you were a spy of the Enemy, you
would...look fairer and feel fouler, if you know what I
mean."

Now I laugh. "You mean, I look foul and feel fair?" 

And above his protests, I remember our promise and do not
mention that night. 

They do not speak of such things, maybe, but it cannot be
wrong to love this hobbit with love indeed.
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----

The Fellowship having been formed to the satisfaction of
Elrond and everyone else, a lull ensued when no one seemed
to know quite what to do. Legolas moved away from Gimli.
Gimli bent to pick the pieces of his broken axe. Gandalf
laid a hand on Frodo's shoulder. And Aragorn moved toward
Boromir.

"Boromir of Gondor," he said, clear voice ringing out, "I
would speak with you."

Boromir turned. "And what would you say?"

"That would be for our ears alone," Aragorn said. "It
concerns our first meeting and would not be understood by
the Council."

"What have you to say of that?" Boromir said, flushing. 

Aragorn bowed his head. "It would be well for you if the
Council did not hear the words I would say to you," he
said, low, so only Boromir could hear.

"I will walk with you," Boromir said at last. 

The assembly did not see them leave, being already absorbed
in their own plans and pursuits. 

Aragorn led them into the Hall of Rememberance, where the
shards of Narsil lay.

"This sword is mine," he said, drawing a reverent finger
down the hilt. "It was borne by my sires Elendil and
Isildur. It has remained in Rivendell for safekeeping,
while I bear another sword of lesser lineage. But one day,
Boromir of Gondor, this sword shall be reforged. The Blade
that was Broken shall shine again. It would be well for you
to learn respect for it now."

Boromir laughed. "In the hands of a Ranger! Teach me
respect, if respect you would have me learn." 

"If you would have it so," Aragorn said, and his voice was
as ice. "You are indeed as I suspected, a youth who knows
nothing of honor and only may boast of deeds greater than
he have done as though they were his own. Think you that
Gondor alone protects the West from Mordor? Nay, here in
the North there are Shadows too. Long have I walked the
hills between the Shire and Rivendell, and many evils have
I destroyed. The Shadow would have devoured the North, but
for the Rangers." 

Aragorn lifted the smallest shard from the cloth where it
lay. "Come with me, if you would learn respect." 

Boromir followed, stung.

Aragorn's childhood room lay empty always, waiting for its
master's infrequent visits. But now Aragorn's small
belongings lay on the shelves of the room, and the place
looked as though someone lived there again. 

The hush of a quiet afternoon lay over Rivendell. Outside
the windows of Aragorn's room, nothing could be seen to
move. Aragorn stepped first to the windows of the room and
drew the curtains shut. Then he beckoned to Boromir, who
stood hesitant in the doorway.

"Close the door," he said. "Come here."

Boromir did so, nervously. 

"The blade of a king is no mere toy," Aragorn said, raising
the shard and laying it lightly against Boromir's neck,
against the fine hairs of his beard. Boromir tensed, but
did not move. 

"You should not fear pain," Aragorn said, watching
Boromir's eyes go wide. "Pain can be pleasure, if you
desire it to be. Nay, you need not look so afraid."

"I have seen too much pain to think of it as pleasure,"
Boromir said. "And I do not trust you, heir of Isildur."

"You will learn both lessons soon enough," Aragorn said,
sliding the blade down across Boromir's throat, not even
cutting the skin. "Indeed you learn the second one now. I
do not intend to kill you, Boromir of Gondor, Heir of the
Steward, and I will not, even if your death could buy me
the throne of Gondor." 

"What do you intend to do, then?" Boromir asked. 

"You need a lesson in respect," Aragorn answered, moving
away. "I would guess that you are the apple of your
father's eye, and have never learned the simple courtesy of
your grandfather's rule. You resemble your father in more
than just looks." 

"Do you know my father?" Boromir inquired. 

"I did. Or thought I did," Aragorn said, curtly. "It is not
a matter I wish to discuss, even now, so many years later.
On your knees, Boromir of Gondor."

Boromir hesitated. 

"On your knees!" Aragorn repeated. "This is not a
vow-ceremony, but a learning. Obey me, or suffer to see
your land overthrown by fire and hate at the hands of
Orcs." 

Boromir sank to his knees, reluctance visible in every
pore. 

"Good," Aragorn said. "This shard still cuts, and cuts
deep. Would you wish it to dance along your skin, and prove
to you what, even broken, it may do?" 

Boromir paled. "I do not need that test!" he cried. 

Aragorn smiled grimly. "I think you do."

Coming over to where Boromir knelt, he stood before him,
and unbuttoned the man's garments, finally letting his
clothes fall away from him. Aragorn himself remained
dressed. 

"If at any time you feel you have learned what it is I
speak of," Aragorn said, bending down to look Boromir in
the eye, "simply say so and this shard shall be restored to
its brothers. Now, on your feet. Go lie on the bed,
facedown."

It was far too late to think of refusal. Numbly, Boromir
did what Aragorn commanded, his clothing dropping to the
ground as he stood. 

With Boromir lying on the bed, Aragorn stood quiet for
several moments as if thinking. His footsteps finally
sounded loud in the room as he walked over to stand beside
the recumbent man.

Carefully, Aragorn began to cut with the shard.

----

Fire licked down Boromir's back with the first cut of the
blade. A cry rang from him before he thought to quench it.
Agony, it was agony, beating through him, searing down his
spine. 

And then, oh blessed relief! A warm wet tongue followed the
path of the blade, making Boromir gasp and shake. The
spilled blood, little as it was, had been a horror, but
this was a delight, and the pain that tinged it only made
it more delightful. 

Strange fate indeed that the beautiful mouth that healed
him and the hand that wounded him should be one and the
same. And then the light dawned, and he understood what
Aragorn spoke of.

An insult to the blade was an insult to the man who bore
it. And Boromir had offended indeed. 

"The shards of Narsil, the blade that cut the Ring!" he had
said with awe in his tone. "It is still sharp!" he had
marveled as he tested his finger on it. Then he had looked
across the room and seen Aragorn sitting quiet in the
dimness. Embarrassed, he had dropped the shard. "But
nothing more than a broken end." He heard it clatter to the
floor, but had not bothered to pick it up. 

If Narsil was a "broken end," was Aragorn, who by his touch
had proved his healing powers? 

A long moment passed, in which neither of them moved.
Aragorn waited, silent. Boromir thought desperately. 

"I have learned a lesson, Aragorn son of Arathorn," he said
at last. 

He could almost feel Aragorn straighten behind him. "And
what have you learned?"

"That as the blade of Narsil is still sharp, so is the line
of Isildur. And as the blade of Narsil will be reforged and
return to glory and honor, so may the line of Isildur." 

"You have learned well in little time," Aragorn said, and
at last there was a smile in his voice. "I see you
inherited your father's wit, as well as his lesser
qualities." 

Boromir heard the clink of the shard being laid down on a
small table. "Turn over," Aragorn whispered. 

Boromir did not even think about disobeying. Fingers
covered his hand, and then Aragorn's mouth covered his for
a long moment. 

"I am far more than just a broken end, Boromir," Aragorn
said at last. "Far more."
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----

"Never trust an Elf," Gloin's voice was deep and echoed in
the hall as he walked beside his son. "They kept us in
strait prison for days without number and then had the
audacity to demand a reward for harboring us!" 

Gimli nodded. 

"And now you must travel with this" -- Gloin muttered a
word in the dwarf-language that would have incensed any Elf
to murder if they knew what it meant -- "this very son of
the king who mistreated us so!" He lowered his voice.
"Perhaps a well-aimed axe might not be amiss, if chance
should call for it." 

"I will consider it, Father," Gimli said. "Indeed, keeping
you prisoner was an ill deed enough, without the woe that
followed, losing Thorin." 

"Ah, but we got the Mountain in the end, son," Gloin
answered. "We got the Mountain, and that was worth all the
suffering. Wealth has flowed into our hands, and we have
not seen the likes of it since we walked in Moria."

"Are there no messengers from Balin?" Gimli asked, an
oft-repeated question. 

"Not in years," Gloin replied. "We must suppose he is too
busy to spare someone to send. Moria must be rich still
with treasure." 

"I am certain it is," Gimli said. "I still do not
understand why Gandalf wishes to lead us through the Gap of
Rohan, so near the traitor Saruman, and not simply through
Moria." 

"Neither do I," Gloin said, and sighed. "Beware of that
Elf! He means you no good."

"I know," Gimli answered.

----

"Have an eye on that dwarf!" Elrond told Legolas. "I do not
trust him or his ways."

"Surely," Legolas said, "the Children of the One might lay
aside quarrels, though they be Age-long, to war together
against the one Enemy." 

"Pah!" Elrond said. "You are little more than a child
yourself, or you would not speak so rash. The feud between
elves and dwarves will never be laid aside, not though the
world should change again." 

Legolas smiled. "They once said, Lord Elrond, that nothing
could trespass on Melian's fences, yet your forefather did
so and came to Luthien. May I not believe that one day elf
and dwarf will together walk in friendship?"

Elrond sighed. "Believe it, if it please you."

----

"Too little hair," Gimli muttered under his breath. "Too
pale a face. And entirely too quick. That Elf is the
ugliest being I have ever seen in all my days. I would
prefer even the hobbits to him."

"Speak you of me, Gimli son of Gloin?" Legolas cried from
behind him, laughing. 

"Nay!" Gimli said, turning. "I spoke of..."

"You spoke of me, do not deny it! I fill your thoughts,
Gimli, do not say nay!"

"You do *not* 'fill my thoughts,'" Gimli growled. "Elvish
rubbish!"

Legolas laughed. "To respond to your words with my own
thoughts, I would say only that I think you beautiful."

"You think -- you think me beautiful!" Gimli sputtered. "I
thought Elves were supposed to see better than Dwarves, not
worse." 

"My eyes are as good as any of my people," Legolas said,
swinging down to sit beside Gimli on the rock. "And I find
you lovely."

"You are strange indeed." 

Legolas only smiled and looked up at the sky. 

----

Night in Moria. Gimli lay on the rock, happier than he had
ever been in any feather bed. Next to him, Legolas turned
and twisted, trying to get comfortable and failing. 

"The warmth of your body next to me," Gimli heard Legolas
whisper in his ear. 

"Is terrifying," Gimli retorted. 

He heard Legolas laugh low in the darkness, and felt an arm
swing about his waist. 

"I would gladly be lost in the hairs of your beard,"
Legolas said. "Gladly would I kiss you with the thousand
kisses of the dwarves, before the sun lit up the caves. Far
more gladly would I stay with you here in Moria than live
in Lothlorien without you." 

Gimli let Legolas keep the arm about his waist, and they
both fell into sleep.

----

"Come with me, Gimli!" Legolas said one evening in
Lothlorien. "I have heard that you wished to explore the
land. If I were with you none would challenge you."

Gimli stood. "I could stretch my legs," he said.

"And I have something to show you, besides," Legolas added.
"Something I believe you may like."

Legolas led Gimli down a dark path as the Sun set. They
emerged from underneath the trees to the entrance of a
small cave, filled with the music of water. 

They disappeared into the cave, and were not seen again for
many hours. Only soft elven-laughter was heard from inside
it, mixed with the lower laugh of the dwarf. All those who
passed by thought it pretty indeed. If a little odd. 

----

"The memory of Lorien shall remain ever green and fair in
your heart," Legolas said as they took the boats out onto
the stream. 

"Memory is not what the heart desires," Gimli sighed. 

"What do you wish for, then?" Legolas asked, eyes widening
with hope.

"My very own pesk of an Elf," Gimli said. "Ugly,
ill-mannered, and entirely too tall."

"My beautiful dwarf!" Legolas exclaimed. "Consider the
bargain done." 

Gimli murmured something under his breath about "a
well-aimed axe, indeed," as they swept out into the river
Anduin. 
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*****

I watch him. Study the poses he makes, guide him through
the steps of the ancient saber-dance. Criticize severely
afterward, but secretly think that even though the pose was
not correct, he still looked beautiful and graceful. 

He'll never be as tall as me, but will be infinitely more
graceful. His body will eat the air as if he were a bird,
curving and twisting with the smoothness of a perfectly
trained Jedi. 

Because, yes, he will be perfectly trained. Even if it
means suppressing all my desires until his Knighthood. I
will not compromise his sense of self, will not make him
dependent on me for love and training, together. 

I will be his master. Only that. Until the day comes when
my hand cuts his braid and I am finally free from my vow of
protection. 

I will hold true to what I believe, no matter what my heart
screams at me to do. 

*****

Time brings him beauty. He trips along the skin of air as
though it were as steady as a rock. He is graceful,
peaceful, and perfect. 

He has faults, of course. A certain tendency to talk back
to his master, a certain lack of respect to Jedi elders. 

But they all expect that, and if he talks back to me it's
my own just desserts, I can see them all thinking. Serve
you right, Qui-Gon Jinn, the Always-Must-Follow-Heart one. 

And the talking back is a relief. At least he is not
besotted with me, and shows no sign of the typical padawan
crush. 

Or is that a relief? Do I secretly *want* him head over
heels about me? Do I?

*****

Time brings me death. And the sudden first emotion I feel
is despair. How I'd longed to say just a single word of
love to him, but time did not allow. How I'd longed to just
kiss him once.

How I wished I'd seized him when I had the chance. And now
never? Until the last days and years, when his hands touch
mine in his own death? Is there a way back to him, I wonder
and plead?

I reach out. With hands and heart and mind. My life and
love *might* still go on, if this works.

I touch him. He is older now, and time has brought him
pain, but it has also brought him wisdom. He sits quiet on
the sandy floor of a dark hut, waiting. 

His eyes fly open at the touch of my hand. 

And then he is smiling at me, and the pain that was written
so clear across his face fades. 

"Qui-Gon," he says, and the voice is low, accented in those
tones I know so well. 

I gaze at him for a long moment, then, wordless, take him
in my arms and kiss him. 

His lips are yielding under mine.
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Falling through the universe
Spinning round and round and round
Meeting at infinity, never to be found
Was that coincidence? Was it merely chance?
When God is on the bodhran, 
The atoms want to dance.
-- "In Your Eyes," Oysterband
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-----
	
All were fair spirits. Some were brighter than others. Some
lay with heads in each other's laps, some danced along the
ever-flowing streams of that mysterious realm known as the
spiritual, some pondered the ways of mortals and wondered
why they did such foolish things as eat the forbidden fruit
and forgo their paradise. 

And as She looked down upon these spirits, She conceived a
Game, a great Game. The Universe grew weary, carried in one
hand alone. And She knew not the ways of mortals, any more
than they. 
	
"Spirits," She whispered out into the farthest reaches of
the universe, and drew them to Her. 
	
They came. Some shy, hands clasped in a friend's. Some
bold, with laughter and dance. Some with a mere quiet
glance that spoke of true devotion. Some with flashes of
rebellion in their eyes. But they all came, and circled
around Her, silent. 
	
"What is it, Lord?" one, bolder than the rest, dared to
ask. 
	
She looked down upon them with love in her eyes. 
	
"You are my creations," She said, "and I would have you be
more. I would that you were also my aides." 
	
"We are ready to do Your will," one said, tossing dark
tresses behind his shoulder, and placing a hand to his
side, as if to draw out a sword.
	
"What did you have in mind?" That was the voice of the
dearest of Her creations, with eyes of air and fire, quick
and lovely in both mind and body. The two who had spoken
stood together, for they were bondmates, consecrated to
each other in the courts of heaven itself. Long before Time
began (and Time mattered not in these halls) the two of
them had found each other and sworn to be together, ever
enjoying each the pleasures of the other until the worlds
shattered and Time went back to the hollow void that had
created it. 
	
And She spoke, watching the faces of Her beloved ones. "I
have considered a Game," She said. "We know not the ways of
mortals, and I know not how to rule them."
	
The spirits bowed their heads as one, acknowledging the
truth of this. "I would have you go among them, like unto
them, but not of them, and observe their ways. You shall
watch them, love them, know them, and be even as one of
them, except that you may not die nor have children like
them. You shall be Immortals."
	
The newly christened Immortals raised their heads in
interest. 
	
She went on. "This Game shall be played among you, with
earthly weapons called swords. Whoever remains standing
shall be the victor. When all save one have returned to me,
I shall appoint the Winner ruler over the world of
mortals."
	
A hum of interest broke out among the Immortals as each
turned to his neighbor. The beloved one said to his
companion, "Does that mean we must fight? Studying mortals
sounds fascinating, sword fighting boring." 
	
The dark-haired spirit laughed. "Keep your books and study,
my loved one. Sword fighting appeals to me, if it is for a
good cause." 
	
At last silence fell again, for She was not finished
speaking. "The Rules of this Game shall be thus: First, any
ground consecrated unto Me, in any form that I have chosen
to reveal Myself, is holy. You may not fight there. Second,
only one may engage one other at a time. Third, the body
you shall be given will always heal, even from wounds that
would be fatal to mortals. And last, you shall receive the
powers of the spirits you vanquish into your body. The
spirit itself shall return to me, but you will have all the
knowledge and power it has gained in life."
	
The voices that broke out this time were not hushed, and
all seemed excited. A few backed away from the Throne,
declaring that mortals were not their study and that they
only wished the Presence forever to be happy. These She let
go.
	
But a few thousand remained. Among them were several
bondmated pairs, including the two She loved. They were
discussing together, and She bent to hear.
	
"But what if we are the last two?" the wise one exclaimed
to his lover. "I will not fight you!"
	
"But we both wish to go," said the dark-haired one. "Maybe
there is some kind of provision for that."
	
She made it up on the spur of the moment, laughing.
"Bondmates shall, if they are the last two, rule together,"
She said, smiling down upon the little ones.

They sighed with relief, and all who were mated clasped
their lovers to their sides. 
	
"Bondmates, though," She said, "because of their advantage,
may experience great difficulty in coming together as
lovers in that world of mortals. They may be far-sundered
in time or place. Yet, they will find each other, if they
seek long enough."
	
The spirits smiled. "We must be named, if we are to inhabit
the world of mortals," one of them, longhaired, noble and
proud, declared.
	
"You shall pick your own name," She answered her. 
	
There was silence for a moment, then a chorus of voices.
	
"Cassandra," she said.
	
"Kronos," another, fiery and passionate, put in. 
	
"Amanda," with a capricious laugh. 
	
"Nick," from the spirit beside her. 
	
"Connor," reaching a hand out to a mortal woman's image.
	
"Silas," one said, staring at the earthly animals.
	
"Darius," staring at the blood mortals spilled.
	
"Duncan," the dark-haired one said, drawing the Favored One
into his arms. 
	
They declared their names, one by one, but the Favorite
remained silent. At last he was the only one left, and all
turned to him.

"Love, by what name shall I greet you, down there?" Duncan
asked. 
	
He smiled a quiet, sly, smile. "Methos."

Laughter exploded in the heavens. "Methos!" Cassandra
mocked. "Methos means 'nothing!' Oh, most humble one, you
would have us call you that?"
	
"I would," Methos answered, quietly but firmly. "I would."
	
And the One approved their choices. "One last word before
farewell," She said. "Down there, I may not answer your
pleas, though you beg with tears. In most cases, I will not
give aid to you. This is your own fight."
	
And on that somber note, they filed out of the courts of
heaven down into the skies of earth, forgetting everything
they knew of their lives before. 

-----

	
"So I told Joe that Methos wasn't actually a legend, he
just knew how to hide really well," Ann Westra, newly
appointed Watcher of Richie Ryan, laughed to her friend.
"You should have seen Adam get all protective - I swear he
thinks the Methos Chronicles are his own personal
responsibility."

"Well, Ann, in a way they are," the quieter girl answered.
"Adam Pierson's done a lot of work on those old books. He
says he may be only a hundred years behind now. Just think,
soon we may have a Watcher on the oldest of them ever."
	
Ann got a wondering look on her face. "It would be
interesting to know where Methos is right now. He must be
hiding in Alaska or something."
	
"Probably too cold for him," a voice put in beside them.
They both turned to see Adam standing there.
	
"Speak of the devil," Ann joked, shaking Adam's hand. "But
really Adam, do you know where he is or are you just
playing us for fools?" 
	
Adam pushed away from the counter. "Not telling," he said,
with a characteristic shy smile. "But listen, I kind of
need a favor, and I wonder if you can help me."
	
"Maybe for a..." Ann started.
	
"Nope, don't do information trades," Adam cut in.
	
"How about a decent beer?" Ann continued. Adam nodded. 
	
"That I can do." After a whispered word to the bartender,
he spoke again. "Duncan MacLeod. I want a copy of his
Chronicles. That's all. It's not quite for research
purposes, so I can't request it myself. You could, since
you're going to be Watching...what's the name again?"

"Richie Ryan," Ann supplied. 

"Right. So that would help me out a lot, really it would."
Adam handed Ann the beer. "Bribery does the trick?"

"It does," Ann said. "Check your email."

A brilliant smile lit up Adam's face. "Thank you very
much," he said. "See you around."

Ann turned to her friend. "Almost worth the trouble of
pulling up MacLeod's chronicles just to see the look on his
face."

"Yeah," the other girl nodded, thoughtfully. "Wonder what
he wants with MacLeod, though." 

They both shrugged and went back to their conversation.

----

	
Methos sat at his computer late into the night, reading the
huge file that Ann had sent him. 

"Duncan MacLeod, born in 1592 in the Highlands of Scotland,
taught by Connor MacLeod, fought under Bonny Prince
Charlie, married a pre-immortal who vanished on their
wedding night and is now known as "Faith," never tried to
marry anyone else until Tessa, who died recently." 

And the long list of mortals he had loved, battles he had
fought in, and his students and friends dragged out until
Methos thought he would fall asleep from boredom.
"Always-a-cause MacLeod," he whispered under his breath.  

Then sank back in the chair. "Maybe I can turn that to my
advantage."

Methos' dreams had been strange lately. Not dreams of the
past, of ancient sweltering days under the burning sun, but
dreams of a time before the past, before Earth. 

Dreams of a dark-eyed soul who had pledged eternity to him.
Who was even now on earth, waiting, longing. 

"Could it be Duncan MacLeod?" Methos pondered. "Could it
be?" The man who was beautiful beyond all words, noble,
proud, and oh, yes, according to the Chronicle, only liked
women.

"If it is you," Methos whispered to the chronicle, "I beg
you, remember who you are. You are mine, from before the
dawn of time. Mortals you may play with, but Immortals are
off-limits for you." 

As it was, the only Immortals Methos himself had ever had
any kind of lasting relationship with had parted from him,
and not on good terms. Sitting back in his chair, he
remembered the fire that had driven him to live and kill
for years.

They called it passion. Drove across the wide aching
wilderness for a hundred years and found satisfaction in
nothing. Days revealed silent anguish and nights patient
torture. The subtle shapes in sand and sky were lost to
them, the gentle curve of river just another barrier to
cross. And the years dragged on, some swift, some slow.

But they called it passion, the hellfire of sweet revenge,
and so they drove onward, sweeping through town and village
like wildfire, leaving nothing alive. Until one day, one of
them awoke from the long slow sleep of anguished killing,
and whispered "is this all there is?" 

"We could rule a world," Methos had written in one of his
early journals, "but we had no idea how to govern
ourselves."

Whatever they saw became theirs, except for the hearts of
those they plundered. The women gave their bodies,
unwilling it is true, but preferring that to death, yet
none of them ever truly smiled at any of the Horsemen. 

The smoke of their burning could be seen far off as they
made camp by night. And eventually that was what destroyed
them. For with warning came preparation. There were always
some willing to fight rather than to die meekly. After a
time, those who wished to fight the Horsemen combined their
forces, made an alliance, and attacked the Horsemen's camp.


The battle was fierce and bloody. The bodies of hundreds
lay strewn on the ground after it was over. Three of the
Horsemen were captured. Their slaves were set free to loot
the camp, like their own villages had been looted.
	
But Methos was not there. Death slipped away in the early
dawning, on horseback, with only a few of his most
treasured possessions. 
	
No one discovered this until many years had passed, and
Kronos, slipping his own captivity by devious means, came
looking for his brother.
	
Oh, they found each other. How could they not find each
other? But Methos was too sly, too quick. They parted
again, not fighting with any weapon other than fiery words.

Methos moved on, leaving the Horsemen scattered like ashes
in the wind. Kronos did not, hanging on to the memories,
the subtle taste of fear and the pleasure in the deaths of
mortals.

And then there was the laughing poet Byron, his other
Immortal love, mocking the universe. 

"We don't have a purpose, Doc!" the man had laughed. "Dance
the night away! Laugh! Drink! Smoke! It's all you get!"

"It's not all, Lord Byron," he had answered. "Not all."
	
Byron had laughed then. He had remained on a continual high
for over two hundred years now. Methos had better things to
do than babysit him. 
	
Like figure out if Duncan MacLeod was the one he sought.

END Part 1
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-----

The changing years had brought separation like the soft
winds brushing sand grains high into the sky, tearing
lovers apart. 

Immortals did not generally interest Methos. They were
invariably not to be trusted, and he always found himself
on his guard around them. Men were treacherous and women
tended to be seductive betrayers. 

But mortals were intriguing, for their lives were so short,
yet filled with so much passion. They lived with a zest
that had gone from Methos' life with the Horsemen, as if
the thousands he had killed had taken all his energy and
left him hopeless.

The years had passed with a kind of quiet ache for Methos,
living, hiding, learning, studying, ever delving deeper
into the hearts of mortals and Immortals, exploring human
nature so intensely that at times he would not even feel
hunger. 

And now at last he had delved into Duncan MacLeod's
Chronicle, and at last the dreams were beginning to make
sense. 

Methos left his laptop open on the floor to Joe's last
entry about Duncan, and began to write in his journal,
slumping back against the edge of the bed.

"The one who appears in my dreams has long dark hair.
MacLeod has long dark hair. So do many other Immortals
though. But, ruling out the women, for my lover was *not* a
woman, the dreams tell me that unmistakably, there are only
four others living who might be possible. 

I have met all of them, however, and I felt nothing for any
of them. I simply did not recognize them. They did not
resonate in my soul. 

One would expect that I would know someone I had loved in
that mysterious place in my dreams. It is none of these
others, and MacLeod rings more true than any, though I have
not even met him yet."
	
Methos looked up, out of the window to where the sun was
dying over the Seine. "I will, though," he whispered. "I
will."

-----

It was almost a year though, and a strange set of
circumstances, before that happened. 

Methos had done his best to make a friend of Joe, instead
of trying to meet the Highlander himself, and had also
risen in the Watcher organization to the point where he
alone, under Don Salzer, was responsible for the search for
Methos.

For the first time in centuries, he allowed himself the
luxury of feeling safe.
	
A dangerous mistake. 

"Don is dead, Adam." Joe's voice was on the verge of
shaking. 

Methos drew in a deep breath. His own voice was none too
steady as he asked why and how.

"There's an Immortal psycho on the loose. Name of Kalas,"
Joe answered. "He came looking for Don -- looking for a man
who wasn't even an active Watcher" -- Joe's voice got very
low -- "looking for Methos." 

"That means he's after me," Methos said. "I'm next on his
list." 

"Yes, Adam, as the Methos researcher, you're the one he
will come to find next, I'm sure." Joe paused for a moment,
and Methos could almost see him thinking. "Wait a minute.
You know Duncan MacLeod's here. I could send him to protect
you from Kalas. Mac's been after Kalas for quite a while.
Left Seacouver because the guy killed him in front of his
girlfriend."

Methos' first reaction was one of almost panic. Duncan
could find him, expose him to the Watchers, his cover could
be blown, and how was Joe to know Duncan was really as much
of a good guy as he thought? And Methos didn't feel quite
ready to encounter someone he had only dreamed about. 

But it was Duncan MacLeod. And finally a chance to meet.

"Yeah, that's okay," Methos answered. 

-----

Methos slid a sword and a gun beside the bed, within easy
reach, in case Kalas came after him before Duncan could get
there, or in case Duncan proved too troublesome. 

"Helplessly innocent," he cued himself. Maybe Duncan would
think he was a brand-new Immortal who had happened to be in
the Watchers and had never learned the Rules. 

Turning the music up, Methos began writing in his journal
to pass the time. 

"I suppose my feelings could be likened to that of a
teenager about to meet a blind date for the first time. I
mean, here I am, about to meet MacLeod, who all the signs
say is destined for some kind of strange entwined fate with
me -- and I am literally quivering in place. It's been a
long time since I felt so alive."

About an hour later, a strong Presence rang through Methos'
body, alerting him to the arrival of either Duncan or
Kalas. Simultaneous with that, a spark of recognition went
through him, for his soul knew that Quickening. 

"It's MacLeod," he whispered. 

And almost immediately the man himself appeared. 

Methos got lost in staring at him, for just a moment.
"Duncan MacLeod of the Clan MacLeod," he said, letting the
name roll off his tongue for the first time in full.
Strangely enough, every bit of nervousness had vanished and
Methos only felt exultation to see the one he had dreamed
of for so many nights.

Almost as though he had planned it, Methos grabbed a beer
from off the floor. "Have a beer," he said, and hefted it
toward the Highlander. "Mi casa es su casa." He wasn't able
to resist at least a hint. 
	
Duncan caught the can of beer, stared at it, then back at
Methos for a moment. 

"Methos," he said finally, and it was not a question. 

Methos nodded, and their eyes met. 

Time slid to a slow halt as they looked at each other. It
was as though the pieces of the puzzle fell into place at
last, and the mysteries of the years were laid bare. 

And for a flash of what couldn't be called Time, they were
spirits again, laughing in Paradise, finding each other,
pledging hearts and hands to each other in love forever. 

For a moment only. Methos fell back into his body with a
jolt. Duncan looked dazed and a little confused. 

"Who are you?" he whispered, extending a hand to help
Methos up from the floor. When their fingers touched, it
was as though stars shot through Duncan's hand to Methos',
lightning crackling from the tips of their fingers. The
chemistry was so thick it could have been cut with a knife.
They, being men, attempted to ignore it, and let go of each
other, both breathing hard and trying not to show it.
	
Resisting the urge to say 'yours', Methos took a breath. "I
am Methos, that is all," he said. 

-----

The world had tilted, swinging dizzy on its axis, when
Duncan met Methos. The rest of the afternoon went by in a
dreamy haze for Methos, a slow recognition sinking deeper
into his soul with every word the Highlander said to him.
They walked along the river and talked like they had known
each other forever, smiles and words sparking together like
dry wood. 

When they finally parted, late that afternoon, Methos was
half-wary. Surely there would be danger waiting for him.
Nevertheless, he let Duncan go and stepped onto the
sidewalk near his apartment, almost immediately feeling the
buzz.

His preparation wasn't enough. Kalas was good, very good.
But a frantic desire to live, even if it was just to see
Duncan again, took hold of Methos, and he struggled over
the bridge and into the river. 

He washed up about a mile downstream, Kalas nowhere within
reach, feeling like a drowned rat, and more panicked than
he had been in years. 
	
"There's nothing I can do," he said. "Unless maybe..."
	
And Methos found himself running upstream, sword tucked
away in his coat. 

He was prepared to die, if he could save Duncan MacLeod. 

He hadn't calculated that it would be physically extremely
difficult to fight Duncan. There was a weary drain to his
footsteps when their swords clashed under the bridge. And
Duncan was more than uncooperative, to say the least.

"I know he feels it too," Methos thought. "At least I know
we are bound." Picking up Duncan's sword hand and bringing
it to his neck, Methos stood silent in the cold night, both
sacrificing for Duncan and testing Duncan. 

"I cannot," Duncan whispered after a long pause, sword
wavering against Methos' neck. "There's something more to
all this...what game are you playing, Methos?"

Methos looked up, and there was a hint of a smile on his
face. "Remains to be seen," he said. 

He moved closer to Duncan and gave as much of a hint as he
could. "Whether you kill me or whether you don't," he said,
"I'll be part of you forever."

"I know," Duncan answered, letting the sword fall. Their
lips met, in silence, in a kiss that would have been
perfectly normal in Alexander's time, but was a wonder in
the twentieth century. It wasn't quite romantic, just the
sealing of some kind of pact. Or some kind of bond.
Chemistry hummed low between them, and they broke apart as
silently as they had come together, each disappearing into
the evening without a word. 

-----

They did not acknowledge the kiss when they next met, but
the breathlessness of meeting Duncan MacLeod was still in
Methos' voice as he gave the command to take Kalas away and
then spoke briefly with Duncan, behind the edge of the
building. 

"Why?" Duncan asked, for the second time that day.

"Live, Highlander," Methos said, quietly, like a blessing.
"Grow stronger. Fight another day." 

And for the first time in years, he did not regret saying
those words.

Back when the Horsemen ruled, Silas was fond of repeating
that Methosian proverb as though it were purest gospel.
Whenever they lost a village, which wasn't often, he would
say it over and over. 

Methos had grown tired of the words. But they remained
useful, for they were a code to live by. 

Hide and wait. 

Unfortunately, the death of Don Salzer had more effects
than Methos first thought. And for a while he thought
hiding was going to have to be necessary, not just an
option. 

At least it meant seeing Duncan MacLeod again. This time
taking a tentative step onto the Highlander's turf, seeing
that they remembered each other, and that the chemistry was
still as strong as it had been -- time had not diminished
it.

And time, Methos vowed, would only make it stronger.

END Part 2
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She had watched them since they had wandered out onto the
human stage, observing who was worthy to live and who
deserved death. The Immortals, constrained by human bodies,
were growing darker and darker with the passing years. Some
even dared to kill in ways that were against the Rules.
Some bent the Rules to justify their own lust for
Quickening power. 

But would Methos, one of the ones prophesied to live, stand
the test of love she was about to put him to? 

Donning the garments of a mortal woman and assuming the
life, for a brief time, of a beautiful, delicately formed,
dying woman, She made her way to Joe's and filled out a job
application. 

Her mission was simple. Do not interfere, but test Methos.
See if he truly had a heart for humanity or if he was as
cold as the winds in the high desert night. 

At first she was disappointed in him. Her excited words
about a world of beauty were met with cynicism. Miffed, she
turned down his advances flatly, several times. However, he
was very interested, she could tell. Was it the air of
fragility she wore like a jewel, or was it simply the sense
of joy in life that she imbued into everything? Alexa, late
the Goddess, wore laughter like a robe. Perhaps it was her
simple familiarity that attracted Methos to her, his
unconscious memory of the Goddess from before time.

In any case, she proved him true. Became more than a
Watcher to him, for she recorded every thought of his deep
in her mind, observing the way he protected her, loved her,
cared for her, and did the same with many friends of his
they met on the journey through Europe. 

But the deepest focus of his heart and soul was with
MacLeod. There was not even a question that he would go to
MacLeod in trouble, in spite of Alexa's impending death.
And the Stone was the deep desperate reaching of a man
whose heart was going to be broken yet again, but it was
never his destiny to place it around her neck. 

She knew this, and watched, and almost grieved that she had
to die. And when she left the fragile body she had lived
in, she mourned with him. That night snow fell in Europe,
covering the world in cold. 

-----

Eventually Methos found his strength. He had loved Alexa,
true, with the deep passion that only is known to those who
have loved and lost a thousand times. Yet, he loved Duncan
with a love far deeper, a love that would give even
eternity, if Duncan could be safe and happy. 

And so for several months, Methos did nothing but dance
around Duncan with his presence, making himself the
Highlander's protector and thorn in the side. 

It was a shock out of the cold arching night when the blade
came whistling through the air, sinking deep into Methos'
breast. But the greater shock was seeing Kronos' face
again. 

For a short time, the Methos that wanted to be with Duncan
MacLeod forever slipped into the background, replaced by
the Methos that wanted to see the Highlander safe at all
costs, even his own death. 

And there was Cassandra to deal with. The woman had never
reflected, Methos thought, that perhaps he had been as much
a tool of Kronos as she had been his slave. Kronos was
almost like an abusive father, and they two could have been
like siblings conspiring against him in secret, keeping him
happy but plotting behind closed doors. But Cassandra would
have none of it. 

So he and MacLeod were estranged, a wedge driven deep into
their friendship, by the woman both of them had loved, once
upon a time. And possibly it was that which led to the
terrifying events of a month later. 

-----

Demons. It sounded like the ancient tales Methos had heard
around the fire before writing was invented. "You can stop
him, you alone."

And it was all almost silly, almost unbelievable, until
Duncan said that he had seen Kronos. 

"Isn't it over, then?" Methos had whispered to himself. "Or
are we just all going crazy?"

In the face of a friend gone mad, first with visions, then
with grief, Methos could only stand and watch. In five
thousand years, he had never felt so helpless. 

"I thought I'd seen everything," Methos said, standing with
Joe over Richie's body and Duncan's abandoned katana. 

"We could never have seen this coming," Joe answered. 

"What's next?" Methos asked. "Him trying to kill you? Or
me?" 

Deep in his heart he knew it would be physically impossible
for Duncan to kill him, yet that didn't rule out the
possibility of danger being near MacLeod. 

And suddenly the wild urge to be free, rid of all this
grief and horror and sorrow, swept over Methos. Desperate,
he trembled with the fight to stay still, holding Joe, and
not run to the ends of the earth. 

"Come, let's bury Richie," Methos said after a long moment.


Joe looked silently up at Methos and nodded. 

Deep in the woods they lay Richie's body to rest. They
worked in silence, sorrow eating at them. 

"Go somewhere safe, Joe," Methos said afterward in the car.
"Promise me. The...demon...could use you against Duncan." 

Joe nodded. "You do the same, Methos." 

"Believe me, I intend to," Methos answered.

And he did. 

-----

The desperate hunger of a lost love was eating at Methos
from the inside out, yet he would not seek Duncan MacLeod
out again. For Duncan was dangerous to be around, dangerous
to love. Methos remembered an old prophecy Duncan had told
him about once. "You will always be alone." 

For both their sakes, Methos hoped it was a lie.

Wary as he was, he was still unprepared when the demon came
to visit him, deep in the mountains of Tibet, hiding in a
refuge he had owned since almost before land was bought and
sold. 

Methos had only known of Horton, had never actually met
him, so he was taken unaware when the strange man climbing
up into the mountains stopped, ostensibly for a drink, at
Methos' cabin. 

Slightly suspicious even so, Methos kept a sword within
reach. 

"Good day, traveler," he said, tugging at the sleeves of
his longcoat, looking innocent. 

"Is it?" the other man returned, frowning. 

"The sun is shining, and I have beer," Methos answered,
smiling, but on his guard. "Of course it's a good day." 

There was no Immortal buzz as the stranger came closer, but
Methos still was suspicious. "What brings you here?" he
went on. 

"Just a rumor," the stranger said, close now. "Duncan
MacLeod is going to kill you." 

Methos laughed, at the same time placing a hand on his
sword. "Oh yes? What makes you think he can?"

"Because you love him." Horton suddenly pulled out his own
sword, springing at Methos, who jumped back, startled.
"Because you're weak, Methos." 

And with those words, it was not Horton who stood there,
but Kronos, in full battle gear, laughing coldly at him.
"Weak, brother? Tired? Or maybe you want to make love to me
before you die?"

"Never!" Methos spat out, and pulled out his own sword,
just in self-defense.

More of Kronos' cold laughter. "So you do love him! How
sweet! Have you two lovebirds pledged vows yet?" At Methos'
shake of the head, Kronos grinned. "He doesn't love you,
you know. He hates you, because of me."

"Not true," Methos said, quietly. "Not true at all."

"Oh yes?" Kronos' laughter faded, and Richie stood there,
smiling viciously. 

"You haven't begun to fight yet, Old Man." 

"You're a demon," Methos said. "I don't fight demons. I
ignore them."

"The policy of neutrality doesn't work any longer!" Richie
sprang at Methos, who pushed him away with his hands,
noting as he did so that Richie's body certainly felt very
real under his fingers. 

"Go away, kid," Methos muttered. "Send back Kronos. Give me
someone I won't feel guilty about killing again."

"I don't think so." It was Richie's voice that spoke, but
as Methos looked over toward the demon, it vanished and
Duncan appeared, naked to the waist, looking exhausted. 

"It's a trick," Methos said, not fooled. 

The vision of Duncan did not appear to notice Methos for a
while, but looked down, deep in thought. 

"Methos," the voice at last was thoughtful, almost as
though Duncan had been saying his name over and over as a
mantra. 

Methos was silent; Duncan did not look up. 

"You're so far away, Methos." At Duncan's words, Methos
simply shook his head, not in denial, but in exasperation. 

"We've only kissed once, Methos," Duncan's voice was low
and melodic, the trembling voice of a hesitant lover. 

"Go back to your monastery, Duncan," Methos said. "We won't
be doing any more kissing, either, until you and I both
know who we are to each other."

Methos sat down on the bench outside the door of his cabin,
waiting in silence for a long time.

At last Duncan looked up, almost surprised to see Methos
sitting there.

"You can't fight demons with swords, MacLeod," Methos said
quietly. "That will not ultimately defeat them. The demon
you really have to beat is the one inside yourself." Methos
took a breath; he couldn't be sure that this was really
Duncan, but it was his appearance, and Methos was finally
getting a chance to say some things he had wanted to say
for a long time. "I've dealt with my demons. Even without
Kronos dead, he had been defeated. I know who I am. Now
it's time for you to discover the same of yourself, and of
me, eventually." 

Getting up, Methos disappeared into his cabin, laying his
sword down and collapsing onto his bed for a midday nap.
There was perfect silence outside.

Much later in the day, when Methos came out of the cabin to
watch the sunset, no visions, of Duncan or anyone else,
disturbed the peaceful atmosphere. 

END Part 3
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-----

It was a simple thing that brought Methos and Duncan back
together at last. After the death of Jacob Kell, Methos and
Joe came carefully out onto the roof. They had watched the
intense Quickening from the car, and both were hoping that
Duncan was really all right, that it hadn't been a Dark
Quickening again. 
	
Duncan lay senseless on the ground when they found him,
clutching his sword. Together they carried him down to the
car, and Joe drove away. Methos sat in the back seat with
Duncan's head on his lap. 

Duncan looked so young like this, with his hair shorn, eyes
shut in unconsciousness, trying to process the Quickening. 

When he woke up at last, it was to Methos stroking his hair
and smiling down at him. 

"Come home with me?" Methos sounded almost shy. 

Duncan nodded wearily and shut his eyes again. 

Joe drove them to Methos' home on the outskirts of New
York. Duncan managed to walk inside under his own power,
with Methos half holding him up. Joe waved goodbye from the
car and drove off. 

Inside, they suddenly found they were a bit shy of each
other, both wary. 

"Is everything all right?" Methos caught himself asking. 

"Yes," Duncan answered, and Methos knew Duncan meant "as
well as could be expected." 

Methos gave a half-smile. "Good. You should have a shower."

Duncan wasn't about to disagree.

-----

Methos woke up suddenly in the middle of the night, in the
darkest hour just before dawn. It sounded like Duncan was
screaming, but inside Methos knew it was a nightmare, and
that he had to go comfort his terrified friend. 

"Duncan, Duncan," he whispered, once he had reached the
guest room. "Duncan, it's okay. It's a dream, Duncan, it
can't hurt you."

He found that he was stroking the Highlander's hair again,
and sat down on the bed beside the sleeping man to take
further advantage of the opportunity. 

Duncan stopped making restless noises and began to sleep
more peacefully. Methos stretched out on the bed beside
him, on top of the covers, a hand in his beloved's hair. 

Gently they both drifted off to a peaceful sleep. 

Methos shifted in the early dawning, feeling a light buzz
tickle against his spine, and a feeling of complete
well-being suffusing his body. The heart of his heart was
next to him and the world was perfect. 

In the night, Duncan had snuggled up to him, unconsciously
seeking out the warmth and comfort of his friend. 

It would have felt strange for any other two men who had
not confessed their love to be sleeping together like that,
but not Duncan and Methos. Not to Methos in any case. 

"Duncan," he whispered, letting a hand stroke over his hair
again. "Duncan."

And Duncan slid into wakefulness, eyes opening lazily. 

"Methos," he said, looking a little confused. "I killed
Kell?" 

"Yes," Methos answered. "The Quickening was so strong it
knocked you out. You were pretty unsteady on your feet last
night."

Duncan nodded. "Yes, I kind of remember."

"You were having nightmares," Methos said almost shyly,
trying to explain his presence in Duncan's bed. "When I
came in and stroked your hair you got quiet again."

"Oh, I see." Duncan looked almost disappointed.

Methos sat up. "Think you can go back to sleep without me,
Highlander?"

Duncan panicked as Methos started to move off the bed. "You
don't have to..." he gasped out. 

Methos smiled. "If that's what you want." 

Duncan pulled the blankets back. "Just get in, Methos. I
don't know why I need you here, but I *really* don't want
any more nightmares."

Methos obliged. He was wearing only boxers, his customary
sleep garment. Duncan was, oddly enough, only wearing white
briefs. Methos glanced significantly at the Highlander. 

"Always wanted to know, Mac." 

Duncan rolled his eyes. 

Strangely enough, now that they were in bed together, they
found sleep eluding them. Methos' desire for sleep was
fading fast into just plain simple desire, and the way the
front of Duncan's briefs were filling out was proof
positive that the Highlander was beginning to feel the same
way. 

Sighing, Duncan reached out a hand and pulled Methos closer
to him. The bare skin of Methos' arm felt like it was on
fire where Duncan had touched. Methos was sure his blush
could have lit beacons in Tibet. 

Methos caught his breath, struggling against the desire to
just cover the Highlander with his own body. Instead he
simply snuggled in closer. 

"Do you know," Duncan said dreamily, "that I saw a vision
of you once, after...the events with the demon, when I was
in that monastery?"

"Did you?" Methos asked. "What was the vision?"

"I dreamed you told me that you'd dealt with your demons,
and not with swords." Duncan's eyes were large and
wondering. 

"I have," Methos said. "And you would be surprised at the
kinds of things two people as close as we are will see. Any
more questions?"

"Yes. I was wondering," Duncan began, "why you offered your
head to me on the day we met? How did you know I wouldn't
take it?"

Methos could only speak the truth. "I didn't." He paused
for a long moment. "Now I know you couldn't have taken it,
just as I can't take yours." 

"Why?" Duncan asked. 

Methos was at a loss for words. "Because..." he began, then
stopped for a moment, thinking. "Remember when you told me
that you would have taken my head in your dream a couple of
years ago, and that was a world without Duncan MacLeod in
it?"

"Yes," Duncan said, not sure where this was going. 

"In a world without Duncan MacLeod," Methos paused, "I
would only be half of a soul, missing my partner. It's no
wonder I would have been quite an SOB. It's because of you,
trying to find you, getting to know you..." he paused
again, "falling in love with you, that I can be who I was
meant to be." 

"You-you're in love with me?" Duncan sounded only curious,
and he did not move away like Methos had expected. 

"Yeah," Methos said. "And I believe you're in love with me,
too, a little bit." 

Duncan laughed. "Would that be why you can drive me half
crazy with just a look?"

"Mmmm, well maybe it's time for me to stop looking and
start acting," Methos said, hand snaking around Duncan's
neck. Their lips met. 

In the fumbling ecstasy of their first real kiss, they
found time standing still again. The silence was broken
only by their smothered gasps and the echoes of birdsong
outside the window. 

"Love you," Duncan whispered after an impossibly long kiss,
fingers curving over the fine bones of Methos' face. Methos
nuzzled into the touch, tangling his legs with Duncan's and
throwing his arms around the Highlander. 

They lay petting for several minutes, whispering words of
fulfilled longing and desperate devotion to each other,
both almost content to simply lie in each other's arms
until the end of time. Methos relished the feel of Duncan's
weight against him, solid and real, no daydream or demon. 

"How I wish we could have been here sooner," Methos
whispered, referring, of course, to their tangled bodies
and minds. 

Duncan's hands curved against Methos' face, fingers against
his temple. "Ah, but then it might not have been as sweet,"
he answered. 

Duncan began dotting tiny kisses over Methos' face,
worshiping the fine cheekbones, the liquid dark eyes that
stared up at him lost in ecstasy, the gentle curve of jaw,
the surprisingly soft hair, the beautiful nose. At last
Methos caught Duncan's mouth with his own, driving them
down together into a kiss that left them panting against
each other. 

"Body and soul, Highlander, we shall be knit," Methos said,
his hand stroking over Duncan's hair, tangling his fingers
through it. 
	
For a moment they broke apart to remove their underwear,
then Duncan reached out for Methos again.

Finally completely skin to skin and it was like coming
home. There was gentle fire as they touched each other
initially, and tiny sparks of Quickening were shared
between them. 

The warmth of Duncan's skin against his was like being next
to a star, Methos thought, and wondered how he knew what
stars felt like. 

Waves of shivers broke out over Duncan's skin as he touched
Methos. Nothing in all worlds had felt like this before. 

There was no need for anything complicated, indeed it would
have broken the spell. Just Methos' fingers, then cock,
twisting into Duncan with the rightness of a long-time
lover, their bodies moving together in the same dance that
time before time had witnessed. 

Orgasm broke over them slow, gathering with the force of a
wave that tumbled them into ecstasy, smiling into each
other's eyes. 

-----

In the end, the Gathering was really quite simple. Hide and
wait had been the motto of Methos and Duncan during most of
it, and they were not found in their Alaskan hideout until
the very end. While Immortals warred around them, they
stayed snug in the depths of the wilderness. Also
strangely, they felt no desire to challenge each other --
they were too deeply bound for that.

And the Immortal who came last to hunt them out was Stephen
Keane. He chose to challenge Methos. 

"Do you want to rule the world?" Methos asked casually,
while they were exchanging the first blows.
	
Keane did not answer, only fought harder.

"Do you think you *can* rule the world?" Methos went on
after a moment. "Lately, I've made my money in stocks. I
can do this because I *know* people. I know how they'll
react, where they'll go, what they'll do. Can you say the
same?"

"I believe I'm a basically good person." Keane's words were
hesitant, and he was struggling to block Methos' blows.

Methos snorted. "Goodness won't get you far when you deal
with mortals." The sword came down in a swift slash to one
side, and another sword came out from Methos' coat. "Or
Immortals."
	
He struck, hard, with the second sword. For a moment
Keane's betrayed eyes were staring at him, then the head
fell to the ground. 
	
There was a dull thump as Methos sank to his knees, and
Duncan rushed over from his vantage point. Just before the
lightning gathered, Duncan pulled Methos into his arms.
	
They rode out the Quickening storm together, lightning,
fire, water, thunder, exploding into, over, and around
their bodies. Their bodies tangled together, snow and fire;
they could feel each other's heartbeat in the darkness when
it was all over. 
	
And they were One, remembering the long-ago days of their
heavenly youth, finally seeing all the pieces of the puzzle
fall into place.
	
"Always loved you," Duncan whispered.
	
Methos kissed him, their mouths meeting as sparks of
Quickening fire flew between them. The snow was wet
underneath them, but they forgot it existed. 
	
Light streamed from their bodies, and suddenly they
realized they were no longer in the Alaskan wilderness, but
standing in halls of stone, polished with light. Before
them stood a young woman, the very image of Alexa, but with
ancient wisdom in her eyes as she regarded Duncan and
Methos. Methos sank back to his knees, but she pulled him
to his feet with a look. 
	
"Your eyes are like diamonds, you see in the darkness and
make it light," the ancient woman said, bowing before
Duncan and Methos. "You are the Chosen Ones." She turned to
Duncan. "You, the Solstice Child, the Savior, the Warrior,
the Defender of the Just." And to Methos. "You, the Heart
of Man, the Human Soul, the Reason, the Knowledge, the
Power. Together you balance the universe. Together you may
rule." 
	
There was silence as the two bowed their heads in
acceptance. And the stars spun around them again for a
moment, the wind whistling in their ears. 
	
They were back in Methos' New York home, standing on the
front steps, as a crowd of thousands gathered in what
seemed like just a few moments. The great mortals of the
world stood waiting for their commands. Duncan and Methos
stood before them hand in hand, suffused with a golden
glow, vibrant and royal. 
	
They were beautiful, eternal, powerful. Methos and Duncan
were the Rulers. Now and forever. 
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"Time-
shimmery cloth
woven out of
free threads 
of eternity...

Time-
will soon vanish
wear and tear
breaking the threads
setting them free...

Time-
seize the moment
has never meant 
so much now
in your arms...

Time-
distant vanishing
failing frail existence
your kiss
my freedom...

Time is a simple robe
woven from threads of eternity
and in your love-embrace
I find my own destiny
enclosed in your eternal warmth..."

----

to part 1
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Obi-Wan sat on the stone wall that formed a railing above
the waterfall near Naboo's palace. In the distance he could
hear the sounds of celebration; it was near the end of a
day of parties and parades. Above him the clouds danced
their color-changing waltz in the last brilliant light
before the night. It was a sight to bring joy to any heart.

Any except his. Obi-Wan could not keep the memories from
flowing through his mind again and again. The last words
that should have been for him, and instead were given to
Qui-Gon's latest pet project, the "Chosen One," rang in his
ears as though he were hearing them for the first time
again. 

Absorbed in his reverie, he did not hear the quiet
footsteps approaching from the direction of the palace. He
started as a hand touched his shoulder. 

"Forgive me for disturbing you, Knight Kenobi," Depa Billba
said, sitting down on the smooth stone beside him. Obi-Wan
raised his head, acknowledging her presence with a nod. 
She looked into his eyes before continuing, insuring that
he was paying attention to her. 

"It is difficult, is it not, to be thinking about a young
charge before you have even had time to come to terms
with...all that has happened?" she said, softly. 

Obi-Wan merely looked at her.

"The Council has determined that you need some time to come
to peace with your master's death before you take the
Skywalker child as your official padawan. So we have
decided to give you the next three days before we leave
Naboo, as yours to do with what you will." She held up a
hand as he began to protest. 

"This is customary," she continued, "for all who have lost
their masters to death. For you, who have just taken life
in the service of the Jedi, lost your master, and taken a
padawan, this time is especially needed."

Obi-Wan glanced up in some surprise; the last thing he'd
ever expected the Council to do was care. 

"What about Anakin? What will he do while I-" he paused,
not sure how to say it. 

"While you come to terms with your master's Departure?" she
answered. "It would be my privilege to care for him. He
seems a bright child, to me, at least."

Obi-Wan did not smile, but the burden on his heart
lightened; for the first time in days he felt like a human
being again. 

"Thank you," he whispered.

Depa smiled softly and placed her hand over his in a
comforting gesture.

"I cannot truly say I know what you are going through,
Obi-Wan. All I can say is that I do not know what I would
do if I lost Mace; my master, my friend, my lover."

She caught his look as he flinched unconsciously.

"I thought so. Obi-Wan, there is no shame in love -- would
that you could have had the chance to tell your master."

Obi-Wan turned to look at her, tears hidden deep in his
eyes.

"I had hoped that after I was knighted..." his voice
trailed off.

"And you'll never have that now," she said soberly.
"Release it to the Force, Obi-Wan, and put your regrets
aside. Remember that we care for you and you have a padawan
to teach now."

She released his hand.

"In three days, Obi-Wan, we will see you again."

She stood, smiling briefly, and walked back to the palace.
Her white robes faded from view as Obi-Wan turned back to
look over the waterfall again.

******

Obi-Wan spent the rest of the evening in meditation and
sleep, trying not to dream of That Moment again. In the
morning, he woke mostly refreshed from quiet sleep. 

That day, he walked down to the hanger, and set out to
retrace the path they had followed a few days ago, fighting
the Sith.  At the door, he paused, half-afraid for a
moment, then resolutely pressed the button to open the
door. The space behind was, of course, empty. 

Obi-Wan retraced their steps, figuring the patterns of the
fight in a way he had not been able to do as a participant.
He could see now that if they had been more unified, they
could have fought harder, quicker, and soon would have won
without nearly the dreadful cost.

For the moment, he laid aside just what the cost had been
and continued farther into the bowels of the city of Theed.
At the place where the Sith had knocked him off the
catwalk, he hesitated a moment, then leaped,
Force-assisted, down one level where the rest of the fight
had been played out.

Spurred by a sudden impulse, he raced to the end of the
walkway as fast as he could. He reached the walls just as
they closed, skidding to a stop outside the first one.

"That was foolish and proved nothing," he said to himself,
but inwardly he felt slightly relieved, knowing there was
no way he could have gotten closer. 

As he waited for the phasers to change, he looked around,
trying to keep his eyes away from where Qui-Gon had knelt
in meditation. He glimpsed a security panel off to the side
and wondered why he hadn't noticed it before. That would
have been one of the ways he could have --
 
No. Don't think it, he told himself. Don't blame yourself.

When the phasers changed, he walked through and managed to
clear four of the six beams before they closed again. This
time he stared straight through the red walls, deliberately
replaying his memories of Qui-Gon's fight with the Sith.

Qui-Gon had been undone by a move no Jedi would ever have
used. The Sith had played dirty, first by knocking Obi-Wan
off the catwalk, then by bashing Qui-Gon's face. 

No, it had not been a fight according to the dictates of
the Code, but then, what fight was? Obi-Wan remembered how
the creature had clouded the Force, like dirt in clear
water, and shuddered. That thing was better dead -- it was
irredeemable. 

The phasers cycled again, and Obi-Wan moved through the
last two, out into the open area. He glanced down into the
melting pit, where he had hung so precariously, and
remembered his crushing despair combined with
determination. 

And That Place. The floor was clean, no trace of blood
remaining, but Obi-Wan knew precisely where it was, knelt
down, and felt chills go through him as he remembered the
last words spoken here, the last words he would ever hear
spoken by his master until they were both in the Force
together and all confessions could be made. 

Pain swept through him as he thought of the words Qui-Gon
had said, but he crushed it down, thinking of the tone, the
trusting confident tone, they had been said in. That voice
from his master was worth more than a thousand I love yous
from another's lips -- there was perfect peace and
confidence in Obi-Wan there. Those words were not a
punishment, but a blessing. 

Obi-Wan laid his hands on the cold concrete where his
master had lain. 

"I promise you, Master," he whispered. "I will train him."
Then he sank into a light meditative trance, feeling the
emotions swirling in the room. He caught his own fear and
denial, heavy in the area, but nothing of Qui-Gon, no fear,
no terror, nothing except a kind of...peace.

This day had been a profitable one; there was acceptance
now in Obi-Wan's heart.

Acceptance, not serenity. Not yet.

----

Obi-Wan spent the next morning meditating in the gardens of
the palace, letting his mind be filled with the beauty of
the planet Qui-Gon's death had saved. 

Later that day he went to talk with some of the citizens of
Naboo, some who had lost family in the fight for freedom,
some who had been put into camps to await certain death. 

Children gathered around him, Captain Panaka's young
daughter among them, and told lisping stories of what it
had been like in the prison camps, living in terror, not
knowing whether their Queen had abandoned them, or even if
she was alive or dead. 

And there, in the prison camps, their mothers had told them
tales of the great Jedi, the ones who could command armies
with a mere look, who carried swords of pure flame, who
could pull objects across the room with their eyes. 

Needless to say, the children were ecstatic at the idea of
meeting Obi-Wan Kenobi, who laughed inwardly at their
childish wonder, but nevertheless told some tales of his
own, and played with them.

That evening Obi-Wan lay on the roof of the palace, staring
up at the night sky, wondering about the vastness of the
universe in general sleepy sense, wondering if in all those
stars anyone mourned for Qui-Gon Jinn, out of all the
people he had met and saved. 

He went to bed late that night, mind bent on something
other than his own loss. 

----

The next morning dawned under a light rain which ended just
after dawn, just enough dampness to make the grass wet and
a rainbow smile in the sky. Obi-Wan, looking out from the
palace, at a bit of a loss about what to do, felt a great
desire well up in him to go down the waterfall, and wander
in the green fields that day. 

He made his way through the rain-soaked gardens to the edge
of the falls, where he had been sitting two days earlier,
cast about a bit, and found a steep trail leading under the
waterfall to the valley floor. 

A long scramble down broken rocky steps, a quick duck under
the waterfall's edge, and Obi-Wan was down the falls, and
out of the city of Theed.  He turned back to look at the
morning sunshine glinting in the waterfall, alight with
thousands of rainbows in the sun. Far below the sight of
the city, the water looked wild and free, unharnessed by
any hand except nature itself. 

"Beautiful," he whispered, the damp breeze caressing his
hair like a lover's hand.  For the first time since, well,
since, he felt himself smiling spontaneously. Such beauty
could not fail to charm the saddest of hearts.

And there in that moment, there was serenity in his heart.
Qui-Gon was dead, but there was still beauty in the
universe, and one day they would meet again.

Obi-Wan smiled, turned to move away from the river, and
stopped dead still, silent in absolute shock. There,
standing before him, looking as healthy as Obi-Wan himself,
stood his dead master, Qui-Gon Jinn. 
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The world went gray, and Obi-Wan closed his eyes, certain
he was going mad. When he opened them, Qui-Gon was still
there.

"M...aster," he whispered brokenly, "But you're dead."

Qui-Gon smiled, holding out his hands. "Feel them, do these
feel like dead hands to you?" he asked. 

"No," Obi-Wan said, trying the experiment, reaching forward
to touch Qui-Gon's palm with a tentative finger.  "But
how...?"

Qui-Gon grasped the hand attached to the finger and reeled
Obi-Wan closer, very slowly. "Wait, just a moment," he
said. "I greet you from the other side of death, and all
you can say is 'how?'" 

Obi-Wan laughed and drew nearer. This was his master and no
mistake. 

Qui-Gon smiled, teasing. "No 'hello, how are you, Master?'
Nothing else?"

Obi-Wan looked up at his master, eyes gone soft. They were
so close now that he could feel the warmth of his master's
body. "Well, there was something I never told you..."

"Yes, my Obi-Wan?"

And Obi-Wan gasped it out. "I love you," he whispered,
voice rough as gravel. 

A harsh intake of breath from Qui-Gon. "There was something
*I* never told you either - that I feel the same, Obi-Wan.
I love you too."

Naturally as breathing, their lips met in a soft, gentle
kiss. Their first. Years of longing were sweetly spilled
out into that caress. When they broke apart, both were
flushed and breathing harshly. 

"You returned from the dead just to tell me that?" it was
Obi-Wan's turn to tease. 

"If I had, it was worth it," Qui-Gon said, his arms still
around his former padawan. 

"*Are* you dead?" was Obi-Wan's next question. "Not that it
matters at the moment, but I'd like to know I didn't
achieve serenity about your passing for nothing." 

Qui-Gon laughed again. "Yes, Obi-Wan, I am dead. I was
killed anyway. But such things are so relative."

"I must return to my first question, then" Obi-Wan said,
finally moving out of Qui-Gon's arms, not releasing his
hand though.  "How?"

"Obi-Wan, my padawan," Qui-Gon's voice was soft. "Sometimes
Jedi who die with unfinished business are granted leave by
the Force, in times of greatness, to return. For a reason I
don't know, I have become one of them.  I am, Obi-Wan, the
Dead that Walks."

"Master...I don't understand," Obi-Wan said.

"Apparently, Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon said, "I have been given a
certain amount of time, to be used at any time now or in
the future on any planet, to do my best to correct what my
death may have destroyed."

"I still don't understand," Obi-Wan said. "Can you stay
with me? Or will the Force snatch you away at any moment?"

"Probably the second option, Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon answered,
"though that's not what I'd choose."

"Nor I," whispered Obi-Wan, holding Qui-Gon's hand ever
tighter. "Shall we - can we...return to my rooms? Please?"

"Oh, eager youth," Qui-Gon sighed. Then his expression
turned mischievous. "Why wait 'til then?"

Obi-Wan smiled, and pulled his master down, sealing their
mouths together. Qui-Gon's arms went around him, so
familiar and yet new at the same time. 

Obi-Wan marveled that he could kiss and hold the same
person who had just days ago lain dead in his arms. During
their kissing, clothes managed to fall away, landing
haphazardly on the grass. Glancing around between their
kisses, he noticed that there was not a soul in view over
the green plains. The tall grass would also be a shelter,
he thought, laying their assorted clothing over the ground
in a moment when they realized comfort might be a desired
thing.

They collapsed together, Obi-Wan underneath, still kissing,
hands roaming over warm flesh.

"How long I've wanted this," Obi-Wan whispered, breaking
off their kiss to flick his tongue against Qui-Gon's ear.
Qui-Gon smiled through a gasp.

"I've loved you so long, couldn't tell you before," he
whispered back.

"Tell me now. Tell me again and again forever," Obi-Wan
said, lying back against Qui-Gon's discarded robe.

And Qui-Gon did. Pressed a gentle kiss to Obi-Wan's
forehead, "I love you." Soft kiss to lips, tongues sliding
together for a glorious instant. "I love you."

Hand stroking down Obi-Wan's body, over the expanse of
scarred golden skin, down to the hard thigh, lightly
brushing the erection that leaped to meet his hand. "I love
you."

Obi-Wan lifted his hand, sliding it over Qui-Gon's loosened
hair and across a shoulder, down to his hand, twining their
fingers together. "As do I love you," he said in return. 

Another kiss, this one long and deep, Obi-Wan sweetly
exploring Qui-Gon's mouth with a questing tongue. Their
hands broke apart and went wandering over skin again;
Qui-Gon's fingers lingering on Obi-Wan's dark specks of
nipples. Obi-Wan gasped, arching into the touch, his own
hands tracing a path down Qui-Gon's back to the smooth
buttocks. 

"...love you," Obi-Wan whispered harshly, breath short.
Their lips met again, Obi-Wan pulling his master fully on
top of him. Their erections met, and they gasped into each
other's mouths, desire focusing and exploding in a pinpoint
of passion. 

Afterward, they lay together silently for many minutes, too
exhausted to move, reveling in the feel and warmth of the
other. Obi-Wan's hand lazily petted Qui-Gon's hair, fingers
catching on the mussed strands. Qui-Gon's lips moved
against Obi-Wan's hair, soundlessly mouthing I love you
over and over. 

At last Obi-Wan spoke. "Master," he said, "Do you know how
long you have to stay here, or at least how many times you
get to be here as you are now?"

Qui-Gon raised his head and smiled sadly. "I do not know,
Obi-Wan," he said. "I come to this plane as the Force
directs, and even in death I am not privy to the secrets of
balance. I can only watch as the events of the universe
unfold, and, sometimes, amend them."

Obi-Wan sat up. "The Force seeks balance, as I have been
told." Qui-Gon nodded. "Then I gather you are sent here
because your being here makes the Force closer to balance."

"That would be so," Qui-Gon said. "But I can only be here
as I am and have been. There are others, some long dead,
who I have met, who may return in many forms, a very few
who may even be reborn." He paused, and looked deep into
Obi-Wan's eyes, riveting him with these words.

"I have heard this as I have spoken with the
Dead-That-Walk, recently there has been a reborn one who
has left their ranks to walk the soil again. I believe him
to be Anakin."

Obi-Wan looked away. "I am sorry I said that he was
dangerous, if his coming means great good things for the
Jedi."

'It means a realignment is in order," Qui-Gon said. "The
balance is too far off; drastic measures are being taken to
restore it."

"Looking at all the evil in the galaxy, I cannot help but
say that it's about time," Obi-Wan said, smiling then. 

The subject was dropped as they stood and gathered their
clothes together, each helping to dress the other, often
teasing. 

As the sun shone overhead, marking the Naboo noon, Obi-Wan
and Qui-Gon made their way up the stairs to the city of
Theed. In Obi-Wan's rooms, they continued their talk, and
discussed no matters of balance and death now, only their
love, and their vows that would surpass death itself. 

And as the afternoon waned on into evening, and evening
into night, they made love again, and Obi-Wan fell asleep
wrapped in Qui-Gon's arms.

But the next morning he was not there. Obi-Wan woke up with
a vague sense of loss, and then remembered that Qui-Gon
could not always stay beside him, for he was "alive" only
temporarily, as the Force willed it. 

After rolling out of bed, Obi-Wan padded over to the window
to look out. Passing the desk, he glimpsed a piece of paper
that had not been there yesterday lying on it, and picked
up the heavy palace stationary, obviously usually used for
note-taking, and read what was written on it, in Qui-Gon's
familiar smooth writing:

My dearest Obi-Wan,

My body shall be like the wind on the seashore. I will be
closer than the breeze to you. I promise I will rescue you
when the darkness is too much; I will be there when the
waves threaten to destroy you. This is no typical lover's
vow; I will show you what love is like after death; that
the strength of it cannot be broken, that the silence of it
cannot be shouted down, that the eternity of it cannot be
wrested from me.

I shall caress you in the night and hold you in invisible
arms in the day. There shall be no shadow that falls upon
you that I shall not also feel. There shall be no sorrow
you experience that I shall not also experience. This I vow
to you because I love you and because I left you too soon. 

And one day in eternity we shall be together forever. Words
cannot say how much I long for that day.

Forever yours,

Qui-Gon

Obi-Wan glanced up from the paper to feel the gentle breeze
brush against his shoulder, reassuring him that what
Qui-Gon had said on that paper was truth.
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Years went by and Obi-Wan saw his master only once, when he
lay in a dark cell without a ray of hope, awaiting only
death for himself and his padawan in the morning. Keys
rattled outside, and he sat up startled. He could only see
a dim shadow in the hallway and could only hear a
low-whispered voice. "Love, take this and escape," it said.
"It is not yet your time to die."
	
Obi-Wan got up on shaking limbs and retrieved the keys to
the cells, sparing only a whispered "Master," and a soft
kiss to the fingers that passed the keys through the bars.
Then Qui-Gon was gone from his sight, and as silently as
possible Obi-Wan began to work to free himself and Anakin. 
	
The only people Obi-Wan told about Qui-Gon's reappearances
were Mace, Depa, and Yoda. And of them, only Yoda knew
anything of the Dead-That-Walk, and he knew very little.

But for most of the next ten years, there was only Obi-Wan,
love-vowed to a dead man, wondering in the silence of the
night whether he had made promises he could not keep. At
times like that, he would read Qui-Gon's letter over and
over, whispering to the quiet dark his fears and longings,
sure somehow that he was heard. 

Anakin's training went smoothly for the most part. He and
Obi-Wan developed an easy rapport and a well-developed
working bond. They quickly grew fond of each other, though
the affection never went farther than friendship: Obi-Wan
was devoted body and soul to his master, and Anakin, well,
showed quite a bit of interest in letters from Naboo. 

So when Amidala was re-elected in Anakin's nineteenth year
and requested Jedi to oversee the ceremonies, Anakin, who
had somehow become a favorite among many Council members,
asked that he and his master might go, and it was granted
swiftly.

And on Naboo, while the Queen and the Jedi Padawan flirted
and courted, Obi-Wan made his way back down the falls to
where his master had met him.

He was not disappointed; a tall figure was waiting there,
holding out his arms. 

After the laughter, kisses, smiles, and sweet excited words
all newly-reunited lovers share, Obi-Wan asked the simple,
loaded question, "Why do I get to talk to you now?"

Qui-Gon instantly went sober. He took one of Obi-Wan's
hands in both of his, gently.  "I came to warn you," he
said. "Watch Anakin carefully."

"What?" Obi-Wan laughed. "Next you'll be telling me, 'the
boy is dangerous!' I assure you, nothing's wrong with
Anakin. He's an almost perfect padawan."

"So was Xanatos," Qui-Gon said, letting go of Obi-Wan's
hand and tucking his arms into his sleeves. 

"There's no Darkness in Anakin," Obi-Wan said, a bit
heatedly. 

"'Hard to see, the Dark Side is,'" Qui-Gon quoted. "And I
see more than you do, love. Beware of him."

Obi-Wan shook his head. "I just find it impossible to
believe that my padawan hides any darker design than an
intention to bond with Amidala! He's excellent in
everything - far better than I was. He has a large circle
of friends, and even Mace Windu approves of him. I'd sooner
mark myself a candidate for Darkness," he continued with a
wry grin, "I that spend most of my time longing for a dead
man!"

"He is the Chosen One," was all Qui-Gon would say further
on the subject. Then his somber expression faded into a
smile, and he reached for Obi-Wan's hand.  "Now let's see
if we can't do something about that longing of yours." And
Obi-Wan went laughing into Qui-Gon's arms and the matter of
Anakin was forgotten.

Very late that evening, when the moon of Naboo was about to
set, but before Obi-Wan retired, Anakin danced joyfully
into their shared suite, laughing as he told his master how
he and Queen Amidala had confessed their love to each
other. 

Obi-Wan, disturbed more than he'd let on by Qui-Gon's
words, watched Anakin carefully for any signs of fear or
anger or hate, but could discern none at all. In fact,
Anakin's behavior was perfectly normal, for a young man who
was deeply in love. Obi-Wan dismissed Qui-Gon's warning
with a silent shrug. 

The next three years flew by, and at the age of twenty-two,
as one of the youngest padawans to take the Trials, Anakin
Skywalker, former Tatooine slave boy, became a Jedi Knight.


Anakin's Knighting ceremony was attended by nearly all the
Jedi who were on-planet. Congratulations poured in from
almost every place the team of Kenobi and Skywalker had
visited on their diplomatic travels. It seemed that
everyone in the galaxy was fond of the blond determined boy
Anakin had been, and the strong brave Knight he had become.


Amidala sent Anakin a long letter at his knighting, which,
the blushing Knight explained to Obi-Wan, was her formal
proposal to him. The date was set for their marriage in it,
he said, and he would be so pleased if his master could be
a witness to the union.

Obi-Wan consented gladly, and they went to Naboo a couple
of weeks later. But that time when Obi-Wan walked down the
stairs to the meadow, there was no Qui-Gon. It was a very
disappointed Obi-Wan who returned later that day, watching
Anakin and Amidala's preparations for their wedding with
some jealousy. 

But several days later, when the marriage actually took
place, Obi-Wan was smiling again, happy for his former
apprentice. 

The morning of the wedding, Chancellor Palpatine arrived
with an entourage of what seemed like thousands. Anakin,
who had met the Chancellor several times, and been
impressed by his cheerful friendliness, welcomed him, but
Obi-Wan stayed aloof - his impression of the Chancellor
would always be colored by those days after his master's
death, when the only thing the Chancellor had done was
"commend his bravery," not a word about his loss. 

A foolish dislike, Obi-Wan told himself, but he could not
free himself from it.

Obi-Wan was called back to Coruscant almost immediately
after the wedding. Arriving home, he glanced around his
rooms, and realized that, though Anakin was a knight now,
he had not yet removed his things from Obi-Wan's rooms.
Obi-Wan shrugged and made a mental note to talk to Anakin
about it in a month's time, when the newly-weds' honeymoon
would be over.

Resuming his teaching duties, Obi-Wan spent the next two
weeks in lonely busyness, longing for some friend to talk
to, or someone to kiss. But of Qui-Gon there was no sign;
Obi-Wan began to wonder if his Master had abandoned him.

So one evening alone in his rooms, when he heard the
familiar crackle of "call-incoming," Obi-Wan eagerly
allowed it access and switched on the holoviewer. Anakin
was on the other side, face gray and weary.

"Master!" he said. "You have to help me!"

"What is it, Anakin...are you well?" Obi-Wan asked; there
was nothing that could cause him distress on his honeymoon,
was there?

"Yes, Master...but, oh..." Anakin's voice trailed off, and
Obi-Wan waited while Anakin gathered his composure.

"Master, Jabba the Hutt has officially taken Tatooine as
his own."

Obi-Wan was confused: what did Tatooine have to do with
anything? 

"They say there is a bloody civil war going on there at the
moment; the Jawas and Tusken Raiders don't like the idea,"
Anakin continued.

Obi-Wan suddenly recalled that Anakin was from Tatooine and
his mother was still there.

"Oh. Anakin."

"Master, I have to go there. My mother may be in the thick
of the fighting, Mos Espa is so close to Jabba's lair."

Obi-Wan was shocked. Surely the boy - young man - wouldn't
just run off to Tatooine on a fool's mission without the
approval of the Council?

"Please, Master," Anakin pleaded. "Just talk to the Council
for me. Something horrible is going on, I know it is. It
could mean my mother is..." he trailed off, tears in his
eyes. Obi-Wan nodded. 

"I'll talk to them, Ani," he said. "But I can't promise
anything. You know the Council. Until I contact you again,
you do not have permission to go to Tatooine, you know
that."

"Yes, I know," Anakin said, clenching his fingers. "Please,
Obi-Wan, I need your help. Please, don't let my mother..." 

"I'll do all I can, my padawan," Obi-Wan said. Then he cut
the connection. 

Shmi Skywalker, he thought. That was his mother's name,
Qui-Gon had said.  

He placed a call to the Council.

END Part 3
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"They say no, Anakin," Obi-Wan said to the small figure of
his former apprentice several hours later. Anakin's
shoulders dropped. 

"Master! No! I have to go!" Anakin exclaimed. "She could be
dead! She could be badly hurt, and I promised her I'd see
her again! I promised!"

"Anakin, you cannot go into the middle of an Outer Rim
civil war. We have no jurisdiction there."

Anakin's face suddenly twisted. "I'll go anyway," he said
and cut the connection.

----

The rest of that story was soon all over the Galactic news.
Obi-Wan followed the story with a terrified heart. Anakin
had flown a small fighter to the Tatooine system, arriving
in a blaze of fury. He had killed several warriors on both
sides of the conflict in his haste to get to his mother. 

It had been too late. She was dead, her throat cut by one
of Jabba's minions, who was ruthlessly destroying all of
Watto's property. She had been raped, several times,
violently, before her death. 

Now Anakin was pursued by both the Jawas and Hutts, with a
price on his head, he had violated the Code and needlessly
wasted life, and the Council universally condemned him. 

Obi-Wan, grief-struck, called Anakin, trying to get through
the space static, but Anakin would not take his calls. He
had holed up on an uninhabited planet for fear of his
pursuers and allowed no communications. 

Using every diplomatic spying skill available to a Jedi
Master, Obi-Wan wrangled his location out of the comm.
signal, and raced to the planet Kerida.

After landing his small airship in the area Anakin's signal
corresponded with, Obi-Wan got out of the ship and glanced
around, knowing his arrival had to have been noted by
Anakin.

All too soon, the dirty figure of Anakin appeared from
behind a small hill, walking toward Obi-Wan. 

"Anakin!" Obi-Wan yelled over the wind. "Come home! Don't
do this, you'll be caught!"

"If you can trace me, you mean, others can too, right?"
Anakin said, voice hoarse. "Who cares? I've ruined my life
anyway."

"No! It's not too late, Ani, you can still be redeemed..."
Obi-Wan said, his voice trailing off as Anakin got closer
to him. A pale, dirty, broken figure of a man stared at him
from Anakin's familiar blue eyes.

And in sudden horror, Obi-Wan realized that Anakin had
fallen, completely, to the Dark Side.

"Padawan! No! You can't do this!" Obi-Wan exclaimed, hair
flying in the sharp wind.  "You're better than this!"

Anakin drew his lightsaber out of his belt and turned it
on, the green light shining like a sickly parody of Light. 
"You might as well have killed my mother yourself - you and
the damned Council! It's your fault she's dead!" He took
several steps toward Obi-Wan, who stood stunned, not
believing that his former apprentice would actually hurt
him. Until Anakin slashed across his arm, burning it. Then
elemental responses took over and Obi-Wan drew his own
saber, pale blue flickering in the sunlight. 

Anakin wasn't in practice, or the fight would have been
over soon. As it was, they fought up the hill, twisting,
turning, backing up, rushing forward, slashing, jumping,
leaping. 

So absorbed in the silent fight that neither noticed where
fate was leading them, they fought to the very edge of a
cliff, and Obi-Wan realized suddenly that below was a sea
of fire, that in fact they were fighting on the edge of a
volcano. 

Anakin apparently didn't realize that fact, or maybe he
wanted the fight to end, some trace of good left in him not
daring to break his master's heart by forcing him to kill
his apprentice. However it was, Anakin took a step
backward, avoiding Obi-Wan's slash-cut to his side, and
tumbled, eyes wide, into the volcano, landing roughly on a
ledge a few steps down.

Obi-Wan knelt on the edge of the volcano, ignoring its
rumblings - that was his padawan in there. 

"Anakin, give me your hand!" he said, reaching out and
down. Anakin reached back up, trying to use the Force to
steady himself. Too late.

With a muffled roar, the volcano exploded, the bit of
ground Obi-Wan was kneeling on was swept into the pit, and
the last thing Obi-Wan felt was heat and pain, burning,
burning. So painful, the endless heat of years coalesced
here. As he fell past Anakin, he felt, too briefly, the
sweep of his padawan's fingers against his, trying to catch
him in his turn. 

Then there was only heat, rushing through his body, and
complete silence.

----

He felt before he opened his eyes: soft cloth against his
cheek, warmth and a feeling of peace. A gentle breeze
stirred his hair. He felt very young and exhausted, like a
child after a hard day.

"Obi-Wan," the voice was like a caress against his skin. He
opened his eyes, not at all surprised to find he was lying
in Qui-Gon's arms, on green grass under sunlight. 

"Master," he whispered, and snuggled closer. Then looked
up. "Am I - are we...?" he said, not sure how to say it.

Qui-Gon's laugh was a gentle puff of air against his hand.
"Yes, my Obi-Wan, we are."

A few more moments of sweet reunion, and Obi-Wan
remembered. He sat up. "Where's Anakin? What happened?" 

Qui-Gon sat up with him, drawing him back against his
chest. "I don't know."

"We should find out - how can we do that?" Obi-Wan said,
getting to his feet. Qui-Gon followed. 

Closing his eyes, Obi-Wan reached out for the Force
signature of his padawan. The horror and fear that Anakin
was feeling momentarily overwhelmed him, and suddenly he
saw Anakin, unconscious, lying on the small ledge poised
above the volcano, mind wandering in a dark maze.

"He's not dead," Obi-Wan whispered, taking Qui-Gon's hand
and sharing the scene with his master.

"But we can't help him, unless the Force sends us there,"
Qui-Gon said back. 

Then the scene shifted, and Obi-Wan and Qui-Gon saw the dim
forms of humans running up the hill, picking up Anakin's
limp form. They chattered in a strange language for several
moments, then loaded his body into their ship. 

"So Anakin's not dead? But what happened to him?" Obi-Wan
said.

"The Force will reveal that," Qui-Gon said. "Whatever it
is, it probably hasn't happened yet."

They watched together as the ship flew toward Coruscant,
watched as Anakin was carried out, still unconscious,
watched as he was laid in a dark cell and left there to
wake alone.

"The beings that took him were agents of evil, I know it,"
Obi-Wan stage-whispered to Qui-Gon. 

"Yes, because they took him into -" Qui-Gon broke off as a
dark figure, deeply cloaked and hooded, entered the room
where Anakin was just awaking. 

"So, the Jedi prize," the figure said, addressing Anakin. 

Anakin tried to move, but could barely sit up. "What have
you done to me?" he said, raising a weak hand to his head.

"Your master's dead, you killed him, you know that," the
figure continued, not seeming to notice Anakin's words at
all.

"No," Anakin whispered. "No, Obi-Wan, my master, I didn't
mean it." He paused, turning his head away. "What have I
done?" 

"Turned to the Dark Side, it seems," the figure said.
"Embrace it, young one, it is your destiny." The figure
took the hood off, revealing a dark twisted, but still
familiar, face.

"Chancellor Palpatine!" was exclaimed by both Anakin and
Obi-Wan.

"I thought it was," Qui-Gon said, slipping an supportive
arm around Obi-Wan's waist as they continued to view the
scene playing out in their minds.

"Yes," Palpatine said. "Let me explain your situation to
you. You have been cast out of the Jedi, you are widely
known to have "turned," as the Light-idiots say it, and are
presumed dead."

The look of horror on Anakin's face told its own tale as
Palpatine approached.

"Prepare to learn the true meaning of fear," the dark
Chancellor declared. "You will serve me, or you will die." 
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"Amidala!" Obi-Wan called out to the young woman sitting on
a bench in the gardens, hand over her barely protruding
belly. "It's Obi-Wan!"

She turned with a stunned look on her face. "I thought you
were dead!" she exclaimed.

"I am," Obi-Wan said. "But that doesn't matter now; I've
been sent to warn you. You are in great danger. Anakin is
no longer Anakin, Jedi Knight, he has instead become an
agent of the Dark Side. A Sith."

Amidala leaped to her feet. "What?" she said. "How do you
know?"

"I saw the transformation myself," Obi-Wan said. "He has
turned. Completely. And his master's first command to him
was an order to kill you."

"No!" Amidala's face crumpled; her hands went up to cover
her eyes. "Anakin would never hurt me!" 

"I thought the same, your Highness, until he drew his saber
against me," Obi-Wan said. "Come, quickly, we must get you
away from here. You are in great danger."

She submitted to Obi-Wan's pulling hand. "Where do we go?"
she asked. 

"Do you have friends who can keep you safe until you
deliver the children?" Obi-Wan said, pulling her along in
his wake toward the palace. 

Amidala gasped in a breath. "Bail Organa. He's a family
friend on Alderaan." She paused. "The children?" 

"You're carrying twins, Amidala," Obi-Wan said, letting go
of her hand long enough to open the door and half-shove her
inside ahead of him.

"Twins?" she said, amazed. "I hadn't even thought, how did
you know, it's only been three months...?"

They ducked into an anteroom next to the door, and Obi-Wan
handed Amidala a comlink. "Call your handmaidens, you'll
need to do a switch."

"Right," Amidala said, breathing in.

It was amazing how quickly the handmaidens responded. For
all they looked pretty, they knew what to do in every
emergency, including, apparently, the case of "villain
after the Queen." 

Before three hours went by, Amidala and her entourage were
loaded onto a small starship, destination revealed only to
the pilot. Obi-Wan and Amidala sat next the pilot, watching
carefully for any incoming ships. 

They got away from the surface without any trouble, but the
pilot noted a large dark ship flying in as they left. 

"Remember the Sith's ship, the Infiltrator?" Amidala said
to Obi-Wan, watching on the viewscreen. "That's a duplicate
of it, if I'm not mistaken."

Obi-Wan nodded. "Yes." He took a deep breath. "I'm not sure
how long I'll be able to stay with you, so if I suddenly
disappear, don't be alarmed."

"If this is your destiny, you will fulfill it," Amidala
said. 

----

Obi-Wan, much to his own surprise, never did disappear from
Amidala's side and return to Qui-Gon. If it were not for a
sudden lack of interest in food, and a feeling of utter
lightness at times, he would have thought he had never died
at all. Amidala and Bail Organa also stated that sometimes
they could almost see right through him, though at other
times he looked solid. 

The twins were born five months later, almost a month
early, but strong and healthy. In all that time, Anakin had
not caught up with them. Or maybe he was not trying to,
Obi-Wan thought. 

He had watched the torture of Anakin by Palpatine with
tear-filled eyes, wincing as the young Jedi stood firm for
as long as possible. It was a simple thing that finally
broke Anakin in the end -- the suggestion that his wife was
unfaithful to him, and unfaithful with Obi-Wan, at that. 

After that, it had been an easy thing for Palpatine to
command Anakin to kill Amidala. 

And the look of tortured resolve on Anakin's face had
almost killed Obi-Wan all over again. 

----

"Obi-Wan!" Sabe called to him as he came up the steps of
the Organa palace one summer afternoon about a year after
the twins' birth. "They've found us! They've found us!"

"At last," Obi-Wan said. It had been a waiting game they
were all playing, and if Amidala's death had not lurked at
the end of it, he would have wished it hurried up. 

"How much time do we have?" Amidala's voice was steady, as
she clasped little Leia in her arms, holding tight to her. 

"About two hours, I'd guess," the technician who had
cracked the codes of the Infiltrator duplicate to tell them
the ship was on its way to Alderaan said. 

"Obi-Wan," Amidala said, a sudden resolve filling her
voice. "Take Luke and go!" 

"Where?" Obi-Wan said. 

"Anywhere!" Amidala answered. "Somewhere safe from Vader."

She turned to Sabe, handing Leia to her. "Hide her," she
said. 

Sabe and Obi-Wan looked at Amidala, whose hair was falling
loose around her, floating in the wind. In the dying
sunlight she looked too beautiful to live. "Please!" she
said. "If I have to die, at least my children will live." 

Sighing, Obi-Wan picked up Luke from his cradle. "Farewell,
beloved of Anakin," he said. "Never doubt he loved you.
Everything he did was done with passion."

"And now he's going to kill me, with passion I don't
doubt," Amidala said, her mouth twisting in a wry smile. 

Obi-Wan smiled back at her. "Death is not the end," he
said. "I know this for certain. Greet Qui-Gon for me."

"Indeed I will," Amidala said. "Now. Hurry."

"Goodbye," Obi-Wan said, shifting Luke to his shoulder. He
raced for a transport, seeing at the same time, Sabe
running in the opposite direction toward the underground
passageways. 

----

It would make too long a tale to say how far Obi-Wan
wandered among the stars with Luke or the adventures he
had, trying to keep the child alive. For while he wandered,
the Temple fell to the Sith, the Chancellor seized power,
and Darth Vader killed Amidala, Queen of the Naboo, on the
steps of the palace of Alderaan. 

At last he found himself on Tatooine. The civil wars had
died down, and once again the planet was involved in an
uneasy truce. He brought the battered transport down for a
landing outside Mos Espa and made his way into a small
tavern. 

Someone who looked a lot like Anakin stood at the bar,
talking avidly to the bartender. 

Obi-Wan looked through the crowd at the man. There was no
way it could have been Anakin himself, for he had been so
disfigured by fire and torture that he was no longer even
recognizable. Perhaps it was someone related to Anakin. 

"Ah!" the man said, turning to him as he walked up. "A
human in this world! Not a slave!"

"No," Obi-Wan said. "I'm not a slave." 

"What are you doing here, then?" the man asked. "Shady
something or other, maybe?"

"Not really," Obi-Wan said. 

"I believe you," the stranger said. "About as far as I can
throw you, but there! You're human, I'll buy you a drink."

"Thank you," Obi-Wan said, already beginning to like this
man.

"I'm Owen, by the way," he said.

"I'm --" Obi-Wan paused. "Ben. Ben Kenobi." 

"And who's this?" Owen said. "Don't try to fool me, I know
you're carrying a baby, though can't for the life of me
figure out why. Yours?"

"No," Obi-Wan said, and then without thinking, "this is
Luke Skywalker."

"An abandoned child?" Owen asked. 

"Rather," Obi-Wan said. 

"Attached to him?" Owen asked. 

"A little," Obi-Wan said. 

Owen smiled. "Well, this atmosphere can't be good for him.
Let's get out of here, I'll take you home for that drink." 

Obi-Wan nodded and followed Owen out of the bar. 

----

"Oh, he's so adorable!" Beru couldn't stop gushing over
Luke. Owen had introduced his young wife, and she had taken
Luke to her like he was water in the desert. 

"We can't, you know, have children," Owen told Obi-Wan in
an aside. "She loves kids, though. Would take in fifty a
week if she could." 

"He was abandoned?" Beru said, turning to Obi-Wan. 

"Kind of," Obi-Wan answered. "His parents are dead. I could
not refuse to take him."

"Do you really want to keep him?" Beru lifted Luke in her
arms. "Because if you don't --"

"Beru!" Owen said. 

She smiled at her husband. "Come on. We can support him.
And you know I've always wanted children." 

Obi-Wan considered it for a long moment. "If you want him,"
he said at last, "you can have him."

Beru smiled brightly. Owen smiled too, just a little. 

"With certain conditions," Obi-Wan added.

----

Obi-Wan threw himself down on the small bed of the tiny
cabin out in the wilderness of Tatooine. He was pledged to
watch over Luke, for Amidala. And he was doing so as best
he could. At least if Vader wanted to find him, Luke would
most likely be safe. 

More than anything, he missed Qui-Gon. Missed the freedom
of death. He did not need to eat here and could not be
killed again, since he had already died once, but wanted to
be home, in Qui-Gon's arms. 

"Qui-Gon," he whispered. "Come to me, can you come to me?"

Closing his eyes, he focused on fading from the visible
world. "Qui-Gon," he said again. 

"I'm here, love," a familiar voice said. 

"It seems I come to you now," Obi-Wan laughed, opening his
eyes in the green field of death. Then he went gladly into
Qui-Gon's arms, knowing that when it was time to return to
Luke, he would be sent. 

"All the threads are being woven together," he said, and
kissed Qui-Gon. 

END
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Oh, it's wild tonight. The wind catches the strands of my
hair and blows them across my face. In the distance I feel
the rain coming in, the clouds rolling over the sky. The
dust kicks up, swirling, glittering, in the dimness of the
streetlights. 

I throw my head back and watch the clouds eat up the sky,
covering the stars as though hiding the earth from the
beauty of the heavens. 

The sprinklers on the lawn (sprinklers, and it's going to
rain tonight, there's your government spending your tax
dollars) spray gently over me, blown from their trajectory
by the wind. 

There's not a soul in sight, and so I can laugh at the wind
and rain all I want. My students would think I was nuts if
they saw me walking across campus at almost nine in the
evening, muttering poetry to myself about the stars and the
wind and the rain. 
	
I know it will be raining before I make it to my car, and I
don't really care. I'll be laughing when it starts, not
caring if I get wet. 
	
The first drops are falling when I come in sight of the
fountain in front of the school. I stop for a second to
watch the waters meet, the water from the sky and the water
from the earth. 
	
The city's orange glow against the night sky lights up the
fountain, and suddenly it looks sinister. Terrifying even.
I deliberately turn and walk on, not looking any more at
it. 
	
I reach the parking lot, see my car, one of the last in the
lot -- but no, wait.
	
There's a familiar truck there. 

Oh, Jim. You shouldn't have, really. I can make it home by
myself, done it a thousand times before.
 	
I don't say that. Instead I just run up to him, to the
window.

"Hey." 
	
"Get in," Jim says in his almost-command-but-not-quite
voice. 

"Do we have something going on?" I ask, puzzled. Why would
he pick me up? It's out of his way. 

"No," Jim feels quiet, calm, gentle, tonight. "Just wanted
to pick you up." 

"Thank you," I return. "Hope that means you'll also want to
bring me back in the morning."
	
Jim nods.

The rain starts falling in earnest as we pull out of the
lot. 

"You hungry?" Jim asks, glancing at me while we're at a red
light.

"Um, yeah, kind of," I say. Honestly, I'm ravenous, haven't
eaten anything since that morning early.

We drive through Wendy's. I get a salad; he gets a burger.
I give him most of my fries, nasty greasy things. He pays.
We stop and eat in the truck, 'cause rain and food plus
driving are simply too much for even Sentinel senses. 

Our picnic's quiet, broken only by the offers of another
packet of ketchup, Jim's snatching the salt packets out of
the bag, to my horror (goodness James, those things are
already salted and you want to put more on?), and the soft
patter of the rain on the windows. It's the silence of
friendship, the kind of silence where you don't feel
obligated to talk, but wouldn't feel out of place if you
decided you had something to say.

We're comfortable. It begins to feel like this truck is a
small, enclosed universe where only the two of us matter. 
	
There's this current that is beginning to run through me,
this sappy mushy feeling I get at certain times that's
unaccountably directed at Jim. It's pleasant. And I haven't
stopped to analyze it. Just enjoy feeling it, whatever it
might be.
	
Tonight, it's stronger. That little bit of buzzing and
humming energy that's thrumming its way through my belly
seems to be reflected in Jim's face.

He looks at me, and the butterflies in my stomach go wild. 

"Chief," he breathes, and his voice is unutterably tender. 

I know what he's trying to say. I hope.

It seems like the confirmation of my destiny to scoot over
a bit closer to him, reach up, put my arms around his neck
and whisper, "Yeah?"

His arms come around me. "Love you," he says. 

"Oh, I'll just bet you do," I grin. And I kiss him.

We stay like that for just a minute, slowly discovering the
wild wonder of each other. His breath catches when I pull
away; he stares at me like he's never seen me before. 
	
I look into his eyes, truth-teller serious. "I love you,
Jim," I say. "I really do." 
	
He shakes his head, smiling. "This is serious," he says. "I
mean, it's really happening, right, I didn't just dream
it?"
	
"If it's a dream," I say, "it's a damn good one, and I
don't want to ever wake up."

****

When we get home, we're still feeling a bit awkward with
each other. Just confess your love to your best friend, and
see how weird you feel. We don't know what to do -- do we
go to bed together, do we wait a few days, do we sit down
on the couch and start necking? 
	
"I'm taking a shower," Jim announces, then seems to
remember and turns to me. "Unless you want...?"

I wave him on. "Go ahead, man. Just don't use all the hot
water." 

He laughs. "You're the one with that problem," he kids me. 
	
I flop down on the couch, but he's out in a few minutes,
and I stand up to watch him saunter, yeah, there's no other
word for it, up the stairs, in only a towel. 

By the time I'm out of the shower, he's down the stairs
again, in a bathrobe, looking slightly damp and definitely
delicious. He looks at me, and is it my imagination, or
does he blush?

"Blair," he whispers. I can't resist. My hair is still wet,
along with most of the rest of me, but I can't stay away
from my Sentinel.
	
I step forward. He takes the towel from around my waist,
pulling it out as calmly as you please, and begins to dry
me off with it. 
	
"Can't have you...getting the couch all wet," he says,
voice gone slow and deep, as he dries off my shoulders and
hair. 
	
"No, can't," I whisper, hardly knowing what I am saying,
I'm so fascinated by the chest hair that peeks out from his
bathrobe. I want to rip the robe off of him and explore
that big body. I want to touch him everywhere. 
	
I move forward, still mostly wet, pushing against him,
shoving parts of robe aside. The towel stills, then Jim
drapes it carefully over my hair, bunches and twists it to
get as much water as possible out. 
	
Towel and robe fall together to the floor as we kiss, naked
together as lovers for the first time. We're not even
thinking about what to do, where we'll take it from here.
Just kissing. His lips are smooth over mine, and when his
tongue finds its way into my mouth, it's all I can do to
keep from crying out. 
	
I push into him, my arms wrapping themselves around his
neck, our bodies touching everywhere. Our groins meet, and
we both let out a half-sob, pulling away from each other
just a little. He tucks a strand of damp hair behind my ear
and I smile at him, awfully shy in spite of the fact that
we're both standing here with hard-ons for each other. 
	
"Blair, a little slower, okay?" he whispers, and I don't
misunderstand, not when I'm looking in his eyes like that,
seeing the love shine there.
	
"Upstairs?" I say, wanting it to be his bed.
	
He nods and moves away from me, picking up the dropped
towel and robe, then extending his hand. I take it, and we
climb the stairs together. 
	
I can still hear the rain beating against the windows,
clattering against the skylight, and it makes me feel as
though we're enclosed in a tower, a nest of our own. No one
can disturb or harm us here. 
	
At the top of the stairs, we pause briefly, and he lifts my
hand up to his lips and kisses it. That gesture, more than
anything else that has happened so far this evening, tells
me this is more than just sex between two buddies, that
this is real and hopefully forever. I turn into his arms as
we reach the bed. 
	
He feels like he wants to take charge, and part of me is
interested, but not tonight. Tonight is for us, not a power
trip. 
	
I resist, very slightly, when he tries to lay me down on
the bed, but pull him with me, pull him against me. 
	
"You and me, together, making love," I say. "Not you making
love to me, or me making love to you."
	
In the dimness I see him digest the concept. Men are always
the ones to take charge of sex, he's been taught, but there
are two of us in this bed. No control, no holding back,
just equal loving between us. That's what I want. 
	
Finally he nods, and we move toward each other for a kiss.
That kiss seals all the promises we've been whispering to
each other through hearts, words, and actions since the day
we met. And that is only the beginning. 
	
Time goes slow as our mouths meet and speeds up again only
when he lets me go. Our hands, seemingly of their own will,
slide over each other's skin. I caress his thigh, then his
side, and he twitches. I've found a spot. 
	
Oh, but he's finding the spots on me, too -- the hollow of
my back that makes me jolt into him when he licks at it,
the tender skin just at the very top of my ass, and ah! my
throat just below the ear. 
	
I gasp against him and my hand on him goes still. We
breathe in long shuddering pants together. Equilibrium at
last restored, I resume my caresses, hand traveling down to
wander over his chest.
	
He jerks against me when I rub at his nipple. I mark the
reaction for future further inspection. "Like that, don't
you?" I say, smiling. 
	
He growls into my ear and pulls me to him, hard. Suddenly
the mood changes, and though we're still both in control,
it's me on top of him now, rolled over before I had a say
in the matter. I reach up and kiss him, deep and strong, as
his hands explore the curve of my ass and his cock thunders
against mine. 
	
We're breathing hard again, and I know this isn't going to
last too much longer. We're both so caught up, so on fire.
	
"Jim," I whisper, again pulling back a little. "How do you
want to do this? Me in you, you in me, or just continue as
we are?"
	
His eyes are practically black with arousal as they stare
into mine. "I want to be inside you," he says, low and
thick and dirty. The words flash straight to my cock.
	
"Do you have any...?" my voice trails off, and I hope he
knows what I'm referring to, because I damn well don't want
to go downstairs to get my own tube of Astroglide. 
	
He nods, and sits up, dumping me off of him, and reaches
into the bedside table drawer. Oh, he's just like me, bi as
they come, and how could we have ignored each other for so
long? 
	
The tube isn't new, and doesn't look like it's been opened
in a while. He pries the cap off, and turns to look at me. 
	
"You want to, or me?" he growls. I snuggle up to him,
opening my thighs. 
	
"You do it," I say.
	
His fingers burn for half a second when they go into me,
and I twist on them, loving the ache. It's been too long,
my God, far too long, but no more on long-lost lovers --
this is Jim I'm with.
	
We're still sitting upright, Jim leaning against the wall
with a pillow behind him and me on his lap, feeling his
fingers stretch me wide open. His cock nudges against my
opening before we're quite ready, and the feel of his wet
flesh against the sensitive nerve endings of my ass makes
me whimper. 

Two fingers in, and then three, and my body has forgotten
the initial pain. I want him, I want him inside me, now! 
	
"Please," I moan against his lips, and he withdraws his
fingers. Hand visibly shaking, he pours lube over his cock,
and presses against me.
	
I yield to him, slowly, the head of his cock sliding into
my body with infinite measured care, millimeter by
millimeter. I can feel every ridge on him, every contour.
The further he gets in, the more whole I feel.
	
At last, his cock is inside me, all the way to the root,
and I exhale one long slow sigh. For a few moments that
could translate to years in eternity, we stay still, not
moving, hardly breathing, staring into each other's eyes. 
	
Then his hand sneaks down to hold my cock, and the spell is
broken. I move on him. I feel his cock sliding in and out
of my body, shapes changing against sensitive skin. 
	
Deep inside on the fifth thrust, he sparks against
something in me that sets the world whirling in front of my
eyes. His hand just rests on my cock, gently petting it,
but that is enough.

"Jim!" I gasp wildly, and break apart, falling free from my
body and soaring, savoring the scent and taste of my love
sharp in my mouth, the universe exploding before my eyes. I
feel him come inside me just then too, the hot splash of
him leaving me clenching around him, gasping, panting,
shuddering.

His arms come tight around me, holding me to him. My face
is buried in his neck. I am totally surrounded by him, and
he is surrounded by me. We are one being in that moment.  

Even the most perfect of moments cannot last forever
though, and slowly we come down from our wild ecstasy to
find that I'm getting a cramp in my thigh and we're both
wet with sweat and semen. 

We pull back from each other. 

"I love you," I say suddenly. 

His eyes are blue, a warm soft after-love blue. "And I love
you," he answers. 

That is enough, all we need to know. Whatever tomorrow
brings, we'll face it together. 

Jim grabs the towel from the floor and cleans us both off.
Then we move into each other's arms to sleep away is left
of the night. 

I listen to the rain pattering on the roof and think, "Oh,
yes. It's wild tonight. And I hope it stays this wild
forever."
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They laugh, down in the valley below. My folk tend to be
more merry than is proper, at times, especially during the
midsummer feasts. I have just sent the child of Men, Estel
my foster-son, to his bed, though he pleaded with me to
stay up later. 

"I have passed the age of twelve," he told me, eyes wide in
the firelight. "Surely I should gain some reward!" 

I could not help but laugh. "Twelve, my child," I answered
him, "is but the blink of an eye to the Elven-kind. You
must learn patience."

"Patience?" he asked. "I can be patient, if I am assured
that reward will come."

"In due time, Estel," I said, and he scampered off to bed.

But I am nothing near patient. I am eager, trembling,
waiting for you. My hands quiver as I place them on the
carven railing, and I shiver, though the night air is not
cold. 

You said you would come to me, Legolas, riding swift out of
the North like one of your own arrows speeding from the
bow. 

A breeze rises, tangling my hair as I watch for the light
of your presence. Light spray from the waterfalls dances
across my face, reminding me of the feather-light touch of
your lips.

After Celebrian, I thought I would never love again. I
grieved when she passed Oversea, for then I knew that there
was no rest for her in even Valinor, that she would finally
walk into Mandos' halls to find peace. The pain and grief
she endured was great, and it is only because she loved me
that she refused to let go of her body, hoping that she
could find peace in my arms.

Alas that it was not so. She lives in memory only, and the
joy that we had will never fade. 

Yet her memory and joy does not prevent me from finding new
joy and making new memories. For we of the Eldar must do
so, lest we dwell forever on ancient memories, and at last
become invisible to waking eyes, being forever caught up in
what was, not what is.

So I have found you, and my hands reached out toward you,
desiring to meet yours in the dark. I wait here on the
porch of Imladris, eyes seeking in the darkness for the
light of you. 

Wherever you are, I know that your eyes look up at the same
stars I gaze upon. Though I must wait one more midnight yet
for your touch on my skin, I too can learn patience.

I bow my head and turn away from the railing. The laughter
of my folk still rings out in the valley.

I wait, but not with trembling hands. Time will bring you
to me, and though it may be many more midnights before we
touch, the joy of our meeting will be no less sweet.

I wait, and I learn patience from your delay. 
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Look at me, Arwen. Your eyes skim away from meeting mine,
and have done so for too long. I am your friend, no new
acquaintance, and I desire to speak with you. 

You have fallen in love. It is not a crime. Truly, what we
shared was not love.

No. That is not true.

Yes, it was love, but a different love. The joy of my lips
on yours is as nothing when compared to the merest touch of
his hand, is it not so? The world of sensations you felt
when my hands caressed your breasts pales beside his most
careless glance, am I not correct? 

If I had not watched you tumble head-over-heels in love
with this mortal, this Estel-child, I would demand answers
from you. Yet, I have seen your face change and grow pale
when you heard the smallest whisper of his name, and I am
not one to be jealous. 

I will not be jealous of you, Arwen Evenstar, whose fate
should have been far higher and more noble. I will trust
you even as you break me, and I will let you go. 

But Arwen, Arwen, you do not think of what you do. You will
*die* for him! You will die and leave the world forever.
You think only of the sacrifice you make, but what of the
sacrifice *I* make? I will never see you again, and I have
been given no prize to console me. 

The long-years will stretch empty without you, for there is
no one, in Valinor or Middle-earth, who I will desire, save
you. All our ancient laughter will fade into dust, and my
very name will be forgotten. Time will speed on without you
in it, and with my heart gone. 

Have you forgotten the worlds we conquered when we kissed?
How on winter nights we would drive the cold away? Are all
these things but children's play to you? Is the touch of a
woman so much less than the touch of a man, mortal though
he may be?

Time would stretch endless with you beside me, even when we
did nothing more than laugh and sing together, our voices
mingling. Under the starry night you would kiss me, the
worlds would fall into place, and the stars would sing in
harmony. You have been so cold of late, and our whispers
have faded into memory. 

You love him. Surely I should love him as well, for he
steals you from me, just when I thought I had caught you!
As he takes your immortal life, leeching it out in the name
of love, he takes my very heart. 

I will not be jealous of your lover, of your beloved. I
will not be jealous. My heart only will weep when you leave
me to take up the crown of the Queen of Gondor. You
deserved titles far higher than that. 

Evenstar, fairest of the Elf-kin, hold your friend as her
heart breaks. Whisper words of comfort to your once-lover
as she weeps. 

Do not turn from me, Arwen. When you stare at me as though
I were nothing to you, all my shadows fade, and the worlds
become grey to my eyes, deeper and darker than the beauty
of the light of your eyes. 

I hold out my hand to you. I pledge you my deepest promise.
I will love you, and I will let you go. 

I myself shall seek the Havens, find no comfort in the
West, and live out the years of Arda in endless waiting,
longing only to see you once again. Do not, when the hour
of your death comes, think of me and the worlds you gave
up. Go gladly into death, Arwen, and thus fulfill my last
wish and desire for you. Live out your brief years in
blessedness and love your Estel until your dying day.

Farewell, Arwen, fairest and most beloved of the Elf-kin in
Middle-earth. Fare well. 
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Sweet time crawls. I stare in silence out of the window,
aching. Peace is nowhere near me today, and life has slowed
down to endless duty. 

I yearn for him. The heartache bites me under the
breastbone with a fierce intensity and my skin longs to
touch. My hands are restless. I clench them together and
place them against my lips, as if to shut out the silent
scream building in me. 

I hate him. I love him. It is all one in the end. I am
tortured by the sweetness of cold Dream, with his somber
ways and morbid dramas. I'd love to get my lips over his,
and find out whether or not that mouth is as delicious as
it looks. And find out whether or not he is really as
innocent as he sometimes appears to be. 

Probably not. The Endless are anything but innocent. That
Death, now. Pretty, but doesn't miss a trick. Ever. Time
won't burn her up or wear her out the way it's doing me. 

I'm tired of this. The endless torture of mortals is really
no fun at all, once all the inventions for screaming have
been invented. And just once I'd like someone to kiss me
back because they wanted to, not because I'd slow-fry them
if they didn't. 

Morpheus has been silent, caught by mortals, they say. The
world of dreams has been chaotic without him. Even my own
realm has felt the disturbance. 

Despair has made her silent way inside to speak with my
prisoners many times. Death has glanced at my realm with a
laugh as she waved souls into my dominion. Delirium has
burned her way past me, hair trailing silver stars in her
wake. Desire has winked in my direction. Destiny has
regarded me with a cool calm stare, the kind of look
someone gives you who knows exactly what's going to happen
to you and really doesn't give a damn about it.
Destruction, of course, is gone, and Dream is trapped. 

Of course Dream wouldn't look at the Prince of Darkness as
a potential lover. He would only frown. A puzzled look
would write itself across his face, and he would become
cold and still suddenly. 

He'll never know. Ironic that. He'll never know *my* dream.
I don't want this silly realm and its tortures and screams
and agony. It's not any part of my heart as I stand here
wanting. 

I want him. To capture him, keep him here, ah, wouldn't
that be a coup for me? To make him learn to love me?

If only I could....

I turn toward the door, sensing sweet presence there, and a
rush of dark passion fills me. He does not, quite, take me
by surprise. 

I smile. 

"Hello." He does not answer. My smile turns cold and my
tone dangerously sweet.

"We hear you were caught by mortals, like a newly fledged
demon, sweet Morpheus." I look at him, thin and weary, and
I determine to show no mercy. 

"We expected better of you," I chide, as he continues to
look at me with resigned pain in his eyes. 

This is going to be interesting.
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"Your clones are very impressive," Obi-Wan said, trying to
conceal his horror and disgust at the sight he had just
seen -- in all those tanks, human bodies floating. 

"They'll do their job," Jango Fett returned, a bit too
quickly, but confidently. "Care for a drink before you go?"

The bounty hunter stepped closer to Obi-Wan, and for a
second, Obi-Wan thought Fett had licked his lips, looking
him up and down.

"No, thanks, I'd better go, I have --" his words were cut
off by the impact of the bounty hunter's body tackling his,
Fett's lips suddenly, almost as though it were a ritual,
crashing into his, their hips grinding together.

Obi-Wan gasped, stepping backward, almost helplessly.

"Don't go," Fett whispered, tongue flickering out,
definitely this time, to lick along the corner of Obi-Wan's
mouth, the roughness tugging at the fine hairs of Obi-Wan's
beard.

"I could throw you across the room," Obi-Wan returned, not
quite as harshly as he would have liked.

"Ah, but you won't," Fett said, hands coming up to tangle
in Obi-Wan's hair. "Jedi." This said with a trace of almost
affection that much later would reveal itself to Obi-Wan as
the affection of hunter for prey. 

"Jedi," Fett repeated, and kissed Obi-Wan again. After a
long moment, he drew back. 

"This doesn't mean anything, does it?" Obi-Wan asked.

"It doesn't have to," Fett answered. "Do you have a lover
to make jealous, somewhere?"

My master, leaped to Obi-Wan's lips and with a quick
suddenness he quashed the words -- no master, not for
years. Then as sudden, my padawan. With almost a laugh, he
turned back to Fett. Damn his padawan anyway.

"No lover," he said.

"Good," Fett whispered, almost too low to hear. "Then no
one will hear you scream." 

The door slid shut behind Obi-Wan with a sudden slam.
Almost as quickly, the lights lowered, only the eerie light
illuminating the clone-tanks remaining. As Fett began to
pull him across the room, Obi-Wan wondered if the clones
could see through the glass, could know what they were
about to do -- they were all clones of Fett after all. 

"I'm wasting valuable time," he said, jedi-quiet under his
breath. But again, this was a mission, and gathering
information on Fett was very important. Even such a small
thing as how and who he seduced could have legitimate
importance in the future. 

"Pretty one," Fett smiled, suddenly catlike and sleek,
leaning in to kiss Obi-Wan again. "Get those robes off,
Jedi. Much as it may be a favorite fantasy to fuck a Jedi,
it's you I want, not the uniform."

Fett pressed a button on the wall, and a bed slid out
beside them, large enough for two people and then some.
Obi-Wan stood still, waiting, as finally Fett came over,
and started taking off Obi-Wan's clothes himself. 

"Your precious Order doesn't need to hear about this," Fett
whispered into Obi-Wan's ear after pulling off the outer
robe, sliding a hand down Obi-Wan's pants to cup his ass. 

"They won't," Obi-Wan said, making a move at last, undoing
his belt and laying it aside where he could reach it
easily. "We are secure and silent here, right?"

"Oh, yeah, we are," Fett said, and there was a note of --
was it triumph? -- in his tone. "Totally alone, totally
secure."

The drama of undressing finished with at last, Obi-Wan
found himself on the bed, being driven mad with passion by
someone he had only met a few hours before, and never
thought he would see again.

"Are you just desperate," he asked, almost frantically,
squirming under Fett's touch, "or do you provide this as a
free perk for everyone who comes to see your clones?" 

Fett looked up with a feral smile. "Why not both?" he
answered. "Or may I be courteous and say that I don't do
this often, but Jedi, you appeal to me, and don't tell you
didn't want it." 

"I'm not saying no," Obi-Wan said. "It's been" -- he gasped
as Fett licked at the pale skin between his nipples,
swirling chest hair into patterns -- "far too long." 

"I can tell," Fett said with a trace of amusement. They
were both aroused, but Obi-Wan was the only one aching with
it, suddenly realizing just how long it had been...not
since...oh. Not since that fatal night with...oh, but it
was a mistake to go back there. 

"Catch this moment for me," Obi-Wan said, sitting halfway
up to kiss Fett. 

And there on the brink of war, in a silent white room, they
looked at each other, knowing they were on opposite sides
of the fight, accepting that, each feeling sure he was one
day going to have to try to kill the other, and not caring
either way. The moment was all that mattered. 

Driving Obi-Wan back down to the bed, Fett kissed him for a
long breathless time, the sounds they made echoing in the
room, wet and sweet and loud. 

Obi-Wan let himself sink into passivity, even as he was
careful to watch the room with Jedi acuteness. No hidden
cameras here, no way to look in or out, just the white and
the tanks full of clones, some of whom were looking
straight out at them. Obi-Wan tore his eyes away and did
not meet theirs. It was a strangely exhibitionistic
feeling, even though the beings in the tanks would not
really understand what they were doing. 

And Fett was driving him crazy with long licks down his
body, wandering across his belly, at last licking up his
erection. Obi-Wan felt that he would surely die before Fett
reached the tip of his cock, but fortunately, that did not
happen, and Obi-Wan breathed in a long gasp, the sudden
ache becoming far too much to bear. 

The warm wet tongue was gone, suddenly, and Obi-Wan
whimpered in protest. 

"Don't stop," he managed to form with what synapses he had
left. 

"Can I fuck you, Jedi?" Fett asked, the sweetness of his
tone almost belying the crudeness of the words. Obi-Wan
raised his head slightly.

"Of -- of course," he said. 

There was a quick fumbling for oil in the small drawer next
to the bed. Obi-Wan turned over, quickly. It was somehow
too intimate to let this stranger see his face as he came,
or to let him know what name he'd whisper under his breath.


Fett was satisfied with that, and bent to lick further and
deeper. The breathlessness returned as Obi-Wan remembered
the last time this had been given to him -- Qui-Gon and a
sunlit summer's day, under the sky -- oh yes, and there
were no words of comparison for this day and that. 

Remembering almost frantically as Fett coated fingers with
oil and slid them inside, Obi-Wan lowered his head to the
bedclothes, panting. 

"Pretty Jedi, ever so fuckable," Fett whispered. "Ready?"

Fett took Obi-Wan's moan for yes, and slid himself inside.
The expansion was painful at first, but quickly faded into
pleasure as muscles, too, remembered. 

Fett reached around to stroke him, and Obi-Wan, gasping,
almost mindless, thought back to the last words, the last
mingled kiss, and oh....

Complete white-out. There was no memory, no present, no
past, only the sweet agony of orgasm crashing over him. He
was dimly aware of Fett finding his own release, but much
too spent to care. He slid down into the bedclothes, and
was limp with satiation by the time Fett turned him over,
carefully, and kissed him one last time. 

"You know the way out," Fett said, sliding off the bed and
gathering his clothes together. Obi-Wan lay, dazed, on the
bed, still breathing hard, as Fett got dressed.

"Oh," Fett turned back on his way to the door, "and thank
you." 

He smiled, the door opened, and Fett was gone. Obi-Wan
closed his eyes against the stares of curious clones, and
let his breathing return to normal. 
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Slow awakening in the dawning, hidden away in Christian's
tiny apartment, would have been wonderful for Satine on any
day except this one. 

It was still dark when Satine woke, and she turned to watch
Christian sleep, forgetting for a moment all the cares of
the day ahead. Her hand rested on his back for a moment, as
she smiled secretly to herself, remembering yesterday and
last night. Dinner with Toulouse, working on the play until
it was late indeed, and then...well. Then. Yes. 

As the light started to spill across the room, she looked
out the window, where she could see the windmill turning
idly, and suddenly remembered the day ahead -- and the
promise she had made after rehearsal on Saturday to talk to
Zidler this morning. 

"Oh no!" she said. Rehearsal started in less than two
hours, from what she could tell. It would take more than an
hour to dress and get back to the Moulin Rouge. 

"Christian!" She laid a hand on his shoulder, shaking him,
just a little. "I've got to go...Christian." 

"Hmmm?" Christian stirred and turned into her. "Darling,
stay."

"I have to get back to the Moulin Rouge!" she said
urgently. "I'm going to be late. What time is it?"

Christian opened his eyes and looked around. "It's not
morning," he said lazily. 

"Darling, that's the dawn light out there," Satine
returned. "It's morning." 

"It's the moon," he said, eyes regarding her with complete
sleepiness and utter innocence. "The moon, that's all,
sweetheart. It's not day." He pulled her back down on the
bed. "Another hour with me, then you can go back, okay?" 

"Christian..." she sighed. He wasn't awake enough to
comprehend what could happen if they were found,
apparently. "All right. I'll stay. Everyone will find out,
we'll be fired, and Zidler will be extremely upset...but
it's worth it. It's what my love wants. It's not day." She
snuggled back into Christian. "Kiss me, sweetheart. It's
not day." 

Christian seemed to wake up a little more at that. He sat
up. Looking around the room, he finally understood just how
late it was. 

"Oh my God," he exclaimed. "Darling, you've got to leave.
It's day." 

Satine looked at him, shaking her head with amusement, and
burst out laughing, hiding her head in his shoulder.
"Christian! If it's any comfort to you, I don't want to
leave you." 

He turned gentle, and laid a hand against her cheek for a
moment. "I know," he whispered. "Now, hurry." 

She kissed him, quickly, and moved to dress. When she was
ready and about to leave, Christian got up to open the door
for her. "Darling," he whispered, as she left, not caring
for the moment if anyone saw them, "for me, where you are
is day. When the sun sets, come to me, and dawn will come
into my life."

She smiled at him, almost on the verge of tears. "I will,"
she said, slipped out the door.
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And the wonder of your beauty sends me reeling. I stand
dazed as though by the sun, struck down in an instant by
the sharp glance of your eyes. 

For a moment I wonder if I am caught in a dream. Then I
look up, take a breath, and see the feasters making merry
at their tables, all busied with their own pleasure. 

Luthien, Luthien, fairest child of the Elf-kin! You do not
know what spell you have cast over the heart of your
maiden. 

I am Nerwen, Artanis of the Noldor, and I have journeyed
through pain and sorrow to find you here. Many have sought
my hand, but all I have refused, desiring none to tie me to
himself. I have been even as one of my brothers, fighting
beside them, weeping tears with them, and binding up their
wounds from the wars with Morgoth. And you, untouched
fairness, have danced your life away. 

No, Luthien, I am not jealous. I am only a little lost in
your eyes. My fingers ache with a sudden yearning to trace
the curve of your dress along your milk-white skin. My ears
suddenly hunger to hear you whisper my name in passion. My
eyes are seized with a swift desire to watch you lose
yourself to my touch. My lips, too, have made their wishes
known -- they desire to be pressed to yours. 

Shaking, I bring myself back to silence, and bow before
your father and mother, in all graciousness. 

"We have heard of you, O great King," my brother Finrod
says. "Kin you are to us, for we are kin of Olwe, and you,
we know, are his brother. Therefore, we have come from
Valinor to greet you and to aid in the war against the
Enemy. I bring with me my sister, Artanis. My brother
Angrod you have met in council before as my messenger."

In the long-silence that follows, my eyes wander to you
again, and I see beside you, two of the Elf-kin standing,
one dark-haired, bearing a flute, the other silver-haired,
steady and calm. I only glance at them, and again look at
you.

Your eyes, too, wander. Suddenly our eyes meet. There is
laughter concealed deep in yours, and you spare me the
smallest of welcoming smiles. We have met, and know each
other to be beautiful. 

"You are welcome, honored guests," the King says at last. 

----

Time in these halls passes slow, fair princess. You become
my every thought and my only desire is to see you and speak
with you again. You dance the woods of Doriath in the
nights, the whisper comes to my ears, and so, one moonlit
night, I find myself wandering the forest paths, aching for
a mere glimpse of you.

And there I find you, caught hair in the wind, feet flying
over the ground to a hidden tune. I have never been a
dancer, but my feet desire to fly to yours, to follow your
steps with joyous abandon. I stand silent, prisoned by your
grace. 

When at last the music ceases, and you sweep a gracious bow
to the flutist, I find myself released from your spell, and
I hurry to your side, to greet you. 

"Lady of Doriath, fairest of all dancers," I say, my hands
reaching out to you almost of their own will. 

"The Lady Artanis," you return, and you breathe in a long
deep breath, smiling. Then you take my hands. 

Not for nothing are you daughter of a Maia. I find myself
looking at your beauty with such wonder that I cannot
conceal my admiration. 

"It is good to dance alone, wild and free, no bindings on
movement," you whisper. "But it is better to dance with
someone at your side, to learn the passion and power of
another's beauty bound to your own." You look at me and
draw close. "Will you dance with me, Lady of the Noldor?"

Your dark eyes plead up at me, and I cannot help but
consent. "I am but a poor dancer," I say. "Yet if it is
your will, I will dance with you."

You turn away from me and look toward the shadows, where I
see Daeron, afterward called the Dark, regarding us.

"We need no music, fair friend," you tell him. "Go to your
rest." 

He steps into the moonlight for a moment and bows before
us. "Farewell then, my lady Luthien, and you, honored guest
of Thingol, lady Artanis." He vanishes back into the
shadows and is gone. 

"Lady Artanis," you say to me, and there is a new delight
in your tone. You look at me as though you were tracing my
face with your eyes. "You are fair indeed." 

"What dance is this?" I say, and my voice is shaking. 

"I think you know," you whisper. "I saw it in your eyes. I
see it in the way you look at me, the way you watched me.
We need no music for this dance, nor would it be right to
let Daeron see this, dear friend though he is to me." 

"You see aright," I answer softly.

I do not know who first moves, I know only that your kiss
is the sweetest of all things. 

We embrace there in the moonlit midnight and the stars
laugh as we dance. The dark shadow of you shines into my
skin, and my goldlit hair lies tangled against your breast.
Time ceases and in all the worlds, I know only you.

Morning finds us sleeping, arms about each other, garments
disheveled.

Time, the thief of all, steals you from me, and a love
deeper than that which you and I knew takes you through
darkness into death. 

But still I remember the curve of your lips and the way
your eyes regarded me. Still, and often, do I look back in
time, and recall, there in moonlit quiet, our mysterious
dance. 
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"All night long the penniless sitar player had waited...."

Christian was the kind of person who could only think when
emotion was not running at its highest level. At times of
great stress, he would go speechless, wordless, voiceless,
and could not defend himself. 

So it had been when his father had accused him of terrible
things, of wanting to live a loose and immoral life, of
desiring, as he had said, "baseness." 

So it had been when he and Satine had been alone together
for the first time, Christian stumbling over his words like
a half-taught schoolboy.

And so it was now, when Satine had promised to come to him
and had not come. 

>From typewriter to window he roamed, restlessly. A thousand
nightmares went through his mind. Was she dead? Kidnapped?
In prison? Or did she just not care? Did she *want* to hurt
him? 

The rational part of himself kept saying she was just
delayed and would turn up any minute. The gibbering
emotional self raced on with theory upon theory about why
she was not there. 

He lived a thousand years in that night. A weaker person
would have cried, but the tears burned themselves hotly
away ere they reached his eyes. He was angry and weary, and
convinced that Satine had just been playing with him, that
she was even now showing the Duke a good time, in her own
special way. Helplessly he remembered their kisses just a
few hours ago (a hundred years ago!) and wondered how she
could change so fast -- she had seemed to desire him so
much. 

Saturday morning was a riot of dawn color, and just after
the dawn came Satine, wrapped in a warm robe, pale as a
star. She wore no makeup, and looked exhausted.

"I'm sorry, Christian," she said meekly. "I was sick."

Christian let her in, not believing her for an instant, and
she sat down on the bed. Normally Christian would have
joined her there, but not today. 

He sat down at the typewriter. 

"Where were you last night?" he asked, coldly, putting his
hands on the typewriter as if to write and then letting
them fall back. 

"I told you," she said, coughing softly. "I was sick." 

Eyes almost filling with tears for the first time,
Christian stood up, making his way over to her. "You don't
have to lie to me," he whispered, heartbroken.

Satine just looked away for a long moment. Then, and her
voice was filled with tears as well, "we have to end it.
Everyone knows. Harold knows. Sooner or later, the Duke
will find out, too." 

Christian turned away from her, staring at the wall. Was
this the end? Such happiness that they had could not have
lasted forever, could it have? 

"On opening night, I have to sleep with the Duke," Satine
went on, and she did not sound pleased about it. Getting
up, she moved away from the bed toward the window. "And the
jealousy," she said, not looking at Christian, "will drive
you mad." She was quoting from the play. 

For a long moment, both of them stood there, far apart,
wrapped in their own private heartbrokeness.

At the point of tears, hope came back to Christian. She had
not slept with the Duke. She still loved him. And that was
all that mattered.

Not listening to her whispered protest, he made his way to
her, and whispered, putting his hands against her face,
"Then, we'll write a song."

She tried to move away from him, but he did not let her go.
"And we'll put it in the show and no matter how bad things
get, or whatever happens, whenever you hear it, or when you
sing it, or whistle it, or hum it...." He was nearly crying
now, but it was with joy, not sorrow. "Oh, then you'll
know, it'll mean...it'll mean that we love one another!  I
won't get jealous." He kissed her quickly. But she moved
away from him.

"Things don't work that way, Christian," she said, a gentle
rebuke to a naive boy. "We have to end it."

He shook his head, smiling, and suddenly the inspiration
fell like lightning. He could not have stopped himself from
singing if he had tried.

"Never knew I could feel like this," he sang, putting his
arms around her again. "Like I've never seen the sky
before."

She turned to him, and a pale smile lit up her face. 

END
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Night strikes a vague harmony in this burning rush of
streets and rain-wet city. I run across an empty street,
with him just behind, and though there is not a trace of
snow, on the ground or in the air, feel at home. Dief pads
along behind us both.

"The tire tracks, right here," I tell him, pointing down,
and watch as he slides in front of me, gun at the ready. 

"How far?" he whispers, looking up at me with that air of
I've-got-to-trust-you-don't-I that always sets off little
fireworks inside me. I listen carefully.

"They just went by a minute ago, about," I answer, and we
are off again, racing down the street in the shadow. He
follows with a half-skeptical look.

"Here!" I say, and turn suddenly, to meet a dark alleyway. 

And, inside it, our criminals, stolen car just being
abandoned.

"Not fast enough," Ray says sarcastically to them, and
before they know it, we have them.

----

"Pizza!" Ray demands later that night, and I, in no mood to
deny him, follow obediently. Dief, traitor that he is,
greets this proposal with unmitigated delight.

Over a large sausage supreme in the very back of the
restaurant, we stare at each other, pretending we are not
staring at each other, not talking. 

"I don't want to talk about the case," Ray says at last,
sounding a little annoyed.

"We haven't been," I say, wondering what has upset him. 

"No," he continues. "We haven't been."

I simply cock my head. 

"We always do, talk about the case, I mean," he goes on,
ripping his napkin into shreds without seeming to think
about it. 

I take the napkin away. "Surely you can say what you are
thinking without mutilating this innocent napkin," I say
soberly, but he catches the twinkle of laughter in my eyes.

"You just made a joke!" he exclaims, clapping his hands. "I
have to record this for posterity!"

"Now that your good humor seems to have been restored," I
say, leaning forward, "perhaps you could tell me what
weighs on your mind." 

"No, no," he says, moving back. "It's nothing, it's..."

"If it has you destroying napkins, it's not nothing," I
answer firmly. "What is it?" 

He looks at his plate for a moment, then back up at me.
"It's you," he says at last.

I'd been expecting the words for quite some time -- Fraser,
Benny, you don't quite fit with me, you know, maybe you
should find some other friends, another partner, you and I
are just not well matched -- but I hadn't expected to hear
that pleading, almost yearning, tone in his voice.

"What?" I say. The tone he's using and the words he's
saying are so disparate that I cannot understand them. 

He looks down again and this time does not look back up.
"I...catchmyselfthinkingaboutyou," he says in a rush,
almost under his breath. 

"Thinking about me?" I ask, quietly, so as not to embarrass
him, for whatever he may be sharing, it is obviously
something important to him. 

He looks back up, and perhaps my furrowed brow is what
upsets him. "Thinking about you, yeah," he says, rather
fiercely. "Jacking off to thoughts of you every night is
more like it. Keeping my sister away from you because I
don't think I could stand it if you fell in love with her."
He shakes his head. "Not that you would, you have more
sense than that, but..."

He is obviously rambling. 

"Ray," I say it calmly. 

"...you and I work together so well and I don't even know
how and Benny, in spite of my..."

"Ray!" A little more forcefully.

"...lack of experience in this area, I'm pretty damn sure
I've fallen in love with you..."

"Ray!" Loud enough to disturb the other diners now, but I'm
past caring. He, finally, looks at me again.

"Ray, you don't have to get upset. It's not a big deal."

The words I tried to use to soothe do not have that effect.

"Oh, men fall in love with you all the time?" Ray asks
sarcastically. "How many of your partners have fallen in
love with you?"

"None that I know about, yet," I answer and then glance
aside as if recalling. "There was one who I wondered
about...rather recently, but I don't think I'm wondering
any more."

"You knew!" Ray's tone is half accusing, half relieved. 

"I wondered," I say, and it is the truth.

"It is a big deal, though," he says quietly, folding his
arms in front of himself.

"Not really," I answer. "You don't have anyone you're
romantically attached to, and neither do I. The only
strange part about it is we're both male, and frankly my
dear, that's not very strange." 

"Not to you, perhaps," he says.

"It's not," I answer. "Not to anyone who wants it." 

"Do I want it?" he says, leaning forward and putting his
elbows on the table. He breathes in harshly as he looks at
me, and desire is written naked across his face for a
moment. 

"I suppose the answer to that would be yes," he whispers,
after we stare at each other for a long time. "And there's
only one more question after that."

He looks at me, more vulnerable than I have ever seen him.
"Do *you* want it?" he says.

I am already prepared with the answer.

"Yes," I say. "Yes, I do." 

Ray glances back at the counter, where no one can be seen,
then glances toward the windows, which already have the
curtains down in preparation for closing. 

Dief, lucky dog, is the only witness of our first kiss.

END
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He looks at me as though I'm something special. Someone who has done
more than waste a good youth stealing from trains and riding like the
wind over the plains. 

The way he touches me sends sparks through my body. That should feel
wrong, but instead it feels so, so right. The way we looked at each
other when we first met -- I should have known I was going to meet him
again. 

We've been caught by the winter night far from the lights of town, and
I've remembered an old hideout, just a small cabin, that my gang used
once upon a time. 

It's deserted, looks like it hasn't been so much as glanced at for
years, so we're safe here for the night. I step into the cabin as Chon
puts away the horses in the tiny adjacent stable. 

Whew! Even the spiders have died out, looks like. It's just the ghost of
a cabin, spider-web covered, but it's got a working fireplace and what
looks like a mattress in the corner. We're good to go.

I start a fire. One thing I *can* do, seeing how I grew up in the West
and all. Chon, for all that Eastern mediation shit he does, hasn't
learned how to start a decent fire. Frankly, I haven't bothered teaching
him. It's a good feeling to be better than Chon at *something.* 

"Want some beans?" I ask Chon as he comes inside. He just nods, and
continues looking around the cabin. 

"Strange," he says, still looking around, looking at me. 

"What is?" I ask. 

"Me," he says. "I have been here for three years, and I do not feel at
home yet." 

"I'm not surprised," I answer, stirring the beans. "It would take a lot
longer than three years for me to feel at home in the Forbidden City."

He breaks out laughing at that, and I smile back, glad to have broken
the odd mood he seemed to be in. I hand him a plate of beans, dish up my
own plate, and sit back against the wall to eat. 

"Good work today," I say at last, simply to watch the firelight play
over his face as he considers.

"Not good enough," he says. "When we "get them where we want them," as
you say, then it will be good work today." 

I nod, quietly, and eat, hardly taking my eyes off his face. 

He's beautiful, the thought suddenly spins across my mind, knocking my
fragile peace to tatters. What had prompted that? Was I thinking of Chon
like I would think of a woman, and what did that mean? 

Beautiful. A certain part of my body suddenly seems to wake up, and I
cringe, shrinking back against the cool wall, as though that would make
it go away. I have to share a bed -- or a mattress anyway -- with this
man, later on, I can't be thinking this way. 

He'd laid aside his dish a few minutes ago, and now he is just sitting,
staring into the fire, seemingly oblivious. 

Would he? I can't believe I'm even thinking this, but the words come out
of my mouth before I can reconsider.

"Chon," I say. "Did you ever..." I feel myself blushing, and continue
hastily. "Kiss a man?"

He turns to me, his face suddenly questioning. 

"Why do you want to know?"

I do not answer, and he looks away.

"Yes," he says finally. "I have." 

"Oh," I say, because I can think of nothing coherent. 

"Did you want...?" He looks dubious.

"No," I answer very quickly. "Just...wondering."

"Of course." He is looking straight at me, and I know he sees right
through me.

"I can't fool you," I say, after a long silence. "I've been more than
just wondering."

"You've never? Even when you were drunk?" He sounds like he doesn't
quite believe me.

"Never," I say. "But this, this is different."

"How?" he says. "I'm a man."

"But you," I begin, and then am suddenly cut off.

"Are just a Chinaman," he says coldly, standing up and moving away.

What? Does he still think I...?

"No!" I get up too, laying my own dish aside. "I was going to say,
you're my friend."

"Ah," he turns back to me. "In that case...why don't you just ask?"

I take a step toward him. "Chon, can I...kiss you?"

"Yes," he says, and takes a step toward me. In a moment, my arms are
around him, almost naturally, and I tilt my head downward, even more
naturally.

The kiss is better than a woman's. I can't help but be conscious that
it's a man I'm kissing, that it's Chon, but I don't care, he tastes so
right. 

>From all accounts, he's also enjoying the kiss, and suddenly a thought
breaks through the cloud in my head. 

"Did you want this?" I whisper, after breaking the kiss.

His smile and his words leave not a doubt in my mind. "Oh yes," he
whispers, and slides back into my arms like he belongs there.

The only thing I can think of to do is kiss him again.

So I do.

He breaks off the kiss this time, and smiles up at me.

"Good work today," he says. 

And we're, suddenly, both laughing.

END


From DummyAddressAndDate Thu Sep 16 11:42:17 2010
X-Yahoo-Msgnum: 200
Return-Path: <amyfortuna@fanfiction.net>
X-Sender: amyfortuna@fanfiction.net
X-Apparently-To: fortuna_fic@yahoogroups.com
Received: (EGP: mail-8_0_3_1); 22 Apr 2002 17:44:51 -0000
Received: (qmail 18867 invoked from network); 22 Apr 2002 17:44:51 -0000
Received: from unknown (66.218.66.216)
  by m2.grp.scd.yahoo.com with QMQP; 22 Apr 2002 17:44:51 -0000
Received: from unknown (HELO post2.inre.asu.edu) (129.219.110.73)
  by mta1.grp.scd.yahoo.com with SMTP; 22 Apr 2002 17:44:50 -0000
Received: from conversion.post2.inre.asu.edu by asu.edu (PMDF V6.1 #40111)
 id <0GUZ00001DAAMT@asu.edu>; Mon, 22 Apr 2002 10:44:34 -0700 (MST)
Received: from smtp.asu.edu (smtp.asu.edu [129.219.110.107])
 by asu.edu (PMDF V6.1 #40111) with ESMTP id <0GUZ00MNFDA9KY@asu.edu>; Mon,
 22 Apr 2002 10:44:34 -0700 (MST)
Received: from fanfiction.net (gw185m05.inre.asu.edu [129.219.71.103])
	by smtp.asu.edu (8.11.0/8.11.0/asu_smtp_relay,nullclient,tcp_wrapped)
 with ESMTP id g3MHiXB07271; Mon, 22 Apr 2002 10:44:33 -0700 (MST)
Date: Mon, 22 Apr 2002 10:44:32 -0700
Subject: FIC: Weep Not For 1/1 (Aragorn/Boromir)
To: fortuna_fic@yahoogroups.com, slashlords@yahoogroups.com,
 tolkien_slash@yahoogroups.com, Fellow_Ship@yahoogroups.com
Message-id: <3CC44C00.C021D496@fanfiction.net>
Organization: Arizona State University
MIME-version: 1.0
X-Mailer: Mozilla 4.78 [en]C-CCK-MCD {ARIZONASTA}  (Windows NT 5.0; U)
Content-type: text/plain; charset=us-ascii
Content-transfer-encoding: 7bit
X-Accept-Language: en-US
From: Amy Fortuna <amyfortuna@fanfiction.net>
X-Yahoo-Group-Post: member; u=86896178
X-Yahoo-Profile: amyfortuna

Title: Weep Not For
Author: Amy Fortuna (amyfortuna@yahoo.com)
Pairing: Boromir/Aragorn
Rating: PG-13
Feedback: is a good thing.
Archive: Yeah, go for it.
Summary: Aragorn meditates over Boromir's body.

----

A kiss to the forehead, reverent as it might be, seems too simple.
Indeed, our entire acquaintance seems too simple. We cut through all the
dance-steps people tend to take and aimed straight for the target. Your
words to me told me we should treat each other as rivals for Gondor's
favors. 

That never was my desire. Far rather than the crown, I would have had
your friendship and loyalty. Far rather than the crown, I would have you
living. 

For I won you, Boromir; do not now, in death's silence, deny it. We
never were rivals except in name. We were allies, and slowly taking the
steps toward friendship. 

And we were . . . ah, even in death I can see the flush creep up your
face. We were lovers. Or if we were not, we played a fair imitation of
them. Ours was not a love born through tradition, but in our similar
reactions against it. 

Your father knew me, did you not know? But unlike you he hated me.
Unlike you he never knew me as well as he thought he did. Unlike you he
never learned to love me. 

There was a darkness in you, yes, but it was not so dark. Your crime was
only love of your (our?) people, and the desire to help them, not the
desire for power itself. A forgivable offense, but the consequences
would have destroyed you, had you succeeded in taking the Ring from
Frodo. We would have all been destroyed. 

When first I saw you, I thought you a brash youth with little care for
any other people or any other custom besides your own. You glorified
Gondor at the expense of the Rangers, whose deeds have been no less than
yours. You insulted the sword of Elendil, the blade I will one day
carry, Anduril forged from Narsil. 

But as we fought through pain and loss and hardship together, we found
respect for each other. You were no youth, but a man grown, a man who
had seen much and lived well. And you slowly learned of me, my own
desires and pains and passions. 

That night in Moria when you asked me about the necklace that I wore and
I told you about Arwen. That day in Lorien when you confessed your fears
to me. That cold, long night on the mountain, when we both fought with
all our strength and lost. That moment when Gandalf fell, and I so
caught in my grief that I could not help the Ringbearer. The moments
flash before me like dreams, thoughts of you and me together. 

That night on the river when we spoke soft words to each other and you
confessed that I held a place in your affections shall always be bright
in my memory. Gentle kisses followed that confession, soft touches in
the night, and you shivered underneath me for the first and only time. 

No, Boromir, I'll not weep for the memories. You were too bright, too
fair to die, and forever you shall be living in my heart. 

This is my promise to your body, growing cold beneath me. This is my vow
to you.

END
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On a sheet of paper, these words appear as though by accident, fraught
with pain, blurred by a tear or two. The hand that writes them shakes,
sometimes pauses. The paper is of fine stock. The writing is ragged and
messy. 

"My skin aches when you are away from me. I long for you with a passion
so deep that it delves into my very bones. A low sweet struggle wages in
my body, curling about my navel down into the heart of what I am. In the
quiet I picture your face, laughing, transported with love, and I close
my eyes in delicious recall. 

The first moment I saw you I knew that I would love you. You may have
watched me, but through the dimness of the drug-haze of that time, you
stand out in my memory as well, you in your long hair and dress. I did
not dare so much as whisper it to myself then, but kept it hidden,
sweetness burning through me as I watched you perform so very badly.

And as time crawled away, and the years went by, I thought of you,
forever and always. When I thought you lost to me, you made it plain
that my thoughts were the same as your own, and our love, for that was
what I was calling it, even then, was not anything for the media to
laugh at. 

So we laughed at them, in our own way. And when I kissed you, were you
startled? When I caught words from my memory and gave them to you, were
you delighted? 

And now I've fucked it up. Forgive me."

The hand takes the paper, folds it into three folds, creases it, and
places it in an envelope. An address is scrawled on the front, a stamp
added. The hand is just about to lay the envelope down, but at the last
second, pulls it back.

"No." It is a quiet, agonized whisper. 

A long moment of silence passes. A memory catches and lodges itself,
harsh words said, a walking away, and tears.

"No." The whisper more firm.

The hand rips envelope and paper to shreds. 

END
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"Everyone! Ten, tomorrow, and don't be late!" Rose Coral, director of 
the new hit TV show, Fallen Star, called to her cast. They were 
already turning away, as they were used to this last instruction. 

"Like we could forget," Mary Jane Watson, newly hired star of the 
show, said, tossing her red hair and smiling that trademarked smile. 
"I swear, ten is programmed in my blood." She gathered up her purse 
and made her way toward the door.

"Mine too," Sarah Jackson, closest friend of Mary Jane, both in 
character and out, answered, as they stepped outside together. "See 
you tomorrow."

"Yeah!" Mary Jane called, turning away to walk down the street. She 
lived so close to the studio that it wasn't worth it to drive there 
and back. She rounded the corner, anxious to get home and rest. 

"Damn," she said, seeing police tape stretched across the street in 
front of her. "What's going on here?"

There were several people standing there on the sidewalk, apparently 
trying to get the same question answered. A policeman hurried up to 
them.

"We've got a hostage situation in the daycare center here. I can't let 
you through."

"Damn," Mary Jane said for the second time in two minutes, and looked 
around for another way home. She'd only taken the alleyway once, and 
it had been perfectly safe then. Clutching her little can of mace in 
her hand, she started to walk down the alley. 

"I wouldn't go that way if I were you," she heard a familiar-sounding 
voice say -- from above her.

"Spider-Man!" she exclaimed. "I haven't seen you in a long time! What 
are you doing here anyway?" 

He executed a perfect backflip and landed in front of her. "Trying to 
see if I can help with the hostage situation. I don't think I can, at 
this point. But I'd better get you home." 

A slow smile spread across her face. "You know where I live?" she 
asked.

"Yeah," Spider-Man answered, and there was a hint of laughter in his 
voice.

"I *do* have a superhero stalker," she said, laughing, as he picked 
her off her feet and swung up into the night.

"You just might," he said. "Anyway, that alley is dangerous. Good 
thing I happened to be in the area." 

He was throwing out threads effortlessly, swinging her and himself 
along with perfect ease and grace. Mary Jane wasn't looking down, but 
was amazed that she felt perfectly safe with him, so far up in the 
air. 

They landed on her balcony, and she applied a small key to the door -- 
she'd had her balcony doors made unlockable from the outside, after 
she locked her keys in her room once. Now she always carried the 
balcony key on a little chain around her neck, so she wouldn't forget. 

He made as if to leave, but she put out a hand. "Won't you come in?" 
she asked. "I can get you a drink. It must be thirsty work, saving 
lives all night."

He was shaking his head.

"You don't have to take the mask off," she said. 

"Okay, but just for a little while," he said. "And I may have to leave 
abruptly."

They stepped inside as he continued talking. "I have this sense that 
warns me if there's any danger around that people need saving from. If 
I feel it, I'll have to go, and quickly."

"I understand," Mary Jane said, smiling at him. 

----

"What would you like?" she asked a few minutes later. He was sitting 
at her table, just his mouth uncovered, like long ago that night in 
the rain.

"Do you have any Dr. Pepper?" he said. 

She looked. "Yeah, there's one left," she said. "A friend of mine, 
Peter Parker, brought some over last week -- I don't usually drink 
it." 

"Peter Parker?" he said, looking up at her through the mask. 

She blushed. "A friend of mine, a very good friend," she said. 
"Probably the best friend I have ever had." She threw up her hands. 
"Okay, the man I'm pretty desperately head over heels in love with, 
who I'm sure feels the same way, but wouldn't say it when I said it. 
He broke my heart, and I can't find the strength to be angry with him 
about it." She sighed, grabbed a Coke, and sat down next to 
Spider-Man. "I'm not sure why I'm telling you all this. Must be the 
mask. Inspires confidence or something."

"Yeah, it tends to," Spider-Man agreed. 

There was a silence, not an uncomfortable one, just a silence. 

"You know, I --" 

"Peter Parker --"

They both started the sentences at the same time, and Mary Jane 
laughed, then motioned for Spider-Man to continue.

"I know Peter Parker," Spider-Man said, as if he were feeling his way 
through the words. "He was my unofficial photographer, if you 
remember."

"Oh, that's right," Mary Jane said, blushing for an entirely different 
reason. "Don't tell him I said that, of course."

Spider-Man paused, seemingly confused for a second. "Of course not," 
he said finally. "I just wanted to tell you that he had reasons for 
what he did, and they weren't that he doesn't care about you." 
Spider-Man drew in a shaky breath. "Believe me, he does, very much." 
His voice got a little more passionate. "He's a good guy, he wouldn't 
do anything without a good reason for it, and he didn't want to reject 
you, but he had to."

Mary Jane laughed. "You sound like you have a little bit of a crush on 
him, yourself," she teased. 

Spider-Man seemed to think that very funny indeed. "That would be --" 
he stopped what he had been about to say. Instead he simply leaned 
forward, and kissed her. She did not draw away, but leaned in. This 
was almost like kissing Peter, she thought, this masked man and Peter 
were alike in so many ways.

He was breathing hard when their lips parted. "I want to..." he 
whispered, almost too low for her to hear.

"What do you want?" she asked, resolving to deny him nothing. 

He drew in a sudden gasp. "To make love to you," he said, standing up 
and taking her hand.

It was her turn to draw in a gasp. Sudden waves of chills went down 
her spine. "Yes," she answered, standing up with him. "But how?" she 
gestured to the mask and bodysuit. "You're not going to tell me who 
you are, are you?"

"No," Spider-Man said. "I'm not. I just want to..." he drew very close 
and whispered it in her ear, "worship you with my lips."

"Oohhh," was her only reply. "How could I refuse you anything?"

"Then..." Spider-Man said, swinging her up in his arms again. This 
time he just carried her to the bedroom. 

----

It was a little odd kissing someone whose face you couldn't see, whose 
eyes you couldn't look into. It was also a little odd being completely 
undressed with someone who was completely covered except for his 
mouth, she thought. Not that she was complaining. It was 
also...mysterious and satisfying, in its own way. 

In fact, she rather liked it. In the darkness of her bedroom, she 
could only feel the way he moved beside her, licking down her body 
with a tongue that was just as talented at this as it was at kissing, 
apparently. 

And there was a joyous freedom to this as well, in not having to worry 
about him or what he wanted, just laying back and *feeling*. It was a 
pleasure she had never experienced before. She'd never done *anything* 
with Flash besides kiss him, and Harry had been...well, Harry, gentle 
and entirely clueless. The men since then hadn't really cared about 
*her*. 

He reached a nipple and sucked it into his mouth, elicting a quick 
gasp. She almost had to force herself to return to the train of 
thought she was following. 

This man did. Cared about her enough to give her pleasure and not make 
her worry about his. To just give and give and give...never take. What 
kind of man was this? This man who, apparently, not only knew just 
when to show up to save her from danger, but who also seemed to know 
every place she liked to be touched?

She laughed suddenly. Spider-Man. He was unique in so many ways. 

"Good?" he whispered, pausing for a second on his journey down her 
body to kiss her on the mouth again. 

"Oh yes," she answered. "But you..."

"If you think this isn't everything I ever wanted handed to me on a 
golden platter," Spider-Man said, suddenly serious, "you have far too 
low an opinion of yourself."

She laughed, again. "Just *how* long have you had a crush on me?"

He was caught off guard. "Since I was six years old," he answered. 

"What?" she asked, a little startled, but he did not seem to hear, and 
soon what he was doing made her forget the existence of the entire 
universe, especially unanswered questions. 

There was a small scar on her upper thigh, from when she'd cut herself 
with a piece of broken glass at the age of nine. That scar was 
extremely sensitive, and Spider-Man seemed to know it. His tongue 
curled around it and over it, and she whimpered...there was no other 
name for the sound she made. 

Waves of chills were traveling up and down her spine again. All this, 
and he hadn't even touched her *there* yet. 

Those fingers, gloved or not, were especially graceful and talented. 
She arched up to meet his mouth as it traveled down her thighs. Those 
hands caught her, supporting her, as he licked at the insides of her 
thighs, and finally moved to nuzzle at her clit. 

"Oh!" She felt herself breathing in hard, and bright lights flashed in 
front of her closed eyes for a moment. There was a slight pause, then 
he bent again to kiss and lick and suck and nuzzle. 

The universe contracted to the way his mouth moved over her. Without 
being conciously aware of it, she was arching her body toward him, 
moving in rhythm with his mouth. 

She felt the orgasm building at the base of her spine, and gasping, 
let herself fall. Her body shook with tremors as he held her. Even 
after she thought it surely had to be over, small aftershocks shook 
her body. She was still breathing hard when he lowered her to the bed, 
and leaned up to kiss her again. 

She could taste herself mingled with the flavor of him and thought 
only that it tasted just right. 

"Who are you?" she whispered, more to herself than anything else. "Who 
*are* you?"

He took her seriously. 

"Are you sure you want to know?"

"Yes, oh, yes," she said, sitting halfway up. "If you want to tell me 
now."

"Only remember that I love you," he said, sounding almost afraid. 

"I know you do," she smiled. "I know you do." 

And he took off the mask. 

Peter! And suddenly it all made sense. All of it. Why he had to walk 
away from her, why he was so mysterious, why he'd said he'd loved her 
since he was six...why everything.

"You!" There was laughter in her voice. "You! I knew it!" And her arms 
went around him without even consulting her and her lips met his.

"You're not...disappointed?" he asked. "Didn't want it to be someone 
more glamorous?"

She was laughing almost too hard to talk, shaking her head. "No! I 
love you, I love you so much!"

He was laughing with her now, and holding her in his arms. Suddenly he 
seemed to hear something, and turned his head away, listening for a 
moment.

"Oh...no," he breathed. "I've got to go!" 

"What is it?" she asked anxiously.

"Gunshots," he said, pulling on the mask, again becoming the perfect 
Spider-Man. 

"Wait!" she said, getting out of bed, pulling the sheet around her. 
"Be careful."

He looked at her through the mask. "I will."

"I love you," she said, swallowing hard. "Now, go." 

He looked at her for a long moment, then turned. She followed him to 
the balcony, just in time to see him swing off into the night.

She brought her fingers up to her mouth and let them linger on her 
lips. "Spider-Man," she whispered. "Peter." She blew the kiss gently 
off her fingertips. "Thank you for loving me." 

She walked back into her apartment, and picked up a piece of paper 
that had fallen off her bedside table. She stared at it for a long 
moment, then, suddenly, started laughing as though she would never 
stop.

The paper read: "Courtesy, Your Friendly Neighborhood Spider-Man."

END
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----

Obi-Wan Kenobi was a bright burst of presence in the Force only 
seconds before the man himself exploded into the room, lightsaber at 
the ready, glowing bright. It did not take Anakin's whispered "Master" 
for the slaver to realize he had made a terrible mistake. 

Obi-Wan was closer to anger than Anakin had ever seen him. His eyes 
burned as they raked his naked, chained, body over, then passed 
swiftly to the man cowering behind him. 

"Release him or die," Obi-Wan said, and his voice held no Force in it 
-- but did not need to. The slaver did not wait to test Obi-Wan's 
words, but pressed several buttons on a small machine hanging at 
Anakin's waist, entering in a code of some kind. The chains and the 
Force-inhibiting collar fell from Anakin's body, and he stepped 
forward, free. 

This time Obi-Wan's voice held the strength of Force-persuasion. 
"Return to your home planet, resign your commission, and rethink your 
life."

The slaver's eyes glazed over, as Anakin watched silently, and he 
repeated the words numbly. Obi-Wan slipped off his cloak, now ignoring 
the slaver completely.

"Wear this," he said, tossing the cloak at Anakin. "Let's get out of 
here."

Anakin did not need to be told twice. 

----

"Did he hurt you, Padawan?" Obi-Wan's voice was still cold with 
suppressed anger -- not anger at him, Anakin knew that, but anger at 
the ones who had taken him, and anger at himself for being careless. 

"No," Anakin answered. "He tried, but couldn't. Even with the 
Force-collar on, I still had enough strength to keep him away from me, 
but not enough to escape."

Obi-Wan glanced over at his padawan, clad in nothing but Obi-Wan's own 
robe, sitting in the co-pilot's chair calmly, the very picture of a 
padawan -- except for one thing.

"They cut off your braid," Obi-Wan breathed harshly. "Are you sure 
they did nothing else to you?"

"Nothing, Master," Anakin said. "No brandings, no marks, no rape."

Obi-Wan let go of the controls of the small starship for a moment, and 
reached over to brush a finger down Anakin's face. "I'm glad of that, 
my padawan," he whispered. Then he turned back to the controls. "Let's 
kick this rust bucket into hyperspace and then get you fixed up."

Anakin held on and watched the stars become streaks.

----

Anakin lay on the small bunk in the back of the ship, still unclad, 
but covered with a blanket now. His master's robe still lay next to 
him, and Anakin was breathing in the scent of Obi-Wan, clean and 
fresh, while telling himself over and over that it was okay, that he 
was safe now. 

No, no brandings, no marks, no rape, but it had been a terrible 
experience that still had him trembling. To taste freedom, have the 
ability to choose, for nearly eight years, and suddenly be plunged 
back into the nightmare of his early childhood had been a horror that 
seemed almost like a dream. 

But it had been no dream. Anakin shuddered, thinking of all the others 
caught in the same slave mill he had been in. There was no hope for 
them, no Jedi master who would come to rescue them. Just endless toil 
for the rest of their lives. 

"We should have tried to rescue them," Anakin whispered into the folds 
of Obi-Wan's robe. 

"Padawan?" Obi-Wan's voice came to him from the front of the cabin. 
"Are you all right?"

Anakin tried to center himself and found that he was unable to. "I -- 
actually, no, Master, I'm not," he said. 

Obi-Wan's form appeared against the light, and the master looked at 
Anakin for a long time, saying nothing. Grief was in his eyes. Finally 
Anakin simply held out his arms above the blanket, and Obi-Wan stepped 
forward, sitting down on the bunk beside him and embracing his 
padawan. 

"I was afraid for you, Anakin," Obi-Wan whispered into his padawan's 
shoulder. "So afraid that I would lose you. I'm so sorry, Padawan. I 
wish you hadn't had that experience. I know it hurts you, I can feel 
it." 

"It makes me remember," Anakin whispered back. "It makes me angry and 
sad. It makes me wish we could have saved every other slave there." 

Obi-Wan swallowed and looked into Anakin's eyes. "I know." His hands, 
almost unconsciously, fingered through Anakin's hair to touch the 
place where the braid had been a few days before. "I wish we could 
have saved them too. But it was you or nothing, and I couldn't lose 
you." 

Anakin nodded, drawing Obi-Wan down, just a little, to breathe him in. 
"Stay with me, Master, please," he begged. "Don't go."

"As long as you need me, Padawan, I'll stay," Obi-Wan reassured him. 
Anakin moved toward the wall, tugging Obi-Wan into the bunk with him. 
It would just barely fit two people, if they felt like snuggling. 
Anakin did. 

Noting that Obi-Wan had removed his boots and beltkit earlier, Anakin 
drew the blanket over him, pulling him close. Anakin was naked, but 
there was still a layer of clothing between them. 

"It was so cold in that place," Anakin said. "I felt like I would 
never get warm again. I felt completely exposed, humiliated. No one 
touched me, but that almost was the worst thing of all." 

Obi-Wan nodded, looking into Anakin's eyes and putting an arm around 
his waist, as if to tell him nonverbally that he was safe. 

"They were afraid of me, you know. And that was somehow what made me 
most afraid."

"People operating under the influence of fear are unpredictable, 
Anakin," Obi-Wan said. "That is why they are so dangerous." 

Anakin crept closer. "Master, you're so warm," he sighed. "I feel like 
I'm almost beginning to thaw now."

Obi-Wan laughed quietly at that. "It's not cold, Padawan," he said. 
"And we're safe here."

"It's not physically cold, no," Anakin said. "But people 
have...different ways of feeling, in the Force. Everyone on the 
planet, except for a few of the slaves, were like ice. You're like the 
warm sun on a beautiful day." 

Obi-Wan smiled. "It's good to know that, Anakin."

Anakin snuck a hand under Obi-Wan's tunics and laid it against his 
beating heart. "So warm," he whispered, his voice gone quietly sultry. 
"So beautiful." 

Obi-Wan started to speak, but Anakin leaned forward, lips a kiss away. 
"I need to touch, Obi-Wan," he said, using his master's proper name 
for once. "I need to feel. Please?"

"It's not forbidden," Obi-Wan said with a wry smile. "Just don't ask 
me to marry you."

Anakin raised an eyebrow for assent, and kissed Obi-Wan. 

Obi-Wan's clothes came off slowly, and piece by piece Anakin got 
closer to his master's warmth. The sex was gentle and soft, and yes, 
warm. Obi-Wan's hands sent fire tingling along Anakin's body, and the 
final sudden spurt of Obi-Wan's semen against Anakin's wrist was a 
sweet burn. 

Anakin licked it away, locking eyes with his master. Obi-Wan was not 
slow to take the hint. His tongue traced Anakin's body where his hands 
had been, and still more places. 

When it was over and Anakin's breathing died into calmness once more, 
Obi-Wan did not slip out of the bunk, but curled up next to him and 
slept with Anakin's arms around him. 

Anakin did not fall asleep, but lay silent, for the first time in 
several days feeling both secure and warm, next to his master.

EN
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As most of you know by now, I have been forced to remove all my 
fanfiction from the Internet, due to my parents finding out that I 
write slash. 

Therefore, this list will stay up, but will no longer be posted to. It 
is at this time the only place where you can find the fiction of "Amy 
Fortuna." 

If you know me, you know what's happening and going to happen. And 
that's about all I can say here. 

Cheers to you all.
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Hi, it's E aka Amy Fortuna here and you're receiving this message because y=
ou're 
subscribed to fortuna_fic. I'm basically sending this message out be=
cause I'm planning on 
possibly reviving the list to send out my newer stuf=
f that I've written in the last three years, 
and just wanted to remind you=
 that you're still here. 

If you're not interested in seeing the new stuff=
, which includes fanfiction I've published 
under the name of elance/E, thi=
s is your cue to unsub. If you are interested, please stay 
around, and new=
 fic will arrive soon. 

Thanks

E
aka Amy
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Summary: A dying m=
oment and a bond breaking.

----

Fingers loosening, eternity, and dying br=
eath. The sound of the heartbeat fading was 
almost impossible to understan=
d, but somehow she caught and held it, listened deep, and 
let it go. 

"Yo=
u were not meant to love this way," she whispered in her mind to the still =
face before 
her. "You should not have followed me here to this moment wher=
e time stretches to 
breaking, but stayed in your childhood home, married a=
 man, raised a family."

Bond and blood and hearts melting, those years ago=
. Their skin so close it was almost as 
though they were one. 

"I look jus=
t like you," Corde had whispered, in the intervening years between Queen an=
d 
Senator, when change swept Padme's life clean, when choices had to be ma=
de. "I could be 
your decoy if you decide to take the place."

Unspoken wer=
e the words: "We would not have to be parted." 

A backlash of pain licked =
Padme's mind in the Now, a snapping bond. They had not quite 
achieved mind=
speak, but could always feel each other in the Force. 

"Our secret weapon,=
" Corde had whispered when they forged the bond, in bed on a sunny 
morning=
, letting the shadows play across the room. 

"Our secret weapon," Padme ha=
d agreed, and kissed her, bitten her just until blood rushed 
to the skin. =


"We shall never be defeated!" Corde laughed the words. "You and I, and no=
ne can stand 
before us."

And Padme, for an interval of delicious years, h=
ad believed her. 

"Senator Amidala, please!" She heard Typho speak, but co=
uld not make herself move. 

"Corde...." She let the words slip out into th=
e place where the bond no longer was. "Corde, 
come back!"

And all through=
 the echoing silence of the next days, Padme's mind rang with words 
unvoic=
ed. 

"I failed you...I failed us." 

the end
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The moon was bright, and=
 the moon was the only thing that saw them that night, at least 
in the wat=
er. The gossipmongers would question the next day, and miss the point entir=
ely.

"Come," Emily said, holding out a hand to her best friend. They left =
their dresses on the 
sand, and hand in hand, danced into the water.

The w=
ater was cold, but with the kind of cold that awakens, invigorates. Emily a=
nd Ilse 
gasped together, and held each other's hands a little tighter. 

E=
mily looked at Ilse under the bright moon, her golden hair falling down acr=
oss her 
shoulders, the soft curve of her breasts under her petticoats, the=
 nipples hardening in the 
cool night air, and thought how much lovelier sh=
e was than any other girl. 

Emily trembled as the bright thrill she called=
 "the flash" swept through her, sparked by the 
sight of her dearest friend=
, tinged with a hint of something more than just the 
appreciation of beaut=
y. 

Ilse let go of her hand, scooped a double handful of water, and laughi=
ng, poured it over 
her own head, gasping again at the cold. The white pett=
icoat grew wet as the water fell 
down over her, her breasts clearly outlin=
ed through the thin material.

Emily shivered, not with cold, looking at he=
r, and felt heat sweep through her body, this 
time a low, keen, want, begi=
nning between her legs and spreading upward. Her breath 
came harshly as sh=
e looked at Ilse. 

Ilse paused after a moment. "You look cold, dear," she =
said. 

Emily shook her head. "I'm...not cold." 

Cold was the farthest thi=
ng from her mind. She was on fire. Heat sparked when Ilse 
reached out and =
took her hand again, pulling her close through the water. 

"You are cold. =
You're shivering," Ilse said. "Let's get out of the water, then." 

Emily r=
eached with her free hand and traced the outline of Ilse's breast, sliding =
her fingers 
gently over her nipple. It was Ilse's turn to shiver. 

"Ye...=
yes, Emily," Ilse panted. "Oh, don't stop. That feels good."

Emily drew ve=
ry close to Ilse, pressing herself against the other girl, breast to breast=
. Their 
nipples met, and both gasped. And then they were kissing, slowly a=
t first, their mouths 
lingering on skin, their arms around each other.

A =
larger wave came in suddenly, and interrupted them.

"The...the sand," Emil=
y gasped. "The little hollow where we left our dresses."

They made their w=
ay out of the water, up the beach a little way. There the ground dipped 
an=
d made a small sand dune, high enough to hide them from any who might be lo=
oking 
out their windows at this late hour.

Feeling just a bit naughty, Em=
ily pulled her petticoat off, standing naked for the first time 
outdoors. =


Ilse grinned, and not to be outdone, pulled her own off, and then came to=
 take Emily's 
hands and pull her close.

They'd done things a bit like thi=
s before, but never quite so intense, and never quite so 
naked. Emily trac=
ed Ilse's nipple again, and Ilse moaned, a little too loudly. 

"Here," Emi=
ly said, breathless, and pulled them down on the soft sand, on top of their=
 dry 
dresses, left here earlier. Ilse's soft skin was delicious in her han=
ds, and Emily leaned up to 
kiss her as they embraced. 

After a few moment=
s, Ilse, probably figuring it was her turn to try something new, bent 
and =
took one of Emily's nipples in her mouth. Emily gasped, arching into her to=
uch, and 
felt a warm wetness spread between her legs. She reached down, to=
uching herself, and 
then up just a little, sliding a hand warm with her ow=
n juices between Ilse's legs to feel the 
wetness there. 

Ilse moaned agai=
n, and Emily flicked a finger over the hard little nub she felt there, so l=
ike 
her own. 

"I -- I want to taste," she whispered. 

Ilse's gasp was he=
r only reply. Gently Emily turned Ilse over, kissing her way across her 
na=
ked skin. 

The first taste was...interesting. Different. Intense. Not bad,=
 though, and definitely 
arousing. Emily gasped, licking across Ilse's litt=
le bit of hardness, sliding her fingers down, 
touching just at her entranc=
e. Ilse moaned, and tried to impale herself on Emily's fingers. 
Emily slid=
 her forefinger just inside, and gasped herself as Ilse clenched hard on it=
. 

Emily pushed a little deeper, licking all the while, feeling Ilse's hea=
t and the curves inside 
her. She was tight, so tight, and wet and warm. 

=
Suddenly, as Emily flicked her tongue over Ilse just right, Ilse moaned lou=
dly, and arched 
into her mouth. Emily felt her clench her finger hard and =
spasm against her. It was some 
moments before Ilse could so much as do any=
thing but pant and gasp against her. 

Emily let go, drawing her finger out=
 carefully, and took Ilse in her arms. 

"Touch me," she whispered.

Ilse t=
railed a hand across her body, down between her legs. She kissed her, her t=
ongue 
sliding into Emily's mouth, as her fingers rubbed her. Very soon Emi=
ly was panting, 
pushing against her, and finally exploding, Ilse's tongue =
still in her mouth. 

It was several moments before either of them could mo=
ve. They lay holding each other 
under the bright moon.

Finally Ilse sat u=
p. 

"Let's go in the water again," she said. "Without our petticoats this =
time. I dare you."

Emily smiled, took her hand, and they raced down to the=
 water together. 

THE END





